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A  a 


PROLOGUE, 

WRITTEN  BY  JOHN  TAYLOR,    ESQ. 
SPOKEN    BY  MR.  HOLMAN. 

IN  thefe  dread  times,  when  War's  unfated  rage 
Crowds  with  difafters  life's  eventful  ftage, 
When  the  full  trumpet  and  embattled  ire 
Drown  the  foft  warblings  of  the  flighted  Lyre, 
The  Mufes'  lonely  ha  mts  no  more  difplay, 
Among  their  withYmg  blooms,  the  Poet's  bayj 
The  partial  foil,  The  Laurel  only  rears, 
For  martial  wreaths,  that  vegetate  in  tears. 
At  fuch  a  time,  fuperfluous  feems  the  art, 
To  melt  with  fabled  woes  the  fadden'd  heart; 
The  forrowing  Mufes  need  themfelves  relief, 
And  Fancy  droops  in  fympathetic  grief. 
The  Tragic  Maid,  indeed,  may  footh  her  care, 
And  future  fcenes  from  pafling  ills  prepare ; 
But  for  the  Laughing  Nymph,  alas !  can  flie 
At  eafe  prefume  with  her  untimely  glee ! 
Is  there  a  place,  amidft  the  world's  alarms, 

In  fafety  flill  to  heed  her  frolic  charms  ? 

Yes — in  the  fliades  of  Britain's  happy  Ifle, 

Still  may  the  Comic  Mufe  fecurely  fmi'e ; 

Still  with  her  tuneful  Sifters  flicker  here, 

Nor  favage  Anarchy's  vain  menace  fear ! 

Here  no  dire  ruffians,  dead  to  gen'rous  joy, 

All  that  endears  and  brightens  life  deftroy ; 

Or,  drench'd  in  blood,  with  impious  rage  combine, 

Trampling  o'er  Thrones,  to  crufli  the  Hallow'd  Shrine  ! 

No  Defpot  here  exafts  a  flavifli  awe, 

The  cafual  impulfe  of  his  paflions  law. 

Here  on  a  rock,  fecure  amid  the  ftorm, 

Jewells  Liberty,  in  fair  monarchic  form. 

Around 
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Around  her  fane,  with  venerable  grace, 

Tnree  matchlefs  columns,  fortify  the  place. 

Enthron'd  within,  pre-eminently  great, 

Sits  awful  Juflice,  in  majeftic  {rate, 

Of  equal  laws  the  animated  foul, 

And  (latiou'd  highelt,  to  ftirvey  the  whole  ; 

JTer  Sword  by  Mercy  check'd,  as  urg'd  by  Might, 

Her  Crown  the  fan£lion  of  a  people's  right, 
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WORLD  IN  A  VILLAGE, 


ACT    I. 

SCENE  I. 

A  Room  in  JOLLY  BOY'S  Houfe. 

MARGERY  difcovered  adjujling  the  furniiurs  0nfi 
fwging. 

Enter  JOLLYEOY. 

A.H,  dame !  fo  that  Mifs  Louifa's  room  is  dizen'd 
out,  all  the  reft  of  the  houfe  may  go.  at  fixes  and 
fevens. 

Marg.  Hufband  !  How  crufty  you've  got  with 
our  lodger  Mifs  Louifa,  only  becaufe  fhe's  a  lady, 
and  you  think  ilie  has  a  deal  of  money. 

Joll.  Why,  to  be  fure  her  money  did  not  do 
much  mifchief  when  it  bought  warm  cloathing  for 
half  the  poor  of  our  villag9,  and.  the  fetting  up  a 
little  fchool  and  paying  you  for  teaching  the  children, 
as  our  rafcally  rich  folks  here  rcfufed  to  eftablifh 
one;  our  gentry  expect  forfooth,  'caufe  I'm  a  miller, 
I  muft  cringe  and  fneak ;  but  I'll  never  bow  to  tfye 
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golden  calf!  People  to  get  money  flick  at  no,  vil- 
lany  or  meannefs,  and  then  they're  as  faucy — Dame, 
I've  been  round  among  my  cuftomers  to  gather  in 
rent  for  my  landlord  Mailer  Allbut.  Here.  ('Takes 
out  a  bank  note) 

Marg.  Ten  pounds!  I  fuppofe  it's  having  fo  much 
money  that  has  made  you  fo  faucy  this  morning. 

Jail.  Eh,  I  believe  fo.  As  I  came  up  ftreet 
cou'dn't  tell  what  was  the  matter  with  me;  met 
honeft  Dick  the  cobler — came  out  with  his  "good 
"  morrow,  Matter  Jolly  boy."  I  felt  a  ibrt  ot  a — 
thought  he  might  as' well  have  faid  nothing.  Tom 
the  farrier  gave  me  a  friendly  linack  o'  th'  ihoulder ; 
1  had  a  mind  to  knock  him  down  for  his  joke  :  then, 
now,  coming  into  my  own  houfe,  forgot  to  (loop, 
and  bump'd  my  forehead  againft  the  top  o'  the  door- 
cafe.  Oh,  ho  !  then  it  is  the  cafh  has  done  ail 
this  !  I  will-  'twas  gone,  for  while  I  have  it  I  teel  I 
ihall  be  as  impudent  as  the  devil. 

Marg.  (looking  out)  Madam  Louifa. 

Joll.  Dodlor  Grigfby  with  her!  Tho'  he's  now 
our  apothecary,  and  lets  up  allb  to  be  a  wine- 
merchant,  the  lady  wou'dn't  be  fo  proud  of  his 
company,  did  fhe  know  he  was  once  a  barber. 

Marg.  Be  quiet,  hufband.  Doftor  Grigiby  is  a 
•fine  man  1 

Joll.  What,  becaufe  when  you  was  fick  \\\* 
bottles  came  in  packets,  till  I  tailed,  and  found  all 
the  while  fhe  doclor  had  been  fupplying  you  with 
cherry -brandy. 

Enter  LOUISA. 

Louifa.  Well,  my  kind  good  friend,  (lookino 
round}  Why  how  very  handfome  you've  made 
my  room  !  how  much  I'm  obligee1  tj  y^T.s. 
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Jolt.  Dr.  Grigiby!  I.wou'dn't  let  him  cure  my 
cat  of  a  tooth-ache.  The  fellow  has  made  money 
out  of  people's  folly,  and  now  don't  know  how  to 
behave  himfelf. 

Marg.  I  wifh  you'd  learn  how  to  behave  your- 
felf;  ftrutting  about  with  your  hat  on,  and  a  lady 
in  the  room. 

Joll.  I  know  nothing  about  ladies  or  gentle- 
men. That  fellow  was  a  good  barber  till  money 
fpoiled  him — my  hat !  (takes  it  off)  my  hat's  here 
— and  now  it's  there,  (puts  it  on.)  What  fignifies 
where  a  man's  hat  is  ?  Hats  and  heads — ladies — 
gentlemen— good  as  another — hem  !  (Exit  mut- 
tering} 

Marg.  Plague  take  you  for  a  fool  ! — as  good 
natur'd  a  man  as  ever  broke  bread,  but  when  he 
gets  thefe  fancies  in  his  noddle. 

Louifa.  Where  there  is  real  worth  thefe  little 
oddities  of  humour  rather  excite  pleafantry  than 
refentment. 

Marg.  Od,  I'll  give  it  him  ! 

Louifa.  Never  mind,  my  kind  Margery— but 
now  for  a  furprife — I'm  forry  I  muft  leave  you, 
my  good  woman. 

Marg.  Leave  us !  Well,  if  I  did'n't  expect  my 
filly  hufband's  behaviour  wou'd  bring  it  to  this. 

Louifa.  Hum  !  your  hufband  has  nothing  to  do 
in  it : — I'm  certain  I  can  confide  in  you  ; — you  know 
little  of  me;  I'm  a  flranger; — but  I'll  not  trouble 
you  with  more  of  my  affairs  than  is  necefiary. 
You  doubtlefs  concluded  from  the  trilling  fums  T 
expended  on  my  firft  coming  here  into  your  village, 
that  I  muft  of  courfe  be  fome  very  rich  perfon  or 
other. 

Marg.  La,  Ma'am,  I  didn't  refpect  you  for  that ! 
B  2  Louifa. 
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Louifa.  I  believe  it.  From  certain  family  cir- 
cumftances,  immaterial  to  any  but  myfelf,  I  have 
been  obliged — however,  you  know  I  came  from 
Ireland — have  been  in  France,  and  am  unfortu- 
nately not  on  the  befl  terms  with  my  friends  till  a 
make-up  can  be  brought  about  to  my  wifh — Not 
being  over  ftrong  in  purfe,  I  plann'd  a  frugal  re- 
tirement j  the  variety  of  calls  upon  the  feelings  of 
my  heart  have  at  length  exhaufted  my  little  finance  $ 
therefore-;— but  mind,  I'm  not  call  down — no,  I'm 
as  happy— 

Marg.  Dear,  I'm  fo  forry— — 

Louifa.  Come,  if  you  go  to  pity  me  I  fliall  be 
very  much  affronted. 

Marg.  I  affront  you  ! 

Louifa.  Lord  !  I  never  was  more  gay  or  cheerful 
in  my  whole  life  :  but  I'll  tell  you — You  know, 
you  and  your  hufband  are  very  honeft  people,  and 
get  nothing  but  what  you  hardly  earn ;  now,  why 
fhould  I  from  my  extravagance  become  a  burden 
to  you  ? 

Marg.  Extravagance  !  'twas  your  charity — bur- 
den !  your .  ftay  will  be  a  bleffing  to  us — pay  us 
when  you  can,  or  never  (weeping)  Oh  !  my  fweet 
lady ! 

Louifa.  Come,  perhaps  I  mayn't  leave  your  vil- 
lage yet.  Margery,  I've  conceiv'd  a  thought  to 
ftay  among  you  without  inconvenience  to  any  one  5 
1  think  I  cou'd  be  ufeful  to  your  Mrs.  Allbut, 
here.  From  her  character  of  a  .paffion  for  literary 
amufements,  (lie  might,  perhaps,  afford  me  a 
fituation  to  read,  or  tramlate  French ;  tranfcribe 
her  poetry,  for  I  am  told  fhe  has  wrote  a  number 
of  pretty  things ;  or  I  cou'd,  upon  occafion,  drefs 
up  a  cap  for  her — eh,  Margery,  cou'd  you  recom- 
mend 
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mend  me  ?  You  know  you  told  me  me  fometimes 
reads  her  poems  to  y#u. 

Marg.  Well,  I'll  call  on  her,  my  lady. 

Loittfa.  Come,  none  of  you  lady's  to  me — I  muft 
foon  unlady  myfelf.  Upon  my  honour  I  (hall  be 
exceedingly  angry  if  you  are  not  even  merry.  There 
now,  that's  a  dear  good  woman  (JJiakes  bands  cor- 
dially, and  goes  to  a  chejl  of  drawers) 

Re-enter  JOLLYBOV. 

Joll.  Wife,  if  Squire  Allbut's  corn  comes,  tell 
them  it  muft  wait ;  for  I've  got  a  buihel  to  grind 
for  old  Budget  the  tinker  firft. 

Marg.  Don't  talk  to  me. 

Joll.  Eh  ! — What  have  you  found  a  pot  of  gold 
under  an  old  wall  ? 

Marg.  Ah,  huiband  !  this  dear  young  lady  our 
lodger 

Joll.  Ay,  well. 

Marg.  Herdrftrefs! 

Jolt.  Well,  if  (he's  diftrefs'd  about  any  one's 
poverty,  her  hand  knows  the  way  to  her  pocket 
a  road  it  has  fo  often  gone  upon  like  occafions. 

Marg.  Ay,  but  I  may  as  well  put  my  hand  into 
my  pocket. 

JolL  Deuce  o'  your  riddles — What's  the  matter 
with  you  and  (he? 

Marg.  I  tt-11  you,  at  laft  (he  herfelf  is  really 
diftrefs'd,  and  won't  (lay  becauie  (lie  can't  pay  us. 

\Exit  melancholy 

Joll.  Diftrefs'd  ! — one  that  was  fo  ready  to  re- 
lieve every  body  clfe,  now  to  want  it  herfelf!  (Louifa 
advance^  Jolltboy  takes  of  his  hat  with  refpett) 
Madam,  I'm  fure  I'm  vaftly  concerned  that  any  paft 

conduct 
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conduct  of  mine  fhou'd  have  given  you  the  baft 
uneafinefs.  You've  done  us  too  much  honour  in 
coming  under  our  roof:  and  if  any  improper 
freedoms  of  ours  have  given  you  offence,  you  have 
only  to  blame  your  own  condefcenfion.  Madam, 
we  are  but  ignorant  people,  and  if  we  have  fail'd 
in  our  relpecl,  I  humbly  crave  your  pardon. 

Louifa.  Then  Margery  has  told  him.  This  is 
an  attempt  at  irony — Become  the  fubjecl:  of  ridi- 
cule !  I  thought  I  could  endure  poverty,  but  1 
was  wrong — (ajide)  Sir,  it's  not  immediately  in 
my  power  to  dilcharge  what  I  owe  you,  but  I  hope 
it  will  be  foon  ;  for  I  can  allure  you  it  wou'd  give 
me  infinite  pleafure. 

Joll.  Wou'd  it?  then  tho'  I  go   to  jail  for  my 
ewn  rent — (afide)     True,  I  forgot — Ma'am,   this 
was   left  for  you  juft   nowj    'twas  inclos'd  in  a 
paper — thought  at  firfh  'twas  for  myfelf,  fo  broke  it 
open — I  beg  pardon — tho'  there  was  nothing  written 
in  it.  (gives  the  note] 
Louifa.  Ten  pounds !— Who  left  it  ? 
Joll.  I  did  afk,  but  can't  find  who. 
Louifa.  Then  my  circumitances  are  known  !  Is 
there  fuch  benevolence  ?   However,  how  to  appro- 
priate this  doesn't  want  a    confideration.       Pray 
let  me  know  what  I'm  indebted  to  you. 
Joll.  Oh,  Madim. 
.JLorifz.  I  requefl 

Joll.  Well,  Madam,  now  have  I  given  her 
what  I  had  to  pay  my  own  rent ;  'twill  grind  my 
heart  to  apologife  to  Landlord  Allbut — but  I've  fet 
her  heart  at  eafe,  and  that's  good  amends. 

Grig,  (without)  No:  I  want  my  chay  ;  fo  put 
that  hamper  of  wine,  and  the  medecincs  in  the 
little  cart. 

Joll. 
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Jdl.  Madam,  now  you  mould  look  above  this 
Mafter  Grigfby— you  don't  know  him — a  fellow 
taken  from  lifting  with  numb'd  fingers,  wig-weav- 
ing, into  a  doctor's  fervice,  to  bruih  his  coat  and 
frizzle  his  pate,  picking  up  hard  words  from  the 

apothecary's  boys,  marrying  the  houfekceper, - 

throwing  her  purloinings  into  a  brandy  vault  and 
drug-mop  (me  poifon'd  herfelf  in  one  of  them) 
und  now,  by  jargon,  fmiles,  lies,  and  cringes,  has 
glided  into  the  good  graces  of  every  family  in  the 
village — Oh,  he's  not  drefled  in  his  phyficalpomp'. 
When  he  wants  to  ihew  his  conlequence,  pops 
himfelf  into  one  of  the  famous  fine  velvet  and  gold 
iuits  left  him  by  his  old  mafter  the  phyfician. 

Marg.  (wi$flufy  Indeed,  Doctor 

Grig,  (without)  But  I  will  vifit  my  patient. 

JolL  Now,  for  Dr.  Grigfby's  chattering!  'Till 
he's  gone,  we  may  put  our  tongues  in  our  pockets. 
I  wiih  I  cou'd  fhut  my  ears  in  my  tobacco-box. 

M<irg.  (without)  I  tell  you,  Doctor,  Mifs 
Louifa  is  not  in  the  humour  for  jaunting. 

Enter  G  R  i  c  s  B  r  and  MARGERY  wr angling,  and  Boy. 

Grig.  Teach  me  humours,  defluxions,  catarrhs, 
and  cataplafms ! 

Boy.  But,  Sir,  hadn't  you  bed  come  back  to 
(hop  ? 

Grig.  Shop  !  Get  home,  you  dog,  and  mix  up 
that  fluff. 

Boy,  Sir,  I  forgot  what  I  was  to  put  in  it. 

Grig.  A  table  Ipoonful  of  any  four  bottles  behind 
the  counter. 

Boy.  There's  Humphrey  the  wheelwright  flops 
for  you  to  bleed  him. 

Grig, 
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Grjg.  Wheelwright,  firrah j  My  compliments, 
and  I'll  wait  on  his  Lordlhip.  [Exit  Boy]  Hem  ! 
Duke  Humphrey  ! — But  the  ladies  muft  always 
have  the  preference,  (bows  to  Louifa} 

Louifa.  Sir  (curt/eying)  Teazing  man  !  I  wifli 
he'd  go  away  (apart  to  Margery} 

Marg.  Doctor,  the  lady  wiihes  you'd 

Louifa.  Hufh! 

Grig.  My  dear  Madam,  never  deceive  your 
doctor — but  that  is  impoflible. 

Louifa.  For  me  to  think  of  attempting  a  decep- 
tion!— Upon  my  word,  Doctor,  you  have  the 

happieft  mode  of  compliment 

Grig.  Yes,  Ma'am,  the  compliment  I  put  in 
that  mixture  was  two  grains,  or,  as  we  of  the  fa- 
culty write  in  our  Latin  profcriptions,  dux  gra- 
niorum,  fix  fcruples,  or  cater-fcrupolibus  $  and, 
Madam,  I'll  venture  to  affirm,  that  the  whole  mate- 
rial inedicar  does  not  furnifh  a  cure  of  more  effica- 
cious efficacy,  that  is,  when  we  talk  of  a  cafe,  razor- 
cafe — hem  !  I  mean  the  foul-cafe  ;  the  body  being 
the  cafe  of  the  foul,  as  a  bottle  is  of  a  bottle  of 
old  port ;  the  wine  being  the  fpirit ;  and  fo  we 
doctors  wax  the  cork  to  prevent  evaporarion  or 
fomentation;  juft  as  if  a  gentleman,  to  (have  his 
chin,  would  lather  his  occiput ;  that  is,  what  we  of 
the  faculty  call  the  whole  healing  art — fcammony, 
•wild  poppy,  the  fubhmate  of  ftyptic  water,  anthel- 
mintic  wine,  hiera  picra,  and  the  nervous  fyftem. 

Louifa.  Sir,  you've  certainly  a  prodigious  deal 
of /kill;  but -nature  prevents  me  from  opportuni- 
ties of  putting  it  in  practice. 

Grig.  True,  Mifs,  I  have  an  immenfe  deal  of 
practice — So  much  fo,  that  upon  my  foul  and 
honor  I  require  now  a  doctor  for  myfelf,  the  fatigue 
is  intolerable.  Louifa* 
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'Louifa.  Sir,  pray  cxcufe  me,  now  I'm  a  little 
indiipoied,  and  company  is  not  over  agreeable. 

Grrg.  If  indifpofed,  Madam,  what's  better  com- 
pany than  your  doctor  ?  For  in  your  cafe,  as  we  of 
the  faculty  fay,  no  aliment  fo  mucilaginous  as 
Iheep's  head  broth  :  fome  prefer  buttermilk,  and 
it  is  indeed  as  a  lacteal  lachrymoligon  ;  for,  Madam, 
when  the  difeafe  proceeds  from  vifcid  pituitous  fub- 
ftanee  obftruding  the  veffels  of  the  lungs,  we  of 
the  faculty  call  it  a  fpurious  peripneumony  -,  there- 
fore ripe  fruits  roafted,  bak'd,  or  boil'd,  fuch  as 
green-goofe,  young  parfeneps,  extract  of  faturn — 
then  we  throw  in  the  bark,  and  that  is,  my  dear 
Madam,  the — the — nervous  fyftem. 

Marg.  But,  Doctor,  Mifs  Louifa  wants  a  little 
reft. 

Grig.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  that's  very  well — then  I  know 
nothing  of  what  a  lady  wants.  I  fee  (lie  likes  me 

by  her  wifhes  to  turn  me  out.  (afide) But, 

Madam,  to  promote  an  emulfive  dormitory,  or,  as 
Celfus  fays,  a  bit  of  fleep  or  reft,  nothing  equal  to 
a  fimple  gofs  lettice. 

Louifa.  I  thank  you,  Doctor  ;  but  I  don't  need 
foporirics. 

Grig.  Soap !  Dem  this  barber !  how  all  my 
patients  will  be  flapping  fuds  in  my  teeth—but  (he 
muft  be  fome  great  heirefs  here  incog,  from  her 
having  difperfed  ib  much  money  through  the  vil- 
lage, (afde) 

Louifa.  Sir,  I  wifh  you  a  good  morning. 

Grig.  Reft  !  the  nurfe  of  difeafe  !  You  fee,  as  a 
doctor,  I  fpeak  againft  my  own  intereft.  Nothing 
but  exercife  and  open  air  can  brace  and  ftrengthen 
the  animal  functions  when  the  caninus  rabies,  or 
dog-madnefs,  which  we  of  the  faculty  call  vertigo 

VOL.  iv.  c  of 
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of  the  foot,  comes — the — the — and  that  is,  Ma- 
dam, the  nervous  fyftem.  Do  me  the  honor  of 
taking  an  airing  in  my  chaife  j  you  may  truft  to 
my  whip-hand — tteady  as  if  touching  a  vein — I'll 
drive  you 

Jolt.  No :  but  I'll  drive  you  out  of  my  houfc, 
— Do'nt  you  fee  that  you've  already  bother 'd 
the  lady  with  your  nonienfe  ? 

Grig.  I've  what  ?  Oh,  this  is  pretty  !  What's 
that  you  faid  I  did  to  her  ? 

Joll.  Poh  !  Go  along. 

Grig.  Go  along !  Very  well  that !  Do  you 
know,  man,  when  you  talk  to  a  phyfician — Ma- 
dam, my  chaife  is  at  the  door — permit  me  the 
honor  of  whipping  you  round  the  circuitous 
circle  in  the  grand  tour  of  Efher,  Wefton  Green, 
Molefey,  Hampton  Court,  Bufhy  Park,  Teddington 
Common,  and  Ditton  Marfh — the  fight  of  fo  fine 
a  drefs'd  lady  as  you  fitting  by  my  fide— no  other 
barber — hem  !  wine-merchant— phyfician 

Louifa.  Doctor  your  politenefs  comes  particu- 
larly acceptable,  for  I  mould  like  a  little  excur- 
iion,  and  I  aflure  you  my  purfe  now  cannot  afford 
theexpence  of  pofl-chaifes — Well,  Margery,  you'll 
fpeak  to  Mrs.  Allbut  for  me— Come,  Doctor,  now 
for  your  whip-hand. 

Grig.  Afford  !  Expence  !  Any  thing  broke  ? 
{apart  to  Margery} 

Marg.  Ah,  we  are  all  broke!  our  hearts  are  broke! 

Grig.  Eh  !  All  her  fiafh  end  in  fmoke  !  Oh, 
ho!  (afide) 

Louifa.  Doctor,  you  fliall  fet  me  down  at  Mr. 
Allbut's. 

Grig.  Eh  !  Mem !  Your  bill  did  you  fay  ?  We 
never  commit  fuch  trifles  to  book — carry  it  in  my 

head 
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head — For  beft  frontignac— hem  !  raifm  wine 
(afidf)  lavender  water,  low  de  lucy,  and  magnefiar 
holbar — You  are  indebted  to  me  the  fum  of  three 
pounds  three  fhillings  and  three  pence  three  far- 
things. 

Louifa.  But,  Sir,  the  jaunt. 

Grig.  It  rains,  Mem — no  head  to  my  chaife.— • 
Margary,  hav'n't  you,  as  we  of  the  faculty  fay— 
A  miller  fliould  always  have  a  parvifol  to  keep  oft' 
the  rain,  (puts  on  his  hat,  ivk(ftles>  and  walks  about 
cracking  bis  whip) 

Joll.  (flaring)  Eh! 

Grig.  All  good  for  the  nervous  fyftem!  Mem, 
I'm  making  up  fome  money,  and  if  you  can  oblige 
me  by  difcharging  that  trifle— 

Louifa.  Then  better  remain  in  my  landlord's 
debt  than— This  wretch !-- (afide)— there,  Sir,  take 
your  bill  out  of  that — 'gives  the  bank-note  to  Grijby) 

Grig.  Yes,  Mem  :  I'll  bring  you  the  change  in 
the  frizzling  of  a  toopee!  but  I'll  advife  you,  Ma- 
dam, to  exercife.  Miller,  put  up  a  fwing  in  your 
garden  between  two  cherry-trees — fwing,  Mem — 
nothing  but  exercife  and  open  air  can  brace  and 
ftrengthen  the  animal  functions — fwing !  Reft  is 
the  nurfe  of  difeafe — you  fee,  as  a  doctor,  I  fpeak 
againft  my  own  intereft.  In  your  cafe,  Madam, 
nothing  fo  mucilaginous  as  fheep's  head  broth — 
then  we  throw  in  the  bark,  and — from  ten  pounds 
deduct  three  pounds  three  (hillings  and  three  pence 
three  farthings,  and  that  is  what  we  call  the — 
nervous  fyftem—  [Exit. 

Joll.  Carried  off  my  bank-note ! — Hollo,  nervous 
fyftem !  [Runs  off. 

Louifa.  Come  now  with  me  to  Mrs  Allbut's. 

Ma*g.  Ah,  I'm  fure  you'll  not  like  her,  Ma'am. 
A  deuced  temper. 

c  2  Louifa. 
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Loulfa.  I  underftand  that  me  is  haughty  and 
overbearing — that  Mr.  Allbut,  puffed  up  with  the 
pride  of  riches,  is  the  great  defpot  of  the  village ; 
that  all  their  wealth  really  belongs  to  a  poor  widow, 
Mrs  Believue,  that  lives  in  the  cottage  by  the. 
warren  yonder;  but  if  Mrs.  Allbut  is  fo  proud,  I 
muft  only  temporize  into  humility  :  Doctor  Grigf- 
by's  behaviour  has  convinced  me  that  1  fhou'd  ufe 
every  exertion  to  keep  myfelf  above  pecuniary 
obligations.  A  pity  it  is  no,t  fo  1  but,  when  defti- 
tute  of  particular  defence  and  protection,  the  world, 
iliou'd  be  the  guardian  to  a  lone  and  helplefs  wo- 
man, [Exeunt. 


SCENE  II. 

A    Chamber  in    ALLBUI'S    Houfc. 

Enter  WILLOWS  and  MARIA. 

Willo.  There,  the  inflruments  open,  (points  t&t 
a  piano  forte.) 

Maria.  But  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Allbut  may  return, 
and  if  me  finds  me  at  it — 

Willo.  My  dear  child,  if  you  don't  praftife 
you'll  lofe  your  mufic  ;  and  that  will  be  a  pity, 
Maria,  confidering  the  proficiency  you  made  in  it. 

Maria,  Ah,  father  !  my  attempt  now  to  retain 
any  elegant  accomplifhment  is  but  vanity.  What 
might  have  been  receiv'd  with  indulgence  when 
we  were  in  eafy  circumftances,  in  our  prefent 
humble  fituation  at  beft  will  be  overlooked,  or, 
moft  likely,  treated  with  contempt, 

-       Will*. 
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Wlllo.  Why,  indeed,  my  love,  this  reverfe  of 
fortune  comes  with  a  double  fe.veriry,  when  in 
fubjects  us  to  the  infuks  of  this  purfe-  proud, 
mean,  and  illiberal  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ailbut.  Come, 
my  dear,  —  there,  if  your  Lady  fhould  hear  you, 
J  don't  think  me  can  be  offended.  —  I  nmft  to  my 
bufmefs  in  the  compting-houfe.  [Exit. 

Maria.  I  have  little  heart  :  but,  as  my  father 
thinks  it  an  objec>,  I  will  pradtiie.  (Mtriajitt  and 


Enter  Mafer  JACK. 

Mafi.?.  Molly. 

Maria.  Oh,  Mafter  Jack  ! 

Mafl.  J.  Play  on,  I  love  it,  fal,  la!,  lal.  (fmgs 
tut  of  tune] 

Maria.  If  your  mama  Ihou'd  come  in  and  hear 
me  ? 

Mafl.  J.  Never  mind  :  flie'll  think  it's  I.  (Maria 
•plays)  Molly,  do  you  know,  I  wifh  mamma 
wou'dn't  be  writing  her  poetries—  me  troubles  the 
houfe  with  them  fo.  Come,  do  play  to  oblige  me. 
{Maria  plays')  Molly  !  ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  Don't  you 
think  mamma  very  filly,  to  go  and  fst  Papa  too 
at  making  poefies,  and  now  he  begins  to  trouble 
the  houfe  too. 

Maria.  And  all  his  idea  of  poetry  is  making 
a  jingle  of  rhyme,  no  matter  for  meafure,  time, 
place,  or  reafon,  but  if  you  will  hear  me  play, 
liflen  (plays) 

Enter  Mrs.  ALLBUT,  reading. 

Mrs.  A.  My  fervant  maid  at  my  inftrument! 
Majl.  J.  What  a  pretty  hornpipe  ! 
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Maria.  You've  an  excellent  ear  ! 
Maft.  J.  Yes  ;  I've  a  fine  ear  for  hearing. 
Mrs.  A.  And  feeling  !   (pulls  him ,  Maria  rifes) 
Maft.  J.  Now  mamma,  what's  that  for  ? 
Mrs.   A.   Oh  !    enchanting  powers   of  poetry, 

"  Sigh  to  the  filent  dreams  that  foftly  feek  the  leas, 
«4  Mar  the  meek  murmuring  melodies  that  mark  the  marine 
breeze." 

You  vile  jade  ! 

Miijl.  J.  Molly  play  on-- -mamma,  Poll  plays 
better  nor  you,-^-fhe  tickles  it  fo  lightly  with  her 
little  finger  j  but  you  thump  ir  down  with  your  fifts 
as  if  you  were  breaking  bifcuits — then  fhe  fits  fo 
quiet — fit  Molly— and  here,  mamma,  you  go  wag- 
ging your  head  about  like  an  artichoke,  (Jits  down 
and  mimtcks  extravagantly] 

Mrs.  A.  (curtjeys  to  Maria]  Oh,  do  pray,  Mifs  ; 
oblige  us  with  a  fonata  (ironically) 

Majt.  J.  Molly  made  thisfong  heifelf ;  I  know 
ihe  did. 

Mrs.  A.  Writes  poetry !  Here's  a  faucy  minx  ! 
(afide] — What  my  Ariofto  !  Heavens !  if  fhe  hasn't 
been  pulling  my  books  out  of  my  ftudy — Perhaps 
xve've  a  Sappho  in  the  houfe  and  don't  know  it  ! 
I  dare  fay  you  have  the  affurance  to  be  full  of 
tender  fentiment  and  fenfibility. 

Maria.  No,  Ma'am  ; — you  can't  think  I've  any 
Feeling. 

Mrs.  A.  Upon  my  honor  fhe  fancies  herfelf  a 
young  lady ! 

Maft.  y.  Well,  mamma,  all  the  village  calls  her 
Mifs  Maria. 

Mrs.  A.  Mifs !  Ha  !  ha,  ha  !— Oh  !  I  (hall 
faint — the  Maria  ! — Hadn't  you  better  at  once  call 
yourfeif  Laura  Maria?  there's  my  fen  that  will 

have 
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have  a  tolerable  fortune,  he's  call'd  by  every  body 
plain  Jack. 

Maft.  J.  By'r  leave,  mamma,  even  Dr.  Grigfby 
calls  me  Mafter  Jack. 

Maria.  Ma'am,  it's  a  matter  of  indifference  to 
me,  what  I  am  called. 

Mrs.  A.  Very  true  !  "  That  we  call  a  rofe,  by 
any  other  name  wou'd  fmell  as  fweet." 

Maft.  J.  Now,  mamma,  will  you  ha'  done  ? 
you've  made  papa  too  as  bad  as  yourfelf,  and 
there's  no  fpeaking  a  word  before  him  but  he  comes 
out  with  a  rhyme  to't. 

Allb.  (without]  I'm  jufl  in  time  to't.       [Enters* 
Mrs.  A.  Mr.  Alibut,  is  this  a  time   for   your 
folly. 

Alb.  Til  leave  it  to  Polly. 
Mrs.  A.  Oh,  very  well,  Sir ;  but  I  aflure  you 
you  fha'n't  go  to  London  again  in  hafle  without 
me — A  pack  of  your  wits  and  geniufies  cou'dn't 

take  you  to  one  of  their  clubs 

Allb.  The  Namby-pamby  club. 
Mrs.   A.  And  only  one  night — but  you  bring 
home  fuch  a  parcel  of  fluff,  and  wherret  every 
body  with  your  rhymes  and  your  rubbiih  ! 

Allb.  Yes !  but  when  my  head  is  {luck  up  in 
poet's  corner,  there  will  be  rubbifh  ! 

Mrs.  A.  Mr.  Alibut,  you're  a  brewer;  mind 
your  malt  and  your  hops. 

Allb.  Oh  !  you  unreafonable  woman  !  when  it 
was  you  that  fet  me  on,  and  made  me  even  lay 
out  fix  fhillings  at  the  flail  at  the  corner  of  Chan- 
cery-lane, for  Byfhe's  Art  of  Poetry,  only  to  get 
myfelf  ready  at  verfifications. 

Mrs.  A.  Yes!  but, Mr. Alibut,  I  having  traveli'd 
all  over  Italy  in  the  firfl  circles  of  faftiton,  had 

hopes 
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hopes  you  might  turn  out  a  poet  of  nature — to  run 
extempore  with  a  firing;  of  beautiful  verfes  on  every 
occafion,  as  it  may  offer,  like  the  charming  Italian 
Improvifatore. 

Allb.  Well,  I'm  the  great  Englifh  Improvifitory. 

Mrs.  A.  I  have  heatd  the  harmonious  Metaftafio> 
the  Paftor  Fido,  the  Goldoni — 

Allb.  On  his  poney. 

Mrs.  A.  I  proteft  to  heaven,  if  you  dont — 

Allb.  My  love,  your  pafiion  fpoils  your  pretty 
vifage,  it's  my  good  humour  that  keeps  the  fkin 
of  my  face  tight  and  fmooth,  free  from  crows  feet 
and  parenthefis. 

Mrs.  A.  A  pretty  thing!  I  can't  go  take  an 
airing  in  my  chariot  to  inhale  the  balmy  odours 
of  the  rofeate  fpring,  but  my  maid  fteps  (lately 
into  my  drawing-room,  and  with  her  delicate  paws, 
rattles  my  inftrument  out  of  tune.  This  huffey 
accounts  for  your  negligence — letting  me  go  to 
the  play  t'other  night  without  a  pocket  hand- 
kerchief, and  when  all  the  boxes  were  in  tears 
for  the  forrows  of  Monimia,  I  was  obliged  to  wipe 
my  fympathizing  moiftened  cheek. 

Allb.  Cheek  !  Ay  !  that  was  (o  rofy-colour'd  that 
night — huffey,  your  lady  was  fain  to  twitch  the 
tears  from  off  it  with  her  white  kid-gloves,  fo  that 
the  finger  and  thumb  look'd  as  if  Ihe  had  been 
taking  brazil  fnuff — that  cou'dn't  fave  fome  drops 
foiling  on  your  neck  hankerchief ;  what  with  that 
and  your  grievous  face,  my  love,  the  titter  went 
round.  One  Lord  with  a  blue  ribbon  whifpered, 
"  Ton  my  foul !  that  lady  fitting  next  to  the  pretty 
well-behaved  little  Gentleman,  is  Maudlin  Muz- 
zy." (Jack  laughs) 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  A.  (enraged)  Retire  !  (Maria  curt  fey  s  and 
exit) 

Majl.  J.  Mamma,  Molly  makes  a  better  curtfey 
than  you— you  do  it  with  a  bob  and  a  duck  and 
ihake  yourfelf  about  fo.  (mimicks) 

Mrs.  A  Ton  my  word,  Mafter  Jack,  this  is 
moft  unpretty  behaviour,  Molly  !  Hey !  (calls  off) 

Allb.  Rare  times  when  the  hen  crows,  and 
the  little  cock  is  head  of  the  flock  1  Willows ! 
eh,  eh! 

Re-Enter  MAJUA  and  WILLOWS. 

Mrs.  A.  Did  you  rub  the  chairs  in  my  chamber  ? 
(to  Maria) 

Willo.  My  poor  child  |   (ajide} 

Allb.  Rub  chairs  !  my  dear,  that's  biifinefs  for 
the  houfe-maid — you  Ihould  recollect  that  Polly 
was  well  brought  up — Did  you  carry  that  corn  to 
the  mill  ?  (to  Willows) 

Mrs.  A.  Carry  corn !  nay,  Mr.  Allbut,  are 
there  not  men  enough  about  the  houfe  ? — You 
fhould  not  forget  that  Mr.  Willows  has  feen  bet- 
ter days  ;  tho'  now  he  totally  depends  upon  Pur 
humanity. 

IV'dlo.  Why,  Sir,  as  Madam  obferves,  one  of 
the  men  in  the  brewery  might  as  well  do  this ;  I 
have  fufficient  ufe  for  my  time  over  your  books. 

[Exit. 

Maria.  Befides,  Sir,  confider  my  father's  years 
— indeed  he  has'nt  ftrength  ! 

Mjft.  J.  Molly,  rattle  up  the  piano— 'cwijl  majce 
us  all  merry. 

VOL.  iv.  D  Mrs 
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Mrs.  A.  No,  MiCs;  you  flia'n't  (how  off  your 
graces  to  entrap  the  affections  of  my  child. 

Maria.  I  can  bear  all  this  :  but  to  witnefs  the 
injurious  treatment  my  father  receives,  wounds  me 
to  the  foul.  [Exit. 

Majl.  J.  I'll  go  after,  and  kifs  Molly's  tears 
away,  afide,  and  going} 

Mrs.  A*  Now,  where  are  you  going,  Matter 
Jack? 

Maft  J.  Going  to  read  a  fine  foft  fympithy 
bcok,  Mamma— he!  he  1  he!  Yes,  I'll  kifs  Molly. 
(ajide)  [Exit. 

Mrs.  A.  Isn't  that -Mrs,  Belle vue  under  my 

roof!  ^looking  out': 

Allb.  "Tis  widow  Bellevue — but,  love,  our  roof 
would  ftill  be  her 's,  but  for  my  prudent  dexterity 
in  tricking  her  out  of  it.  While  her  huiband, 
my  old  mafler,  lived,  he  was  (harp  over  me  :  but, 
nofoonerthe  hatchment  clapt  upon  the  wall,  than 
all  her  ancient  noble  blood  flulhed  in  her  face  at 
the  light  of  fhe  blue  dragons,  and  the  three  white 
azure  rampant  fiihing-hooks. 

Mrs.  A.  That  Maria !  tho'  we  pay  handfomely 
for  poor's  rates  to  bring  the  paupers  out  of  the 
roads  and  hovels  upon  us. 

Allb.  Ay  !  Mrs.  Bellevue's  a  poor  pauper  in  the 
hovel  now,  yet  Ihe  was  once  too  grand  to  have  her 
great  name  pofted  in  ledgers — no,  Ihe  mud  have 
the  bufinefs  carried  on  under  my  firm,  fo  rather 
than  hurt  her  dignity,  my  little  bit  of  an  infigni- 
ficant  name  fneak'd  into  the  leafe,  glided  imo 
the  confols,  dole  into  the  Eaft  India  flock,  and  my 
little  bit  of  a  felf  popp'd  into  her  houfe  and  land 
— like  the  New  Church  in  the  Strand. 

'Mrs. 
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Mrs.  A.  Yes,  it's  certainly  Maria  encourages  her 
to  come  here ;  I  dare  fay  I'm  cut  up  finely. 
(liftens)  Come  into  the  parlour  !  impudence ! 
(going') 

Allb,  Now  for  a  neat  rhyme  !  (afide  and  holding 
ker)  Gone  into  the  parlour,  impudence — juft  like 
a — a — (':eems  puzzled  for  a  rhyme,  and  not  hitting 
on  one,  holds  down  his  head*  puts  his  hands  in  his 
coat-pockets  and  runs  off—Mrs,  Allbut  enraged 
follows. 


END  OF    THE   FIRST   ACT. 
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ACT    IL 


SCENE  L 

Another  Room  In  ALLBUT'S  Houfe. 

Enter  MARIA  and  Mrs.  BELLEVUE,  with  a  Book. 

MARIA. 

INDEED  rm  gua  to  fee  you. 

Mrs.  Bell.  Once  I  cou'd  be  happy  to  bid  you 
welcome  here. 

Maria.  Aye !  Mrs.  Bellevue,  this  houfe  when 
your's,  was  the  feat  of  politenefs  and  hofpitality 
— hasn't  Sir  Henry  lince  fent  to  you  ? 

Mrs.  Bell.  No,  my  Love,  he's  no  more  a 
brother.  His  late  acquifition  of  a  baronet's  title, 
has  rais'd  him  fo  much  above  me,  that  I'm  now 
neglected  by  him — every  fpark  of  fraternal  affec- 
tion j  even  compaffion  for  my  fuflerings  has  been 
long  extinguimed  ! 

Maria.  Oh,  Madam,  I'm  out  of  all  patience 
with  him — his  family  pride,  fo  provokingly  un- 
reafonable-— to  take  fuch  a  vafl  alarm  at  your 
marrying  a  tradefman,  when  he  hirnfelf,  tho'  a 
baronet,  is  full  in  bufinefs— your  huiband  was  a 
brewer— your  proud  brother  is  a  banker — and 
where  the  end  is  money,  I  can't  fee  any  great  dif- 
ference in  the  means  ufed  to  acquire  it. 

Mn. 
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Mrs.  Bell.  Candour  fliou'd  in  feme  meafure 
incline  me  to  excufe  my  brother,  when  I  reflect 
that  my  prefent  deftitute  lltuation  is  partly  the 
confequence  of  that  very  family  pride  ;  which  in 
his  conduct  to  me  wears  the  appearance  of  cruelty 
•—of  inhumanity ! 

Maria.  Aye,  Madam,  on  the  fudden  death  of 
your  worthy  hufband,  what  a  pity  that  you  cou'dn't 
have  fupprefs'd  your  own  ideas  of  rank  and 
birth  ;  but  tho'  you  were  above  all  concern  for 
the  bufinefs,  how  unlucky  your  trufting  it  into 
the  hands  of  this  defigning  fool---this  knavilh  Mr. 
Allbut  f 

Mrs.  Bell.  He  abus'd  my  confidence — I  plac'd 
him  in  a  truft— and  then  inftead  of  clearing,  to 
puzzle  and  perplex  my  affairs ! 

Maria.  His  purpofe  was  to  get  all  into  his  own 
power ! 

Mrs.  Bell.  He  has  done  it— poffefs'd  himfelf  of 
my  fortune,  here— even  of  my  houfe— and  drove 
me  from  it. 

Maria.  To  fee  the  vulgar  Mrs.  Allbut — the  great 
lady  of  the  village — rattling  by  your  cottage-door 
in  her  chariot. — (Mrs.  Btllevue  weeps]  But  I'm 
wrong  to  revive  in  your  mind  pad  diftrefles. 

Mrs.  Bell.  My  kind  Maria  !  had  I  then  fuch  an 
early  friend !  but  thofe  whom  misfortune  has  doom'd 
to  participate  in  friendfhip,  only  by  receiving,  may 
feem  intercfted  for  a  grateful  mention  of  its  facrcd 
blefllng.  1  am  poor — you  have  been  good  to  me  — 
if  I  thank  you,  you  will  do  juftice  to  my  inten- 
tion  

Maria.  Don't  grieve,  Madam. 

Mrs,  Bell.  I  didn't  know  the  worth  of  your 
mind  when  my  fon  fet  the  juft  value  upon  your 

perfba 
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perfon  and  accomplifhments — He  could  difcern 
genuine  merit,  J  was  dazzled  with  the  blaze  of 
tranfitory  riches ;  and  when  I  fhould  have  blefs'd 
him  with  a  real  treafure,  I  wrong'd  both  him  and 
you  i— -Forbad  your  union  ;  and  to  prevent  it  for 
ever,  fent  my  child  over  feas  far— far  from  me  ! 
Perhaps  now  a  wand'ring  fugitive.  Oh  !  I  have 
been  wicked,  cruel,  unnatural  !  I'm  punifh'd,  but 
not  enough  ! — I  mould  be  refign'd— I  am. 

Maria.  Dear  Madam,  all  will  be  better— No 
news  yet  of  your  William  ? 

Mrs.  Bell.  No,  my  dear ;  and  fince  the  un- 
happy change  of  affairs,  I  fcarce  wilh  for  my  fon's 
return — I  have  now  no  home  to  receive  him-— no 
imile  of  welcome — my  blefling  and  my  tears  are  all 
I've  left  to  give  him.  N 

Maria.  As  my  brother  Charles  was  led  to  go 
abroad  merely  with  the  hopes  of  finding  your 
William,  they  may  have  met ;  the  two  boys  were 
here  exemplary  in  their  friend  (hip — -they  may,  they 
will  afford  mutual  affiftance  mould  either  want  it. 

Mrs.  Bell.  There  too,  from  my  unworthy  con- 
duct, you  and  your  father  are  new  deprived  of 
comfort  and  protection  from  a  brother  and  a  fon. 
Were  Charles  here,  the  Allbuts  dare  not  treat  you 
*s  thev  do.  But  I've  heard  nothing  of  William 
fince  his  quitting  the  captain  that  I  lent  him  with, 
and  proceeding  to  the  Eaft-Indies. 

Maria.  My  father  and  I  remain  in  the  fame  un- 
certainty as  to  Charles — You'll  ftay  and  take  fome 
refrefhment. 

Mrs.  Bell.  Excufe  me,  my  dear — I'll  not  be 
the  caufe  of  drawing  Mrs.  Allbut's  difpleafurc 
upon  you. 

Maria.  She  never  wants  a  caufe  for  that.     Step 

into 
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into  my  room — I've  received  a  trifling  present  from 
fome  friends  in  town — I  muft  beg  your  acceptance 
of  a  part  of  it. 

Mrs.  Bell.  You've  too  much  concern  for  me — I 
gave  you  evil,  and  you  return  every  good. 

Maria.  My  dear  Ma'am  be  cheerful.  (Takes  her 
land)  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  II. 

A  Green.     Scattered  Cottages  round  it. 
Enter  CHARLES  in  a  Sailor's  Drefs. 

Charles.  Kow  every  well-known  object  delights. 
*—  Captain  Vanfluifen ! 

Enter  CAPT.  VANSLUISEN. 

Capt.  Van.  Eh !  Yaw  it  is,  my  owner,  Mynheer 
Willows ! 

Cha.  I  find  you  receiv'd  my  letter. 

Capt.  Van.  Yaw,  Mynheer;  and  I'm  com'd  at 
de  very  day  it  bid  me  meet  you  here.  My  fhip 
have  brought  your  riches  from  Batavia,  fafe  to 
Amfterdam,  and  now  fafe  to  London. 

Cha.  Pleaiure  indeed  !  I  acquired  them  by  la- 
bour, difficulty,  and  danger— had  a  hard  ftrugglc 
for  my  life  too,  fince,  Captain— you  know  impa- 
tience to  re-vifit  England,  would  not  fufTcr  me  to 
wait  for  your  failing • 

Capt.  Van.  I  did  hear  de  littal  fhip  you  embark 
in  was  caft  away. 

Cha-  Wreck'd  here  on  the  coaft---dead  of  night 
— -had  juft  time  to  throw  on  any  jacket  that  came 

to 
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to  hand— I  got  on  fliore  with  only  life— no  cam--- 
knew  nobody-— difpatch'd  that  letter  to  you,  took 
a  fhort  flick  in  my  hand,  pufh'd  off'  on  foot,  and 
with  a  hale  conflitution  and  jovial  heart,  here  am 
I  returned  to  my  dear  native  village,  worth  two 
hundred  thoufand  pounds,  which  ten  years  ago  I 
quitted,  not  mailer  of  a  guinea. 

Capt.  Van.  I  did  loft  all  your  riches  at  fea,  but 
I  did  found  dem  again— Ve  did  not  know  of  dc 
war  between  France,  Holland,  and  England,  fa 
we  left  de  Indies  vid  out  a  convoy,  and  we  were 
taken  by  a  French  privateer. 

Cba.  Indeed,  Sir,  well! 

Capt.  Fan.  Dey  did  board— clapp'd  us  all  under 
hatches— but  van  of  my  crew,  a  brave  young 
Englifhman,  in  de  mid  vatch,  crept  out  of  a  pore 
up  the  fides  of  the  fhip,  match  up  a  hanger,  over- 
power de  French  centinal,  releas'd  us,,  and  ve  did 
retook  our  veflfel. 

Cba.  What,  one  man • 

Capt.  Van.  De  capitain  of  de  enemy  was  an  Irifh- 
man — fought  like  de  dyvil---in  defpair  to  fee  his 
prize  gone,  darted  on  the  Englifh  boy— clafp'd 
him  in  his  arm,  and  jump'd  overboard  down  in 
de  vater— a  heavy  fea-— cou'dn't  flack  fail--  faw 
dem  no  more ! 

Cba.  My  fortune  preferved  by  the  lofs  of  a  brave 
fellow  lefiens  the  enjoyment !  My  heart  throbs 
once  more  to  behold  my  father ;  (looking  out]  isn't 
this  Grifby  the  barber,  drefs'd  very  odd  for  a  fri- 
feur  !  A  worthy  fellow  he  is-— How  glad  am  I  to 
come  home.  Ah,  no  place  like  old  England,  not 
a  honle  that  won't  fling  open  its  doors  to  me  j  not 
a  table  without  a  plate,  or  a  parlour  without  a  nail 
for  my  hat !  Bells  will  ring  !  bonefires  blaze,  I 
warrant !  (they  retire)  Enter 
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Enter  GRIGSEY  and  VILLAGERS. 

Gr-ij.  Don't  interrupt  me — I'm  confidering  a 
'cafe. 

ift  Vlll.  Now  the  Do&or's  head  isfplitting  with 
judgment,  (afide) 

Grig  I  muft  ingratiate  myfelf  with  Mrs.  Allbut 
— without  her  countenance  I  may  (hut  up  fliop, 
and  cork  tip  my  wine-vaults.  I  take  fifty  pounds 
a  year  of  her  money  for  only  talking  at  her 
tea-table  on  Italians,  Delia  Crufcas,  and  the  ner- 
vous fyftem. 

2d  Vill.  But,  Doftor,  my  brother  Tom  be  main 
bad 

Grig.  Oh  !  what  you've  a  bad  brother. 

2d  Vlll.  Sick. 

Grig.  You're  all  impertinent.  A  fine  thing  if 
I'm  to  have  ftudied  the  material  medicar,  South- 
ampton-port, alder-floe-juice,  and  marrow-poma- 
tum of  Pharmacopolia,  Britifn  coniac,  turnip-cyder 
of  Tooly-ftreet,  malaga  furgery,  tawny  bottle- 
crufts,  elTence  of  Burganny,  curling- iron  and  apo- 
thecaryfhips,  to  throw  away  my  time  and  fkUl  upon 
all  the  ragga  muffins  o'  the  place  ;  but  this  is  the 
curie  of  a  man's  getting  into  reputation. 

2d  VilL  Ay,  Dodor,  'caule  you  roots  out  a 
difeafe. 

Grig.  So  I  do.  I'm  for  none  of  your  worthlefs 
radical  cures. 

Cba.  What,  has  Grigfby  the  barber  turn'd  doc- 
tor and  apothecary  ?  (ajide} 

i ft  Vill.  Coufin Ralph  begot  fick again,  Doctor. 

Grig.  Oh,  his  malady  was — I  perfectly  remem- 
ber his  cafe  ;  he  was  ill  of  a — a — Camera  Obicura. 
How  did  you  treat  him  ? 

VOL.  iv,  E  ift 
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i  ft  rill.  Blefs  you  !  I  can't  afford  to  treat  peo- 
ple. When  I  he's  in  company,  every  man  pays  his 
own  (hot. 

3d  Fill.  Doctor,  my  fon  George  that  lifted  for 
a  foger — I  got  un  off,  but  he's  now  at  huome  Tick 
'on  my  hands. 

Grig.  As  we  of  the  faculty  fay,  much  depends  on 
diet.     What's  his  regimen  ? 
3df?//.  The  old  Buffs, 
Grig.  The  devil !  I  mean  what  does  he  eat ! 

3d  Fill.  He's  fond  of  eggs  for  fupper 

Grig.  Stop.    What  does  he  do  with  the  ihells  ? 
3d  Fill.  The  (hells— let's  fee,  (paujing)  1  think 
he  throws  'em  behind  the  fire. 

Grig.    There  'tis !     How  the  devil  can  a  man 
expect  health  that  throws  his  egg  (hells  behind  the 
fire  ?     Here,    (writes  with  his  pencil  on  a  Jlip  of 
paper]  he's  a  little  deafim,  is  he  not  ? 
3d  Fill.  Yes,  with  all  the  drumming — 
Grig.  Then  we  muft  twidle  up  his  optic  nerve; 
(writes)  fcrupolorum  Glaubers,  vermifuge,  (quills, 
ay — As   he's  your  fon,    you  muft  give  him  fal. 
prunell,    fal.  polychreft,    fal.    almonic,    and  fal. 
volatile. 

3  Fit.  Yes :  but  the  dog  will  be  always  running 
after  Sal.  Johnfon. 

Grig.  My  boy  will  mix  that  up  for  you.  (giving 
•the  paper}  You'll  pay  him  half  a  crown.  Confule 
it  in  a  bafon  of  water — in  that  let  him  throw  his 
egg-mells,  and  after  making  the  bottle,  fling  bowl 
and  all  out  at — mind — the  ftreet  window — that 
may  get  me  another  patient,  (afide)  firft  confult- 
ing  the  thermometer.  Begone !  I'll  give  no  more 
advice  this  morning. 

i ft  Fill.   Ay,  Doctor,  times  are   turn'd— -You 

don't 
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don't  mind  poor  folks  now  you've  got  a  broken - 
knee'd  mare,  and  a  new  old  whifkey.  [Exit. 

Grig.  Broken-knee'd  mare — old  whifkey — ah, 
no  chance  of  being  look'd  on  till  I  itep  into  my 
chariot. 

Enter  a  SERV  a. NT  in  Livery. 

Serv.  Sir,  my  matter — 

Grig,  (finding  and  cringing)  What  is  your  matter 
taken  ill  ?  Dear  Gentleman  !  I'll  run  to  him, — 
(afide}  He  pays  me  thirty  pounds  a  year,  and  won't 
venture  out  in  a  morning  till  I  come  and  tell  him 
which  way  the  wind  lies,  (going  bajtily) 

Serv.  No,  Sir ;  but  he  defires  you'll  fend  him 
in  a  dozen  of  your  beft  old  port. 

Grig.  Ha  !— What  my  black  ftrap  ? 

Cba.  A  wine- merchant  too  ! 

Grig.  Very  well.  (Exit  ferv ant)  When  he  drinks 
from  my  cellar  he'll  foon  want  ibmething  out  of 
my  (hop.  My  red  feal  bottles,  always  bring  one 
with  a  long  cravat  round  his  neck. 

Cha.  Now,  Captain,  you'll  fee  how  glad  he'll 
be  to  find  I'm  return'd.  My  father  was  a  good 
friend  to  him  ;  and  now  for  a  fpecimen  of  gratitude 
and  early  faithful  attachment.  4^  honeit  Grilby 
—your  hand,  my  old  lad. 

Grig.  Rather  free,  (drawing  back) 

Cba.  Stop  ! 

Grig.  Stop  !—  any  bufinefs  with  me,  matter? 
(looks  Jlrange) 

Cba.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !—  Don't  you  remember  Char- 
ley Willows? 

Gng.  What,  is  it  you  ?  Come  home  in  rags-r- 
this  is  the  fuis  made  about  him  by  his  family  !  I 
faid  how  -twou'd  be,  (afide—furveying  Charlss 

E    2 
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with  contempt}  hem-—  (going}  Whole  chariot  ? 
(looking  out)  Oh  !  Sir  ?  your  moft  profound  hum- 
ble fervant,  (bows  off  obfequioujly  .  Smart  gig  that  ? 
How  d'ye  do,  Ma'am,  \bows  off  familiarly)  A 
good  flout  gelding  !— hows  goes  it  Mr.  •  • 
{no its  off  flight ly  * 

Cba.  Well,  Grigfby  !  You've  done  this  develifii 
well.  I  was  going  to  your  (hop  for  you  to  throw  a 
little  powder  into  my  hair. 

Grig.  Scrubs  come  to  my  houfe  for  powdeu, 
have  you  taken  out  the  licence,  my  lad  ? 

Cka.  How  !   (with  furprife  and  indignation) 

Grig.  (ajulet  not  regarding  blmj  This  fellow's 
filler  Maria  thp',  is  pretty— but  then,  that  Mils 
Louifa-  -a  report  that  {he's  daughter*  or  fomewhat 
to  a  lord— Wasn't  it  ?--  an  odd  my  fiery  that—- 
hiding at  Jollyboy's—poor  tho',  and  tisn't  what 
were  you,  but  what  are  you. 

Cba.  Hark'ee,  Grigfby  !— 

Grig,  (failing  placid  and  contemptuous,  takes 
fnuff)  Madam  Allbut  is  my  firft  object  and  attention 
---eh,  isn't  that  Squire  Hedgeworth  and  young 
Briers  going  out  (hooting  ?  A  prefent  of  fome game 
for  Mrs.  Allbut  might  do  me  no  harm— one  fliou'd 
never  make  prefehts  but  to  them  that  can  afford  to 
buy— How  lumionable  they're  equip'd  for  the  fport  \ 
I  muft  kick  up  a  rummago  in  my  old  mailer's  ward- 
robe—fee if  it  can't  afford  me  a  fmart  (booting 
jacket  5  every  gentleman  in  the  country  mould 
fhoot-  -hey,  my  glove,  (fearches)  A  phylician  to 
feel  pulfes  fliou'd  *  have  his  hand  warm,  foft,  and 
white— my  hand  (di [plays  it)  'till' J  can  fport  the 
chariot,  I  fhou'd  get  a  muff— a  ring— -my  fwcet  old 
patient  found  dead  with  a  brace  ot  guineas  clench'd 
in  his  fill— ready  fee  for  the  doctor-  -the  punctual 

l.oneft 
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honeft  foul  '.--the  old  nurfe and  1  divided  I  fbcu'd- 
irr  have  given  her  half— the  two  wou'd  have  com- 
pjir,  d  a  (mart  ring,  ha  !  [Exit. 

Capt.  Van,  He's  gone  to  fet  de  "  plate  for  you, 
and  knock  up  de  peg  for  your  hat." 

Cba.  This  a  iample  of  ray  welcome  ! 

Capt.  Van.  I  tink  I  hear  "  de  bells  ringing"— 
I  long  for  "  de  bonfire." 

Cha.  I  wifh  the  village  was  on  fire- -but  hold, 
there  may  be  only  one  Grigfby  in  it.  Yes,  'twas 
certainly  my  forlorn  appearance  !  the  rafcal  thinks 
I'm  come  home  poor. 

Capt.  Van.  If  you  had,  Mynheer  Viliovvs,  you 
fee  your  welcome ! 

Cha.  Aye ;  but  unjuft  to  draw  a  conclufion  from 
the  behaviour  or  this  low-born  murdering  moun- 
tebank, (ajkot  heard  at  fome  dijlance) 

Bri.  (without)  You've  certainly  wing'd  her. 

Cha.  (looking  out')  Oh,  now  you'll  fee  a  different 
affair.  Here  are  a  couple  of  gentlemen,  my  for- 
mer fchool-fellows,  except  Willy  Bellevue,  whom 
to  follow  abroad  I  firft  left  my  home,  they  were 
my  mofl  particular  and  intimate  companions! 

Enter  BRIERS  and  HEDGEWORTH,  with  fowling 
pieces. 

liedg.  I  think  it  fe1!  in  the  marfh. 

Bri.  No  getting  it  without  wetting  one's  felf, 
and  I've  no  great  'wilh  for  Dr.  Grifby's  fluff — hey, 
Nero  !  (wkijlles)  if  I  don't  moot  that  dog  !  badly 
made,  good  for  nothing,  (perceiving  Charles)  Oh, 
here,  you  fir,  leap  the  hedge  and  bring  me  tlu: 

bird — it  fell  yonder Damn  the  fellow,  how  he 

Hares !  Oh,  he  mult  be  paid  beforehand — there 
— -  (JlingS  halfpence  on  the  ground)  Now,  hey  over' 

C  . 
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Cl;a.  (with  joy  and  cordiality)  My  dear  Bob 
Hedgeworth,  Dick  Briars  !  here  I  am  come  home 
to  you  again  (they  look  at  each  other  >  then  at  Charles 
with  ftrangenefs). 

Capt.  Van.  De  gentlemen  feem  to  have  forgotten 
you. 

Cha.  Aye,  I  am  funburn'd  and  weatherbeaten 
— but,  my  boys,  don't  you  remember  Charley 
Willows  ? 

Hedg.  {to  Briers— charging  his  gun}  Do  you 
recoiled— I  fhall  be  out  of"  powder. 

En.  Oh,  yes,  very  well-— It's  the— -the-— WiU 
lows— aye,  brother  to  the  pretty  girl  there  below, 
at— Allbut,  the  brewers—My  lad,  if  you  don't 
take  care  you'll  be  prefs'd. 

Hedge.  Dick,  you  fhou'd  give  the  poor  devil 
fomethmg — I  remember  his  filter  was  always  your 
partner  at  the  affembly  at  Guildford. 

Bri.  Nonfenfe  ! 

Cha.  Well,  but  lads— what  news— I  hav'n't 
feen  my  father  yet. 

Bri.  Free  and  eafy— any  thing  of  a  former  ac- 
quaimance  got  down  out  of  one's  line— -a  curled 
boar— no  fhaking  off. 

Enter  GRIGSBY  in  a  floating  drefs  (accoutred.) 

Grig.  Gentlemen,  your  mod  obedient 

Bri.  Oh,  here's  the  doctor  too. 

Grig,  (charging.)     I've  forgot  wadding my 

head  !  'pon  my  foul,  gentlemen,  I  was  going  to 
charge  with  a  bank  note — Doctor  Boerhaave's  pro- 
fcription— cou'dn't  read  it— -but  no  matter— the 
mixture  is  gone  home,  and  the  patient  will  foon 
follow  it  (afide}' 

Enter 
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Enter  MARGERY  and  LOUISA,  behind. 

Marg,  Ma'am,  this  is  the  fliorteft  way  to  our 
mill. 

Louifa.  Aye,  my  good  Margery,  your  cha- 
racter of  Mrs.  Allbut  has  fo  fnghten'd  me,  that  I 
believe  I  mufl  fojourn  with  you  a,  little  longer; 
how  fhall  we  get  by  thefe  gentlemen  ?  I  wifh  they 
wou'd-n't  Ihoot  till  we  are  paft. 

Grig,  {to  Louifa}  Oh,  Ma'am,  want  your 
change— 'hav'n't  To  much  in  the  till — fend  you  in  a 
choice  cheft  of  florence.  (70  Briers  and  Hedgeworth, 
failing)  Gentlemen  will  you  permit  me  to  make  one 
in  your  very  falubrious  amufement  ?— I  promised 
fome  game  to  a  lady— I'm  an  excellent  foot- 
mark, (prefents) 

Marg.  Scop,  Ma'am  !  Deuce  o'that  doctor  ? 

Bri.  Zounds,  doctor- -that's  a  cow  ! 

Grig.  That  a  cow!  I  know  it,  my  dear  Sir; 
but  don't  you  fee  the  little  bird  perched  on  the  top 
of  her  horn. 

Marg.  I  requeft,  gentlemen,  you  'will  let  us 
pafs  before  you  fhoot. 

Sri.  Eh,  who's  this  ;    oh  \  the  woman  at  the 
,  mill  there. 

Hfdg.  Who  is  that  with  her? 
Grig.  My  game  has  hopp'd  the  twig---it's  wife 
---for,  gentlemen,  reft  is  the  nurfe  of  difeafe, 
You  fee  as  a  doclor,  I  fpeak  again  (I  my  own 
intereft ;  nothing  but  exercife  and  open  air  cau 
brace  and  ftrengthen  the  animal  functions,  and 
when  the  caninus  rabies,  which  we  of  the  fa- 
culty, call  vertigo  in  the  foot,  comes ;  reft  brings 
a  polyphus  in  the  lungs,  fymptomatic  of  the 
cpigaflic  region  ;  and  then  nothing  better  than 
fudorific  antimony,  parfimony,  and  ready  money, 

dif:nem- 
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difmembering  the  whole  animal  osconomv  with 

the  fyrrup  of  wild  pop {Briers fr^  clef.'  at  his 

ear— he  runs  off) 

Louifa.  Ah  I   (Jhrieking.) 

Cla.  Frighten  a  lady  !  (fnatckes  the  piece  from 
Briers,  and  throws  it  over  the  hedge)  "  Hey  over  !'* 

Briers.  Dem  me,  what  do  you  mean  by  that  ? 

Cha.  Oh,  I'll  tell  you,  Sir.  (Briers  takes  Hedge- 
•worth  under  the  arm,  they  bothfmg  and  walk  off) 

Louifa.  Thofe  are  our  young  men  of  falhion, 
devoid  of  politenefs  or  humanity  '.---and  this  fpi- 
rited  young  man-- You're  a  gallant  fellow  !  Thole 
brutal  wretches  !  Oh,  what  miftakes  Fortune 
does  make  in  the  difiribution  of  her  gifts,  (afide) 
\_Rxeunt  Louifa  and  Margery. 

Cha.  A  lovely  creature !  But  why  did  I  not 
fpeak  to  her  ?  Thofe  puppies  rafcally  conduct  has 
iiupifud  me  !---a  Charming  girl !— The  fcoun- 
drcls  !  (paiffes  and  looks  confufed) 

Capt.  Van.  And  rhefe  fcoundrels  were  your  inti- 
mate companions?  Why,  Mynheer  Villows  you 
did  keep  good  company  ! 

Cha.  This  my  reception---the  joys  I  promifed 
myjfelf  1  They  certainly  imagine  I'm  come  home 
pennylefs ;  it  is  plain,  if  I  had,  how  it  wou'd  be. 

Capt.  Van.  Ah,  Mynheer  Villows,  dis  is  your 
home  !---Ah,  ha  !  a  man  may  love  his  own  country 
vidout  crowing  over  dat  of  another. 

Cha.  Why  true,  Captain.  It  is  not  this  or  that 
fpot  that  (lamps  the  character;  Nature  will  not 
change  for  climate,  cuftoms,  or  complexion  :  the 
villain,  black  or  white,  is  of  one  nation,  and  the 
benevolent  are  fellow  countrymen,  though  born  at 
the  extremities  of  the  globe — Yes,  Briers  and 
Hedgeworth's  fcorn,  was  all  to  my  feeming  po- 
verty !  Capt. 
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'Capt.  Van.  Suppofe  den  you  feem  to  be  poor, 
bnly  to  prove  xvhich  of  your  friends  deferve  to  be 
better'd  by  your  riches. 

Cba.  Thank  ye,  I  will.  A  moft  excellent 
thought !-— my  drefs  too  fo  lucky---Oh,  but  Cap- 
tain, my  property  is  configned  to  the  banking- 
houfeof  Sir  Henry  Check. 

Capt.  Van.  Yaw. 

Cba.  Then,  mafter  t>f  a  princely  fortune,  I'll 
fally  through  the  village  in  my  old  trowfers — Is 
that  a  good  fhipwreck'd,  rueful  face  ?  (looks  de- 
Come  Captain*  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  III. 

Before  ALLBUT'S  Houfe. 
Enter  GRIOSBY. 

Gng.  Can't  kill  a- bird.  Juft  as  I  cover  mark, 
and  touch  trigger,  I  always  {hut  the  wrong  eye — 
How  to  pay  court  to  Mrs.  Allbut 

Enter  a  Soldier,  with  a  Mufauet  and  Wallet. 

Sol.  What  a  fool  was  I  to  come  this  way,  juft 
under  Mr.  Allbut's  houfe,  and  he's  a  juftice  of 
peace  !  (Sees  Grigfty,  endeavours  to  hide  the  wallet, 
and  fneak  by) 

Grig.  That  fellow's  been  poaching :  fince  I 
cannot  bring  down  game  with  lead,  I'll  try  filver. 
Ho,  you  infernal  dog !  I  know  you're  a  poacher, 
deftroying  the  noblemen's  game,  you  vile  thief ! 
Give  up  what  you've  got! 

VOL.  iv.  F  Sol. 
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Sol.  Yes,  I  fhall  go  to  quod  for  my  marauding? 
— Mafter,  don't  hurt  a  poor  man  with  a  family. 

Grig.  This  is  a  lucky  ftroke — our  great  Madam 
Allbut  will  efteem  this  fuch  a  prodigious  compli- 
ment— befides  the  credit  of  fhooting  fo  capitally — 
Well,  fay  nothing  of  this  bus'nefs — there,  I  buy 
your  game  (gives  him  money,  and  takes  the  wallet) 
[Exit  Sol.]  Here's  Allbut,  and  I  hav'n't  time  to 
put  the  birds  in  my  net. 

Enter  ALLBUT  from  the  H&ufe. 

Allb.  So,  Doctor,  in  vifiting  your  patients, 
you  Ihoot  by  the  way  ? — 'gad  that's  killing  two 
birds  with  one  Hone. 

Grig,  (failing)  Yes,  Sir,  I've  had  tolerable 
(port — I've  fhav'd  a  good  many  birds. 

Allb,  You've  been  fhaving  the  birds  ? 

Grig.  Hem  ! — I  mean  killing — powder-puff  and 
wafti-ball — that  is,  powder  and  ball — fhot — I've 
brought  here  the  produce  of  my  fuccefs  humbly 
to  prefent  to  Mrs.  Allbut.- 

Allb.  Ha !  You're  right  to  make  prefents ; 
fhe's  in  a  high  paffion — but  this  politenefs  of  your's 
will  foften  her. 

Enter  MRS.  ALLBUT  from  tie  Houfe. 

Mrs.  A.  This  audacious  Mrs.  Bellevue  to  dare 
to  come  into  a  houfe  of  mine  ! 

Allb.  My  love,  here's  our  worthy  friend  Doctor 
Grig{by  has  been  mooting,  and  he  begs  you'll  ac- 
cept a  few  birds. 

Mn.  A.  Shooting  is  a  cruel  fport !  the  pretty 
innocent  feather'd  tenants  of  the  air — the  tuneful 
mjnfliels  that  wake  the  rofy  morn  with  carols 

fweet 
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fweet — it  fhocks  me  !  my  feelings  are  perhaps  too 
exquifite. 

Allb.  Feeling  !  Yes,  my  love,  and  your  tafte  is 
not  bad — over  a  roaft  pheafant !  Doctor,  you'll 
come  and  eat  a  morfel  of  your  own  good  cheer  ? 

Mrs.  A.  Do  pray,  Doctor. 

Grig.  Madam,  I  mall  do  myfelf  that  honour. 

Allb.  A  few  partridges  here,  eh  ?  and  fome 
woodcocks  ?  (taking  up  the  wallet]  Oh,  you  fear'd 
they'd  break  your  net. 

Grig.  I  truft,  Ma'am  thefe  dainties  will  fuit  the 
delicacy  of  your  lady  (hip's  palate.  (Bows) 

Allb.  (opens  the  wallet)  What  the  devil,  a  goofe  ! 

Grig.  Ha!  (furprifed  and  confufed)  Ay!  a  wild 
goofe ! 

Allb.  '«  Here's  the  pretty  innocent  feather'd  te- 
nant of  the  air"— By  the  Lord,  here's  a  wild  pig 
too— Here's  the  little  bird  that  wakes  the  rofy 
morn  with  carols  fweet!"  (produces  them) 

Grig.  By  the  heavens,  this  muft  have  been  done 
by  the  magic  lantern  ! 

Allb.  Thank  ye,  Doctor — but  rather  too  light 
food  for  fupper.  However,  as  you're  our  apothe- 
cary, it's  very  well  intended. 

Mrs.  A.  Sir,  be  affur'd  you  (hall  not  affront 
your  betters. 

Grig.  Affront !  let  me  tell  you,  Madam,  we  of 
the  faculty  think  that  my  prefent  is  wholefome  and 

food  eating — fo  fays  Doctors  Boerhaave,  Crook 
hanks,  Cheney,  and  Sir  John  Pringle. 

Allb.  Yes, but,  Doctor,  if  here  isn't  a  wild 

old  woman's  petticoat — Why,  inflead  of  giving, 
you're  come  here  to  make  game  !  (Grigfly  fteals 
off)  Holla,  Doctor,  does  Johnny  Pringle  recom- 
piend  this  for  good  eating  ? 

F  21-  Mrs, 
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Mrs.  A.  An  audacious  villain  !  Peter  !  (calling) 
Enter  PETER. 

Bur  I  muft  compofe  my  mind  with  divine  poefy  : 
(takes  out  a  paper,  and  reads.  "  Seraphic  fouls 
fublime,  celeftial  food,  foft  circumambient  air" — - 
I  defire,  Mr.  Allbut,  you'll  have  him  turn'd  out 
of  the  parilh,  next  Veftry.  Take  thofe  into  the 
houfe.  (Peter  takes  up  the  wallet,  and  exit.) — I've 
fomething  elfe  to  think  on  than  Doctor  Grifby's 
nonfenfe— and  you  to  join  in  it ! 

Allb.  Love,  inilead  of  fnubbtng,  you  fhou'd 
take  care  of  me ;  give  me  nice  cordials,  to  make 
me  live  long;  for,  once  you're  a  widow,  as  I  did 
with  Mrs.  Bellevue,  feme  fmart  rogue  will  come 
and  jockey  you  out  of  all.  Aye,  now  I'm  brifk, 
—but  when  I'm  flat — dead— you'll  be  for  marrying 
fome  fiafhy  young  Gentleman. 

Mrs,  A  I  defire,  Mr.  Allbut,  you'll  not  flatter 
me  with  fuch  hopes. 

Allb.  Of  two  fuch  popes. 

Mrs.  A.  Hufli !  Maria  and  Mrs.  Bellevue  have 
broke  up  their  confultation.  (they  retire) 

Enter  MARIA  and  M rs- EEL LEVUE  from  the  Houfe. 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  ALLBUTT  feal  in>  and  font  the 
door. 

Mrs.  B.  Blefs  you,  my  love  ;  my  kind,  good 
angel  ! 

Maria.  Farewell,  Madam. 

Mrs.  B.  What  muft  have  become  of  me  but  for 
you  ? 

Maria.     Nay,  now,  indeed  you  diflrefs  me. 

A/;-j.  B.  If  heaven  has  a  ftore  for  the  benevo- 
lent, your  comforts  will  be  many.  You  nor  yours 

were 
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were  never  obliged  to  me — you  owe  nothing,  but 
give  all.  Your  conduct,  contrafted  with  the 
ungrateful  pofleffors  of  this  houfe  !  they  have 
fhared  my  bounty—they  rofe  high  upon  my  ruins, 
tho'  now  they  will  not  know  me.  When  we'd  win 
the  heart  by  increafe  of  favours,  each  added  obli- 
gation but  renders  the  claim  of  benevolence  more 
infupportable  ;  and,  though  a  kind  wilh  is  the  only 
return  expected,  pride  often  quits  the  debt  by  an 
ungenerous  endeavour  to  difown  it. 

Maria.  Dear  Madam,  be  cheerful — the  Allbuts 
are  unworthy  your  refentment :  their  repeated 
cruelties  to  my  father  and  me  cancel  what  they 
compliment  by  the  name  of  charity — we  mult  bear. 
If  my  father  receives  any  news  from  abroad,  you 
fhall  hear — and  you'll  do  the  fame  by  us. 

Mrs.  B.  The  letters  you  have  received  from 
Charles,  tho'  long  back,  never  once  mention 
William. 

Maria.  Be  aflur'd,  Madam,  William  ftill  is  here ; 
(points  to  her  heart]  but  why  mould  I  flatter  myfelf 
that  he  has  yet  a  heart  for  me  ! 

Mrs.  B.  If  he  lives,  dear  Maria,  could  his  faith 
and  generofity  make  a  reparation  for  paft  injuries, 
Perhaps  in  mv  boys  honett  affection  you  mighc 
forget  the  unkindnefs  of  his  mother.  In  that  fvveec 
hope,  his  return  will  give  me  the  firfl  delight. 

[Exeunt  Mrs.  Bellevue  and  Maria. 


END    OF    THE    SECOND    ACT, 
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ACT     III. 


SCENE  I. 

Before  ALLBUT'S  Houfe. 
Enter  MARIA,  goes  to  a  fide  door  and  pufloes  at  it, 

MARIA. 

I  LEFT  the  door  open— fome  of  Matter  Jack's 
tricks,  I  fuppofe,  (knocks,  Mrs.  Allbut  appears  at 
the  window.} 

Mrs.  A.  Who's  there? 

Maria.  Oh  !  (looking  up)  the  door  fhut  ma'am, 
whilft  I  walk'd  out  a  little. 

Mrs.  A.  The  Maria !  I  proteft  I  didn't  know 
you — to  pay  me  a  vifit  ?  this  is  an  honor  I  didn't 
expecl,  but  1  don't  imagine  you've  any  very  ma- 
terial bufmefs  here,  Mifs. 

Maria.  Madam  ! 

Mrs.  A.  There  was  indeed  a  fervant  girl  I  had 
— one  Molly  Willows—  but  me  got  To  pert  and 
idle — I  am  determined  never  to  let  her  into  my 
houfe  again. 

Maria.  But,  Ma'am,  fure  you  won't  difcard 
me  ? 

Mrs.  A.  Can't  avoid  it,  Mifs.    (Maria  weeps) 

Enter 
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Enter  JOLLYBOY. 

Joll.  They  faid  our  fmart  Doctor  Griglby  came 
this  way — walk  off  with  the  money  I  had  to  pay 
my  rent!  {looking  about}  No!  holla!  Madam 
Allbut  !  do  your  tolks  intend  to  bring  that  fackof 
corn  up  to-day  ?  mayhap  you  don't  bake  your  own 
bread  any  more ;  becaufe  if  you  want  the  flour, 
lend  the  grift  up  to  mill.  IVlifs  Willows,  what's  the 
matter  ?  Crying  !  poor  girl !  If  it's  a  man  has 
made  you  cry — tell  me  who — I'll  fee  if  I  can't  duft 
his  jacket,  and  if  it's  a  woman,  I'll  tell  her 

Mrs.  A.  You're  a  bufy  fool. 

Allb.  (appears  at  another  window)  Becaufe  the 
air's  fo  cool.  (Mrs.  Allbut  Jits  and  reads) 

Joll.  Turn'd,  poor  foul,  into  the  ftreet !  Ma- 
dam feems  very  eafy  after  doing  an  action  a  Grand 
Turk  wou'd  be  aiham'd  of. 

Mrs.  A.  "  In  tranqu:!  hours  it  gave  the  fmile 
ferene." 

Allb.  (at  tie  other  window)  You  I  have  notfeen, 
(to  Jollyboy) 

Airs.  A.  I  defire,  girl,  you'll  not  bring  a  mob 
about  my  houfe. 

Joll.  Am  I  a  mob  ? 

Allb.  For  you  I've  a  job. 

Mrs.  A.  No  doing  any  thing  for  this  man. 
(retires) 

Allb.  To  grind  my  corn — but  beware  of  the 
horn.  (Mrs.  Allbut  appears  at  the  fame  window 
with  Allbut) 

Mrs.  A.  Come  in  I  defire. 

Allb.  I  beg  leave  to  retire,  (he  draws  in — Jhe 
takes  his  place  at  the  window,  and  is  going  to  fpeak 
— he  puts  his  head  over  her  fliov.lder)  I'll  go  lit  at 
the  lire. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  A.  (to  Maria)  Contrary  to  my  commands* 
you  brought  Widow  Bellevue  to  my  houfe,  and 
be  aflur'd  you  mail  find  my  door  for  ever  (hut  to 
you.  (fljuts  the  window) 

Joll.  Turn'd  out  for  relieving  the  diftrelTed,  poor 
foul  !  flic's  too  good  to  be  fhelter'd  by  a  houfe,  and 
now  her  roof  is  the  canopy  of  heaven  !  Mifs  Maria, 
Madam  Louifa,  our  lodger,  is  leaving  us,  I  might 
again  let  the  little  box — but  was  it  to  bring  me  a  gui- 
nea a  day — I'd  rather  you'd  occupy  it  for  nothing. 

Maria.  I'm  obliged  to  you,  but  cannot  think 
of  being  a  burthen  to  any  one. 

Joll.  I'd  be  no  lofer  by  the  bargain  ;  for  prof- 
perity  hangs  over  the  houfe  that  contains  a  humane 
and  charitable  heart. 

Maria,  Whither  turn  fcperated  from  my  father! 
leave  him  with  thofe  cruel  people  ! 

Enter  Majler  JACK. 

Majt.J.  Molly!  hark'ee 

Maria,  (joyfully)  Has  your  Mamma  relented  ? 
Has  me  fent  for  me  ? 

•  Ma  ft.  J.  Oh,  no,  my  dear  ;  but  I'm  foftened 
into  a  power  of  companion  for  you. 

Joll.  Why  now  that's  well— I  always  faid  Mafter 
Jack  was  the  flower  of  the  flock — you  think  Mifs 
has  been  badly  treated,  and  pity  her,  eh  ? 

Maft.  J.  Yes,  I  pity  her.  My  dear,  fince 
Mamma  has  difcharged  you — fooner  than  you 
fhou'dcome  to  want — if  you'll  bide  at  Mrs.  Belle- 
vue's  cottage  ;  I'll  pay  her  a  milling  a  week,  and 
give  you  half-a-crown  and  now  then,  if  you'll  only 
let  me  come  and  kifs  you  at  all  times  when  I'm  in 
a  humour ! 

Maria.  How  !   (with  indignation) 

Joll. 
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Joll.  Why  you  ungenerous  hound  !  is  that  your 
pity  ?  Do  you  come  and  affront  her  with  your  rai- 
cally  propoials  at  the  very  time  that  her  ibrrowful 
fituation  renders  her  an  object  of  refpedt  and  pro- 
tect on  ? 

Maft.  y.  Hark'ee,  Dick  Jollyboy;  I'll  pro, 
te<5t  you  with  a  doufe  o'th'  cheek. 

Joll.  You  whelp! 

Maft.  J.  Oh,  that's  pretty  ufige  to  your  land* 
lord's  Ton — fee  if  I  don't  make  Mamma  turn  you 
out  of  your  mill — fine  doings  !  a  young  gentle- 
man to  be  call'd  whelp  only  for  afking  to  keep  a 
Mifs !  [Exit. 

Joll.  My  dear  you'll  be  fafer  in  my  little  cottage 
than  in  this  great  houfe. 

Mar'nt.  I  believe  you — I  accept  your  kindnefs, 
and  thank  you. 

Joll.  Why  now  that's  hearty  ! 

Enter  GRIGSBY,  full  dreffed,    in  large  zvlg,   with 
mujfy  and  cane. 

GH£.  Tho'  I  was  deceived,  by  that  foraging  Ton 
of  a  fcarlet  fever,  yet  my  prefent  was  as  fweetly 
aftringent  as  rough  Alicant — I'll  fhew  thefe  good 
people  that  a  Phyfkian  is  fomebody.  I  fee  refpeft 
is  all  paid  to  appearance ;  and  by  heavens  I'll  have 
a  chariot  tho'  it  draws  me  to  St.  George's  Fields, 
hem.  Young  woman, — this  girl  loves  me  (afide) 
home  ? — Is  your  mafter  or  miftrefs  at  home  ? 

Joll.  She  has  no  mafter  or  miftrefs. 

Grig.  How  old  are  you  ?  (to  Jollyboy 

Joll.  Why  ?  fuppofe  I'm  three  and  forty— what 
then  ? 

VOL.  iv,  G 
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Grig.  You're  not  a  phyfician  ? 

JoU.  No,  thank  heaven. 

Grig.  Then  you're  a  fool — Every  man  at  forty 
is  either  a  fool  or  a  phyfician. 

Maria,  (to  Jollyboy)  I  think  I  fhall  put  you  to 
inconvenience— fuppofe  I  go  to  the  Doctor's,  till  1 
fee  what  my  lather  determines  to  do. 

Grig.  Come  to  me  !  oh !  this  is  what  we  call 
love  powder,  (afide) 

Joll.  Hold,  Mils.  Do&or,  give  me  that  ten 
pound  note. 

Grig.  Give  you  a  ten  pound  note  ? 

JoU.  Yes ;  that,  that  Mils  Louifa  gave  you. 

Grig.  So,  when  my  patients  give  me  a  fee,  I 
muft  give  it  to  you  ?  ha,  ha,  ha !  but  I'm  not  to 
laugh.  {Looks  grave) 

JoU.  Come — ten  pounds ! — touch  !  (Holds  cut 
liis  band) 

Grig,  A  touch  in  the  pericranky — Did  he  bite 
you?  (to  Maria) 

JoU.  No,  nor  you  (han't  bite  me.  Give  me 
the  ten  pounds. 

Grig.  He's  got  the  hydrofogy  !  bring  me  out  a 
bafon  of  water,  (to  Maria) 

Joll.  Return  the  money,  or  I'll  take  up  yoyr  old 
trade  and  drefs  your  wig  upon  your  own  block — 
here's  my  little  twiggling  comb  !  (Jhakcs  hisJUcl^ 

Grig    A  robbery  ! 

Joll.  A  fellow  learns  to  bleed  upon  the  veins  of 
a  cabbage  leaf,  and  draws  teeth,  by  clapping  a  red- 
hot  poker  to  our  mouths ! — picks  our  pocket  as 
a  wine- merchant  and  a  doflor  with  floe-juice  and 
powder  of  poft.  Deliver  !  (fiakes  his  frick,  Grigfiy 
terrified  gives  the  note) 

Grig.  Witnefs,  Mifs;  on  the  King's  highway  he 
fays  "  flop,  Sir,  ftand  and  deliver  !" 

Maria* 
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Maria.  Nay,  but  Mr.  Jollyboy,  this  is  a  very 
dangerous  practice,  and  what  ipbody  could  believe 
from  a  man  of  your  character — oh  !  my  poor  dear 
father!  (looking  tut)  [Exit. 

Enter  ALLBVTfrom  tie  loufe. 

Allb.  Jollyboy,  Mrs.  Allbut  has  order'd  me  to 
treat  you  like  a  fcpundrel. 

Joll.  Ah  ;  you'll  find  it  eafy  to  obey  her. 

Allb.  How  dare  you  abufe  my  wife  and  beat  my 
child — I'll  give  you — 

Joll.  This  is  quarter  day,  and  there's  your  rent, 
(gives  the  note  to  Allbut) 

Allb.  I'll  give  you  a receipt. 

Joll.  No  ;  my  word  is  a  voucher  that  I  have  paid 
you  [*#*(• 

Allb.  What  an  honeft  man  ! 

Grig.  Honeft !  this  is  the  moft  barefac'd,  impu- 
dent way  of  paying  rent !  An  honeft  man  is 
plunder'd,  and  you  are  the  receiver. 

Allb.  Plunder'd! — Is  this  your  way  of  making 
prefents  ? — if  you've  got  at  robbing  hedges  and  hen- 
roofts,  your  old  practices,  my  boy— how  dare  you 
make  me  the  receiver  ! 

Grig.  By  heav'ns,  Sir ,  I'm  of  a  fanguine  and 
aduft  complexion. 

Allb.  'Sblood,  Sir,  who  cares  for  your  dufty 
complexion  ! 

Grig.  Return  it,  for  at  prefent-— 

Allb.  I'll  not  return  the  prefent — the  goofe  is 
pluck'd — the  pig  is  fcalded,  and  if  you  have  any 
thing  back,  it  mall  be  the  old  woman's  petticoat. 

2  Enter 
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Enter  Shopman  with  a  packet  of  bottles. 

Shop.  Mafter,  I'm  going  to  take  the  medicine 
to  Squire  William's. 

Grig*  Take  medicine — take  ten  pounds  from 
that  gentleman. 

Shop,  (faring)  Sir ! 

Allb.  Take  ten  pounds  from  me  ? 

Grig.  If  he  won't  give  it  up  quietly,  trip  up  his 
heels. 

Allb.  Trip  up  my  heels  !  touch  me,  and  I'll 
lay  you  by  the  heels  in  a  jail,  (runs  into  the  houfe] 

Grig.  Never  mind — if  he  does,  I'll  vifit  you. 

Shop.  Thank'ee*  Sir,  but  I'll  fave  you  the 
trouble.  [Exit. 

Grig.  He  (hall  reftore  it,  elfe — it's  quite  opake 
and  clear  to  me — I'll  offify  his  very  bones — a  millar 
and  brewer  take  and  give  my  money,  hand  to  fift ! 
enough  to  diflocate  my  brain-pan — but  that  my 
wrongs  brought  out  the  loving  concern  of  that 
comely  fervant-maid,  Maria — my  money  !  as  I'm 
now  bemuff'd  and  bewig'd,  I  muft  fupport  the 
condign  dignity  of  a  phyfician.  (Exit  into  the  houfe} 

Enter  CHARLES. 

Cba  Ay ;  it's  a  bad  world,  I  fee  that.  My 
thread-bare  jacket  drives  every  body  away  from  me 
— fome  lock  with  pity — fomewith  contempt — but 
not  one  offers  even  to  fpeak  to  me! — oh !  this  is 
Mrs.  Bellevue's, 

Allb.  iwithin^  Give  you  ten  pounds  your  bar- 
berizing  rafcal  !  out  with  him,  Peter !  (Peter  and 
Allbut  feen  at  the  door  thrttjling  Grigjby  out) 

Grig.  Here's  a  diafcordium  ! — here's  a  noftrum ! 

Allb. 
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Allb.  And  a  roftrum — and  a  cuff—  and  a  muff 
— (kicks  out  the  muff  and  Jlwts  the  door] 

Cha.  A  new  thing— ^people  turn'd  out  of  Mrs. 
Bellevue's  houfe  !  why  it's  our  generous  doctor  ! 

Grig.  Here's  ptifaii  and  diet  drink — 

Cha.  You've  got  a  fcratch,  but  you've  your  own 
fhop  to  go  to. 

Grig.  1  never  take  any  thing  out  of  my  own  fhop. 

Enter  Majlcr  JACK, from  the  houfe. 

Majl.  7.  Oh,  ho!  father  and  Peter  have  been 
having  fine  fport  here — kicking  Doctor  Griglby 
out,  and  never  call'd  me  to  join  in  the  fun. 

Grig.  Pounded  crabs-eyes !  (Mafter  Jack  gives 
him  a  blow  and  runs  in) — Had  my  man  but  back'd 

me he  mall  never  again  pound  mortar  of 

mine — my  lad,  you  may  want  employ,  as  your 
father  and  fitter  are — befides  his  filter  loves  me. 
(afide] 

Cba.  What!  fpeak ! 

Grig.  You  can  carry  out  parcels  ?— I  have  been 
fprain'd  and  batter'd  like  opodeldoc — no  cutaneous 
hurt— but  quite  external—it  has  put  me  into  fuch 
a  rage,  I  mean  the  Illiac  paflion  and  woe  to  Panado! 
-—look  at  my  caput-  -isn't  there  a  fracture  ?--its 
denfe  as  a  feather— oh,  bufmefs  for  Bow-ftreet— 
patients!— I  muft  now  vifit  the  Brown-bear.  Cure 
from  my  own  (hop !  may  do  for  a  porter,  but 
you'll  never  make  an  apothecary,  oh,  no, — no,  no, 
(picks  up  the  Mujf,  adjujls  his  cloaths]  the  law  fhall 
—to  give  me  fuch  a  diameter!  I'll  confult  Mr. 
Fudge  the  attorney,  he  fhall  take  out  a  fuperfnijet 
--follow  me  !  [Exit. 

Cha, 
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Cka.  What  does  he  mean  by  my  father  and  fifter? 
carry  out  parcels — porter — a  fcoundrel !  but  tho* 
the  people  here  thought  me  poor,  yet  they  might 
fuppofe  my  father  wou'd  inftandy  replenifh  my 
purfe — he,  thank  heaven,  can't  be  fubjecl:  to  their 

frofty  looks he  has  competence,  and  I  hope 

health. 

Enter  WILLOWS,  front  an  out-office*    carrying 
a  fack. 

Is  not  that  my  father  ? 

Willo.  I  ihall  never  be  able  of  myfelf  to  carry 
it.  (lays  dozvn  the  fack,  looking  out]  My  child  !  I 
muft  not  grieve  her !  I  muit  feem  to  make  light 
of  it. 

Enter  MARIA. 

Maria.  Nobody  dares  difobeyMr.  Allbut's  orders 
to  carry  it  for  him,  nor  fhou'd  I  add  to  his  grief, 
by  telling  him  their  ufage  to  me — now,  Sir,  don't 
attempt  it. 

Willo.  Child,  as  we're  fervants  to  Mr.  Allbut, 
to  eat  his  bread  and  neglect  our  duty,  is  dilhoneft 
and  ungrateful. 

C^.^Servants  to  Mr.  Allbut !  reduced  indeed  ! 
this  accounts  fully  for  my  reception  here. 

Maria.  Sir,  I  fear  'twill  hurt  you. 

Cha.  My  beloved  fifter — brought  up  with  ten- 
dernefs ! — my  kind  parent! — are  thefe  the  com- 
forts of  his  age  ! — but  then  isn,'t  it  in  my  power  to 
fnatch  them  from  penury — till  this  moment  I  never 
tafted  the  fweets  of  riches ! 

Maria.  Sir,  indeed  you  can't.  (Helping  Willows 
to  lift  the  fack  on 


THE  WORLD  IN  A  VILLAGE.  55 

Cha.  They  don't  feem  to  know  me.  (In  a  broad 
blunt  voice)  How  d'ye  do,  Sir? — fervaiK.  Mifs. 

Willo.  How  d'ye  do  ?  how  d'ye  do  ? 

Cha.  You  feem  paft  your  labour  ? 

Wtllo.  Yes,  my  lad  ;  but  thcfe  that  wo'n't  labour 
may  be  compell'd  to  do  worfe. 

Cha.  Have  you  now  no  fon  to  work  for  you  in 
your  old  days  ? 

Willo.  Why  I  may  have  a  fon  abroad,  but  per- 
haps my  poor  boy  finds  work  hard  enough  him- 
{elf. 

Cba.  Where  was  this  to  go  ? 

Maria.  Only  up  to  the  mill  yonder — kind  Sir, 
Lord  if  he  wou'd — (afide  joyfully)  Charles  'akes  up 
ike  fack)  and\  goes  off  whi filing]  bleflings  en  you! 
(looking  after  him  with  delight) 

Willo.  Now,  child,  this  is  very  indifcreet — how- 
do  you  know  who  this  man  may  be  ? 

Maria.  He's  poor  certainly — but  I'm  fure  he's 
honeft  (fpeaking  off)  Your  right,  Sir,  there's  the 
windmill  (pointing)  [Exit. 

ffillo.  Hollo,  mailer \  [Exit  bajiily. 


SCENE  II. 

Fields  and  a  Windmill. 
Enter  LOUISA  and  MARIA. 

Loulfa.  Well,  'tis  certainly  very  good  of  him- 
Maria.  Now  wasn't  it,  Madam  ? 

Enter  CHARLES,  from  the  mill. 
Oh,  then  he  has  left  it,  my  father  Ihou'd  thank 
him 
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Cha.  The  charming  young  lady  again  I  how 
beautiful !  my  experiment  doesn't  require  looking 
fo  very  bad — though  the  Doctor  refufed,  old  Mar- 
gery may  aflift  me  with  a  little  powder.  (Goes 
into  the  mill] 

Louifa.  Why,  that  is  the  very  delightful  young 
man  that  interpos'd  when  thofe  rude  gentlemen 
terrified  me  this  morning — and,  here  now,  to  affifl 
the  weak  and  aged !  one  wou'd  think  he  watch'd  for 
occafions  of  rendering  fervices  where  they  were  molt 
wanted — what  an  excellent  heart  he  muft  have  ! 

Maria.  Don't  you  think,  Ma'am,  if  well  drefs'd 
—really  I  believe  he's  very  handfome  ! 

J^ouifa.  Oh,  have  a  care !  young  women  muft 
never  think  men  handfome — nothing  more  dan- 
gerous to  our  peace— alas !  I  feel  it  fo.  {afidi) 

Maria.  Well,  Ma'am ;  I'll  ftep  and  apprize 
Mrs.  Bellevue  of  the  honor  you  intend  her. 

'Louifa.  I  thank  you.  This  very  atrocious  cir- 
cumftance  you've  told  me  of  the  miller  has  con- 
firm'd  my  determination  to  flay  no  longer  with 
him. 

Maria.  Madam,  it  aftonimed  me !  his  conduct 
wou'd  make  one  fufpect  that  the  honefty  of  the 
world  exifts  only  in  appearance.  [Exit. 

Louifa.  You  believe  he's  handfome — how  weak 
and  inconfiderate  is  our  fex  ! — that  girl  muft  be 
very  filly  to  take  fuch  notice  of  men— yet  to  my 
fancy,  if  I  dare  have  a  fancy,  he's  the  molt  amiable 
perfpn  I  ever  faw. 

Re-enter  CHARLES. 

My  heart  beats  quick — I  tremble — I  wifli  I  had 
never  feen  him — he  has  been  making  himfelf  look 
more  agreeable — now  that  is  really  very  malicious 
(atik)  Cha. 
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Cba.  Madam,  your  moft  obedient  I'd  talk  of  a 
thoufand  things,  and  yet  I  don't  know  what  to 
fay  (ajide) — Ma'am,  here  within  is  great  lamenta- 
tion— your  intention  of  removing  will  break  the 
heart  of  your  poor  old  landlady. 

Louifa.  I'm  not  going  to  refide  far  off,  Sir — only 
at  Mrs.  Bellevue's  there,  below — look,  Sir,  that — 
Cba.  Oh,  Ma'am,  I  fee. 

Louifa.  (ajide)  Looking  quite  the  wrong  way- 
Sir,  it's — lord  ! — what  am  I  about  ?  abfolutely 
making  an  affignation  ! — I  fear  I  am  farther  gone 
than  I  thought  I  was  (ajide) — I  thank  you,  Sir, 
for  the  concern  you  took  in  my  fright  this  morning. 
Cba.  Oh,  Ma'am,  no  merit  of  mine,  concern 
for  a  lady  who  muft  intereft  all  that  fee  her,  is  in- 
voluntary. 

Louifa.  Since  my  coming  here,  I've  fauntered 
a  good  deal  about,  but  don't  recollect  having  ever 
had  the  pleafure  of  feeing  you  before,  are  you 
lately  arrived  in  England,  Sir,  you  have  been 
abroad,  I  prefume  ? — but  don't  anfwer  me.  You 
fee  women  will  be  inquilitive. 

Cba.  They  will  be  charming,  and  men  be  cap- 
tivated ;  oh,  you  mofl  lovely 

Louifa.  What  Sir! — (looh  cold  andferious} — I 
deferve  this  (ajide} —  I  retrad  all  the  information 
I  gave  you  juft  now  (f miles  archly] — people  tell  me, 
and  it  may  be  fo,  that  often  I  don't  know  what  I'm 
faying  ;  yet  pray  don't  you  now  by  a  contrary  mean- 
ing take  an  interpretation  of  my  heart. 
Cba.  Then,  Madam,  you  have  a  heart  ? 
Louifa.  I'm  afraid  not  (ajide)  I  thought  I  told 
you,    you    were   not   to   mind   what   I   fay — I'm 
not  going  to  live  yonder — I  fliall  never  walk  through 
that  meadow  in  an  evening — I  deiire  not  to  know 
VOL.   iv.  H  if 
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if  your  heart  is  engag'd  to  the  young  girl  for 
whofe  father  you  carried  the  corn  to  the  mill. 
(Aftde)  Lud  !  if  I  hav'n't  got  to  flirtation  with  a 
man  I  know  nothing  about !  I  the  niece  to  a  peer  ! 
and  he-— but  love  levels  all  diftinction.  [Exit. 
Cha.  Now  who  is  me  ?— good  and  charming! 
and  that's  a  volume ! — (looking  out}  Isn't  this 
Allbut's  wife  ?  the  rniftrefs  of  my  father  and  lifter  ! 
who  when  I  went  abroad  was  little  more  than  a 
houfe  wench — what  tricks  has  fortune  been  at  ? 
Oh,  my  new  valet 

Enter  SERVANT. 

Well,  John,  the  people  at  the  Rofe  don't  fufpecl 
you  belong  to  me  ? 

Ser.  No,  Sir, 

Cha.  Right,  for  if  I  receive  welcome  here,  it 
fhall  not  be  for  my  riches. 

Ser.  Sir,  Captain  Vanfluifen  defired  me  to  tell 
you  that  Sir  Henry  Check  wifhes  to  fee  you. 

Cka.  Very  well  j  (Exit  fervant)  but  I'll  be  a 
poor  fellow  for  another  five  minutes — yes;  (look' 
Ing  *ul)  it  is  Mrs.  Allbur,  I'll  try  what  effect  my 
out-at-elbows  has  upon  her. 

Enter  Mrs.  ALLBUT. 

Mrs.  A.  I  don't  know  what's  come  to  all  the 
common  people ! — an  impudent  miller  to  dare 
abufe  a  fon  of  mine;  but  paying  his  rent  (han't 
cajole  me  as  it  has  done  Mr.  Allbut.  Here,  you 
woman,  Margery,  tell  the  Miller  I'd  fpeak  to 
him.  (Calling  at  the  door  of  the  mill) 

Cka.  (advances)  Ah,  Mrs.  Allbut  1  How  d'ye 
do,  Ma'am  ? 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  A.  Who  is  this  fellow? 

Cba.  I  hope  my  father  and  fifter  are  well. 

Mrs.  A.  (afide)  I  proteft  it's  Young  Willows ; 
come  home  a  beggar  as  I  expected ! 

Cha.  I've  been  very  unfortunate. 

Mrs.  A.  Unfortunate  indeed ;  that  you  were  not 
drowned  rather  than  return  in  this  plight 

Cha  Yes;  but  if  my  friends  here  are  only  good 
enough  to  aflift  me  with  a  little  money,  I  may 
foon  be  able  to  go  out  again  to  the  Indies,  and 
make  another  trial. 

Mrs.  A.  The  impertinence  of  fuch  people  is 
infufferable.  (afide) 

Cha.  I  am  forry  to  hear  my  family  is  fallen  fo 
much  to  decay  ;  however  it's  not  loft  what  a  friend 
acquires ;  I'm  glad  to  find  you've  fince  got  fo 
much  up  in  the  world  ;  I  hope  for  your  kindnefs — 
afham'd  to  appear  about  this  figure,a  few  guineas 
wou'd  equip  rne  properly ;  and  then  I  ihould  not 
difgrace  your  table, 

Mrs.  A.  My  table;  guineas!  my  friend,  I  never 
meddle  in  the  parifh  affairs ;  but  I  fancy,  if  you've 
no  means  of  a  livelihood,  the  beadle  knows  his 
duty. 

Cba.  Madam,  I  hoped  for  a  kinder  reception — 

Mrs.  A.  Do  you  (uppofe  that  Mr,  Allbut  is 
keeper  of  the  workhoufe  ? 

Cha.  Workhoufe  !  the  time  has  been  when  you 
thought  it  the  higheft  honour,  my  father's  even 
hinting  at  a  marriage  between  my  filler  and  your 
ion. 

Mrs.  A.  I  mail    die  with    rage — Yet  really — 

ha,   ha,  ha  !    its  diverting  i  pray,  friend,  (land  a 

little  farther  off,  ha,  ha,  ha!  my  table!  the  ele- 

H  2  gant 
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gant  circle  of  literati !  my  fafhionable  friends  might 
indeed  ftare  to  fee  a  Naples  Lazaroni  fit  at  my  table  ; 
this  creature  too,  I  fuppofe,  plays  the  Piano,  and 
reads  Sterne. 

Cha.  Yes,  Ma'am ;  but  "  the  recording  angel 
has  no  tear  for  you." 

Enter  ALL  BUT. 

Mrs.  A.  Oh,  Mr.  Allbut,  here's  the  pleafanteft 
thing'!  This  ragged  man  has  a  fitter,  and  expected 
you'd  give  her  our  fon  in  marriage. 

Allb.  His  fitter  marry — 

Mrs.  A.  Yes,  our  fon  Jack. 

Allb.  He  deferves  a  whack.  Who  is  he,  my 
dear  ? 

Mrs.  A.  Oh,  it's  that — Molly,  our  maid's 
brother. 

Allb.  What  Charley  Willows,  that  went  to  fea 
after  Willy  Bellevue  ?  poor  man,  feems  bad  times 
with  you  !  My  dear,  he  may  have  the  run  of  the 
kitchen  for  a  week  ? 

Enter  WILLOWS  and  MARIA. 

Mrs.  A.  Well,  Mifs  Maria,  now  you've  time 
to  exhibit  your  airs  and  graces  at  your  piano  forte  ? 

Cha.  Then,  Ma'am,  no  pity  for  my  diftrefs  ? 

Mrs.  A.  Pray  take  yourdiftreffes  fomewhere  elfe. 
I  define  Willows  you'll  tranfport  your  beggarly 
family  out  of  my  prefence. 

Allb.  Ay,  what  d'ye  mean  Willows  idling  about 
here  like  a  gentleman,  didn't  I  give  you  bufmefs 
to  do. 

Cba. 
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Cha.  The  bufmefs  is  done  ;  I  left  the  corn  fafe 
at  the  mill. — Don't  you  know  me,  fitter  ?  my  Fa- 
ther! (kneels  to  Wallows) 

Maria.  Oh,  Sir,  it's  my  brother !  Heavens  !  I 
not  to  know  him  before  ! 

Willo.  My  dear,  dear  boy,  rife  ! 

Mrs.  A.  Ah,  lord!  he  can't  fpoil  his  clothes? 
Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Such  folks  pretend  to  feeling,  it's 
really  amufing  ! 

Willo.  Well,  Charles,  eh?  how,  are  you  juft 
arriv'd  ? 

Cba.  Father,  though  I  didn't  go  abroad  rich/ 
I'm  come  home  poorer. 

Willo.  Never  mind,  my  boy,  better  bring  home 
an  empty  pocket  than  a  bad  confcience.  If  you're 
clear  of  cafh,  I  hope  you're  likewife  free  from 
difhonour. 

Maria.  Have  you  heard  any  thing  of  William 
Bellevue  ? 

Mrs.  A.  Are  we  to  (land  all  day  liftening  to  their 
difmal  ftories  ?  Abfolutely  their  croaking  has  an 
effecT:  upon  one's  fpirits. 

Cha.  And  I  hope  upon  your  heart.  You  once 
yourfelves  felt  the  bitternefs  of  poverty,  and  a 
fympathifing  recollection  might  now  incline  you  to 
pity  ours,  (taking  off  his  hat) 

Mrs.  A.  Mr.  Allbut,  have  you  got  any  filver  ? 

Allb.  A  fhilling — hem,  I've  got  a  fixpence.  If 
there's  no  hole  in  your  hat,  let  it  hold  that,  (drops 
it  in  his  hat,  Maria  takes  and  flings  it  awayy  and 
places  the  hat  on  Charles's  head) 

Mrs.  A.  A  very  elegant  chariot  ftopp'd  yonder 
(looksout) — fomevifitor  to  us — Lord,  Mr.  Allbut, 
pray  come  a  little  farther — Willows,  your  fon  is 
abfolutely  a  difgraoe  to  one  !  I  defire  he  mayn't  be 
feen  hov'ring  about  our  houfe. 

Enter 
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Enter   FOOTMAN  in  full  Drefs,    {mourning  livery 
• — refpeftfully  prefents  a  card  to  CHARLES.) 

Cba.  (reads)  "  Sir  Henry  Check's  compliments 
to  Mr.  Willows,  congratulates  him  on  his  arrival 
in  England" — 

Foot.  Sir,  my  mafter  himfelf  is  coming  to  you  ; 
but  'tis  here  I'm  to  enquire  for  this  Mifs  Louiia. 
(goes  into  Jollyboys) 

Mrs.  A.  Dear !  I  vow  it's  Sir  Henry  Check ! 
(apart  to  Allbut) 

Alib.  (apart}  Mrs.  Bellevue's  proud  brother, 

that  won't  know  her he's  a  K.  B.  and  an 

M.  P. 

Enter  Sir  HENRY  CHECK,  (in  mourning)  and  Re* 
Enter  FOOTMAN. 

Foot,  (apart  to  Sir  H.)  Sir,  a  young  lady  of  the 
defcription  has  been  here,  and  they  have  directed 
me  where  to  find  her. 

Sir  //.  Oh  !  very  well,  pray  where  is 

ALlb.  I'm  here,  Sir  Henry. 

Mrs.  A.  Had  we  expected  this  honour — 

Allb.  Mr.  Connor,  (bows.  Mrs.  Allbut  frowns, 
and  walks  away  afoamea) 

Sir  H.  Oh,  you're   Mr. the  brewer,  that 

—(with  contemptuous  indifference,  then  to  Charles 
•with  ceremony  and  refpeft)  Mr.  Willows,  I  prefume. 
(all  look  at  Charles  with  aJloniJJment] 

Cha.  Moft  obedient,  Sir  Henry.  I  under- 
Hand  fome  property  of  mine  is  confign'd  to  your 
houfe* 

Sir 
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Sir  H.  It  is  Sir.  I  left  town,  on  a  vifit  to  my 
Lord  Oakwood's  here  in  this  neighbourhood,  and 
underftanding  from  Captain  Vanfluifen,  that  you 
had  juft  arriv'd,  took  the  opportunity  of  paying 
my  refpects  with  hopes  of  the  pleafure  of  intro- 
ducing you  to  his  Lordihip. 

Cka.  Sir  Henry,  you'ra  very  obliging— I've 
fome  affairs  to  adjuft,  and  then  I'm  at  your  fervice. 
I  fhall  drefs  and  wait  upon  you. 

Sir  H.  Oh,  my  dear  Sir,  the  perils  you've  been 
in  fufficiently  apologize  for  your  drefs. 

Cha.  I'm  forry,  Sir  Henry,  for  what  may  have 
been  the  caufe  of  your  prefent  appearance. 

Sir  H.  I've  had  a  fevere  lofs  indeed — but  come, 
Mr.  Willows,  I  attend  you. 

Cha.  My  father — filler — Sir  Henry. 

Sir  H.  Sir,  (bows  to  Willows)  Madam,  your 
moil  devoted,  (to  Maria) 

[Exeunt  Charles  and  Sir  Henry  in  converfation. 

Foot.  Oh,  Mr.  Allbut,  our  butler's  compliments 
to  you,  defues  you'l  fend  in  a  nine  gallon  cafk  of 
fmall  beer  for  the  fervants.  [Exit. 

Maria.  Father ! 

Willo.  Why  Maria! 

Mb.  Mrs.  Allbut! 

Mrs.  A.  (confufed  and  embarraffed}  Mr.  Wil- 
lows, I — cou'd — have — wifh'd — Sir,  that  you  had 
told  us 

milo.  The  firft  I  knew  of  it  myfelf. 

Mb.  I  fufpecl  he  has  brought  home  the  pelf. 

Mrs.  A.  Mr.  Allbut,  I  die  with  fhame,  for  the 
fcandalous  treatment  you  have  given  him. 

Allb.  Me  ! 

Mrs.  A.  'Pon  my  word,  he's  improved ;  when 
drefs'd,  I  dare  fay  he's  a  fine  young  man.  Mr. 

Willows, 
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Willows,   you're  very  happy  in  fuch  a  fon — Mifs, 
I  give  you  joy  of  your  brother's  return. 

Re-enter  CHARLES. 

Cka.  (joyfully  to  billows]  Sir,  I've  brought  home 
wealth,  and  I  (hall  think  my  perils  and  labours  in 
the  acquifition  nobly  repaid,  if  it  can  contribute  to 
the  eafe  and  comfort  of  my  dear,  my  honored 
parent ! 

Willo.  My  child  !     (Embraces  him) 

Maria.  My  good  Charles!  oh,  no#  I  may  be 
enabled  to  raife  the  widow  from  her  couch  of 
forrow  ! 

Mrs.  A.  Well,  I  prefaged,  when  but  a  bov, 
and  the  fweet  child  us'd  to  make  fuch  a  graceful 
bow,  taking  bread  and  currant  jelly  out  of  my 
hand,  I  faid  Charles  was  born  to  ride  in  his 
coach. 

Allb.  Yes,  my  love,  and  you  remember,  that 
day  you  gave  him  the  fmart  box  o'th'  ear — (Mrs. 
Ailb'ut  walks  tip  angry}  Mrs.  Albut,  J  call  you  to 
witnefs,  when  he  was  a  little  matter,  I  faid,  fays  I, 
"  if  that  beautiful  young  gentleman  was  thrown 
into  the  fea,  he'd  rife  again,  with  a  bag-wig  and  a 
fvvord  by  his  fide." 

Mrs.  A.  Sir,  we  have  now  a  very  genteel  neigh- 
bourhood— form  little  focial  parties — happy  if 
you'll  make  one,  at  a  concert — or  take  a  hand  at 
Caffino,  or  Rouge  et  Noir. 

Allb.  Mr.  Willows,  if  you'll  honour  our 
houfe 

Cha.  Sir,  are  you  "  keeper  of  the  workhoufe  ?" 

Allb.  Me  ! — we  hope  you'll  dine . 

Cba. 
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Cha.  To  "  rake  the  run  of  the  kitchen  !"  father, 
ihall  I  trouble  you  to  order  every  inn  in  the  vil- 
lage, open  to  all  comers  ?— ah  !  my  good  Sir  and 
Madam,  thank  hcav'n,  I  can.  now  chufe  my  com- 
pany, and  I'd  fooner  fteep  my  cruft  in  the  brook, 
than  fit  at  a  table  that  hadn't  a  dinner  for  the  poor 
friend  that  wants  one. 

[Exeunt  Charles,  Maria  and  Willows. 

Mrs.  A.  Oh,  I  fhall  die  with  vexation  !     [Exif. 

4lb.  Did  my  dear  and  I  know,  Charley'd  bring 

home  the  rhino, 

We'd   have  fqueak'd   Oh  be  joyful,    and 
and  fcrap'd  violino. 


EXD   OF    THE    THIRD    ACT. 


VOL.  IV. 
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ACT     IV. 


SCENE  I. 

Before  ALLBUT'S  Houfe. 

Mujlc  and  Shouting  without. 
Enter  JOLLYBOY. 

,  there's  the  rich  man's  welcome,  the  full- 
mouth'd  gratitude  of  beef  and  beer  ;  what,  and 
the  Allbuts  too  going  to  partake  of  Mr.  Willows' 
bounty  !  then  Old  Nick  :choke  you  in  the  ihape 
of  a  pound  cake. 

Enter  Mrs.  ALLBUT  richly  drefid,  from  the  Houfe. 

Madam  Allbut !  What  are  you  going  up  to  Mr. 
Willows's,  hurra,  at  the  Bear? 

Mrs.  A.  Hurra ! what  a  phrafe'! but  we 

fhould  pity  the  misfortune  of  tradefpeople  that 
want  the  advantage  of  early  cultivation. 

Joll.  Ay  ;  we  brewers  and  millers  can't  be  ex- 
pcfted  to  know  much. 

Enter  Mafter  JACK,  from  the  Houfe. 

Maft.  J.  Mamma,  a'n't  1  too  finely  drefs'd  to 
vifit  our  fervant  maid  ? 

Joll. 
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Jolt.  Ay,  Mailer  Jack,  you're  finer  than  ever 
your  grandfather  was. 

Maft.  J.  Mamma,  Jollyboy  won't  let  me  talk 
about  Molly. 

Mrs.  A.  You  muft  now  fay  Mifs  Maria,  fhe'll 
have  an  immenfe  fortune. 

M.ift.  J.  Then,  Mamma  ;  I  muftn't  fay,  "  hey 
the  Molly,  hand  me  the  toaft  and  butter?" 

Enter  ALLBUT,   intoxicated. 

Allb.  Let  my  coach  wait — at  my  iron-gate. 

Mrs.  A.  Blefs  me !  the  man's  tipfey;  this  my 
indulgence,  to  let  you  dine  out  ! 

Joil.  Sd,  then,  you've  been  fwilling  Mr.  Wil- 
lows's  wine — the  devil's  in  your  affurancc  ! 

Maft.  J.  And  now  he  can't  behave  himfelf. 

Allb.  Why  don't  you  go  up  to  the  Rofe,  and 
hollo  for  Mr.  Willows? — You've  no  veneration 
for  rich  people. 

Joll.  Not  I.  If  a  man  has  riches,  fo  much  the 
better  for  himfelf.  I  thank  heav'n  and  my  own 
induftry,  1  want  none  on't  :  nor  if  I  did  wou'd  he 
give  it — fo  what's  any  man's  riches  to  me  ? 

Allb.  You  won't  even  make  one  at  our  parifh 
feafts  and  veftry-dinners,  you  churl ! 

Joll.  Why  (hou'd  you  have  feafts  and  dinners  ? 

Allb.  To  fettle  bufinefs.  Wou'd  you  have  us 
meet  in  a  field  ? 

Joll.  Meet  in  a  horfe-pond,  with  your  chins  juft 
above  water,  rather  than  fcaft  upon  the  poor. 

Mrs.  A.  My  coach,  John  ! 

Joll.  Aye  j  you've  fcrapes,  bows,  and  bareheads ; 
but  it's  only  to  your  coach---give  me  the  cordial 
fmile  of  Iblid  efteem  in  my  chay-cart. 

Mrs.  A.  Draw  up!  I  muft  pay  my  refpefb  to 
Mifs  Maria. 

i  ^  Joll. 
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Joll.  Refpe&s ! — -the  poor  girl  you  turn'd  into 
the  road  ! 

Majl.  J.  Mamma,  Jolly  boy's  always  prating, 
won't  let  me  talk,  (whiftles) 

Mrs.  A,  Here,  Matter  Jack,  by  the  way,  you 
read  me  Orlando  Furiofo.  (gives  him  a  book}  The 
Maria  (hall  perufe  my  poem  over  our  tea.  As  a 

rehearfal   I'll    condefcend poetry  may  civilize 

this  perfon— a  brute  !  that  cou'd  ftrike  my  child. 
(to  Jollyboy)  Have  you  ever  read  Sympathy,  Sen- 
iibilhy,  and  Humanity  ? 

Joll.  No  ;  but  I  with  you'd  get  'cm  by  hearfc. 

Mrs.  A  Man,  do  you  vifit  the  mule  ? 

Allb.  Ay,  when  was  you  in  Cockfpur-flreet  ? 

Mrs.  A.  Mr.  Allbut  have  you  tranfcrib'd  my 
poem  as  I  bid  you  ? — Genius  is  above  writing  a 
mechanic  fine  hand. 

Allb.  Yes  ;  but  genius  might  know  how  to  fpell  -y 
and  you  write  fuch  a  (crawl,  my  love. 

Majl.  J.  Ay,  juft  like  on  an  Indian  tea-cheft. 

Allb.  Here  I've  copied  it  out  in  a  neat-hand. 
(gives  tie  paper  to  Mrs.  Allbut) 

Mrs.  A.  Gentlemen  have  no  opinion  of  female 
literature  ;  indeed  we  have  not  yet  diftinguifhed 
ourielves  in  blank  verfe. 

Allb.  She'll  be  delighted  with  my  improvements 
on  it. 

Mrs.  A.  A  Jeu  d'efprit  of  mine — (to  Jollyboy) 
you  may  read  it  out. 

Joll.  (reads)  "  Tall  torrents  tumbling  from  the 
tow'ring  cliff, 

Alb.  "  With  a  two-penny  tiff. 

Joll.  "  The  wild  winds  whittle  with  the  roaring 
wave, 

"  Dr.  Grigfby  for  a  penny  did  fhave." 
[  Jolly  boy  throws  down  tie  paper.    Exit] 

Majler  J. 
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Majl.  J.  Oh,  my  father  !    (laugh) 

Allb.  (bawling  after  Jollyboy)  Mind  the  "  tiff" 
and  the  "  (have"  are  mine— I'll  give  up  every  thing 
but  my  fame  .  I  favv  you  was  poz'd  for  a  rhyme, 
my  .dear;  not  one  in  the  whole  poem,  my  chick ! 
So  I  help'd  you. 

Mrs.  A.  Rhyme  ! — Do  you  know  what  blank 
verle  is,  you  wretch  you  ! 

Mb.  Well,  didn't  I  fill  up  the  blanks  Sweet  ? 

Mrs.  A.  Dare  to  interpolate !  I  mud  get  a 
tranfcriber--fome  half-boarder  at  a  top  fchool— 
a  reduced  clergyman's  daughter— no  !  that  young 
perfon  Margery  recommended. 

Allb.  Oh,  Widow  Bellevue  fneaking  to  her  hovel. 
(flouting  without) 

Enter  Mrs.  BELLEVUE  and  EDWARD. 

Mrs.  Bell.  Let's  avoid  this  noife  and  feftivity — 
joys  are  not  for  me  !  the  Allbuts 

Mrs.  A.  One  fhou'd  endeavour  to  do  fomething 
for  this  poor  woman,  as  Mifs  Maria  was  partial  to 
her-— Ho  d'ye  do,  Mrs.  Bellevue— coud'n't  you 
make  it  out  more  comfortably,  by  a  trial  of— fel- 
ling, fome---trifling  wares— -throw  your  cottage—- 
into a  little  fort  of  (hop-window— a  few  children's 
toys,  penny  books,  or---you  might  keep  a  little 
fchool.  You've  capacity  to  teach  the  infant  nifties 
to  fpell  I  fhou'd  imagine-  -Mr.  Allbut,  you'll  ad- 
vance the  widow  a  few  pounds  for  a  fet  up  ? 

Allb.  I  have  it  —there's  one  of  my  alehoufes, 
the  Fox  and  Gridiron-— the  people  are  run  away 
(fin^s}  "  It's  a  pretty  littlere  putable  public  houfe." 
— I'll  put  you  inro  that,  and  for  (lock,  I'll  fend 
you  in  a  pin  of  beer  or  two. 

Mrs.  Bell.  Hear  me!  You  who  have  poflfefs'd  yotfr- 
felves  of  my  right  by  rapine,  and  keep  it  by  fraud 

— there 
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—  there  is  an  eye  that  marks  you,  a  hand  that 
holds  a  fword---the  hour  will  come  to  flrike  !  wealth 
that  fhou'd  give  exalted  luftie,  renders  you  emW 
nently  defpicable  !  Oh !  let  the  oppreflor  of  the 
poor,  reftlefs  on  his  bed  of  down,  look  within  him 
-—there  feeds  the  worm  of  confcience— whilft  the 
patient  objtcft  of  his  cruelty  enjoys  fweet  flumber 
on  his  bed  of  ftraw---patience  !  oh,  heaven!  where 
is  mine  (weeps)  but  I  will  be  proud  !  (recovering 
berfelf  looks  with  dignity  and  contempt  on  Mrs.  Allbut. 
Exit  with  Edward.  Exit  Mrs.  Allbut  confujed— 
Allbut  puts  his  hands  in  his  coat  pockets,  holds  down. 
bis  head  and  follows- Majler  Jack  pulls  down  his 
ruffles,  and  walks  off) 

Enter  WILLIAM  andCApr.  MULLINAHACK. 

Wil.  Ay,  Captain,  the  fharks  have  mifs'd  us, 
and  here  we've  got  a  firm  footing  again  on  old 
England. 

Capt.  M.  I  don't  know  what  fort  of  breakfaft  I'd 
be  fcr  a  fifh ;  but  at  this  moment  I  cou'd  eat  a 
piece  of  a  lhark,  and  yet  I  hav'n'c  the  price  of  a 
cockle. 

Wd.  Here  I  promife  you  every  comfort  that  af- 
fluence and  hofpitality  can  beftow  ;  that's  my  mo- 
ther's houfe  (pointing  to  Allbufs).  She'll  give  us 
roaft  beef,  a  bumper  of  (lout  Madeira,  and  hum- 
ming ftrong  beer  of  her  own  brewing,  Captain. 

Capt.  M.  Faith  I  wifh  we  were  fitting  down 
jo  it. 

Enter  EDWARD. 

Edw.  Now  they're  all  gone  out,  if  Mifs  Maria 
cou'd  fee  me— -(raps  gently  at  the  doer) 

Enter 
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Enter  MASTER  JACK. 

Ma/t.  J.  (knocks  loud]  Peter,  chuck  Mamma's 
fnuff-box  out  at  window,  (the  door  is  opened) 

WIL  Now,  Captain,  I'll  introduce  you  to  my 
mother. 

Maft.  J.  (flopping  him)  What  d'ye  want? 

Wil.  The  lady  of  the  houfe. 

Maft.  J.  She  does'n't  allow  poor  folks  to  come 
about  her  door. 

Wil.  Then  fhe's  much  alter'd  for  the  worfe — 
Can't  I  go  in  ? 

Maft.  'J.  ShaVt  ! 

Wil.  But  I'd  fpeak  with  Mrs.  Bellevue. 

[Exit  Jack  into  the  houfe,  /butting  the  door. 

Edzv.  That's  now  Mr.  Allbut's— Mrs.  Bellevue, 
Sir,  is  my  mamma. 

Wil.  (afide)  This  my  brother  ! 

Edw.  She  lives  in  the  cottage  yonder. 

Wil.  (afide}     And  is  it  fo  ? 

Capt.  M.  (a/ide)  Upon  my  honour  I'm  afraid 
the  road  beef  is  all  eat  up— the  Madeira  is  fupp'd 
up,  and  the  ftrong  beer  turn'd  four— -William,  the 
firft  interview  with  your  mother  won't  admit  of  a 
Granger— I'll  wait  for  you  at  the  Inn— don't  be 
afham'd---as  an  enemy,  when  you  retook  my 
prize  you  cut  me  down  with  your  hanger— as 
a  friend  after  we  were  fav'd  in  the  waves,  and  fince 
partners  in  adverfity,  you've  been  kind  and  gentle, 
millions  of  gold  cannot  increafe  my  refpedt  where  I 
admire  courage,  and  honour  humanity. 

\Exit.  Shouts  without. 

Ed:v.  That's  joy  for  a  great  rich  gentleman  that's 
come. 

WIL  Joy! — Will  you  go  with  me  to  Mrs.  Bel- 
leveue's,  my  love  ?  [Exeunt. 

Enter 
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Enter  CHARLES  and  Sir  HENRY  CHECK, 

Sir  H.  For  your  good  cheer  you're  now  a  great 
Creature,  ha,  ha,  ha !  Your  pretending  penny- 
lefs,  an  excellent  trial ! 

Cha.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! — And  the  Allbut's  too — their 
fulfome  compliments — But  you  had  fomething  to 
fay,  Sir  Henry. 

Sir  H.  A  thought  flrcck  me— your  fitter  is  very 
amiable — Is  fhe  under  any  engagement  ? 

Cha.  Why,  there  was  a  young  gentleman,  q, 
very  dear  friend  of  mine;  but  I  fear,  he's  dead--- 
for  I've  heard  nothing  of  him  thefe  many  years. 

Sir  H.  I've  loft  my  only  'fon— my  title,  my 
fortune,  muft  now  go  to  a  nephew,  for  fome  time 
I  have  not  been  upon  good  terms  with  his  mother 
— I  may  have  been  wrong — if  we  cou'd  bring  about 
a  match  between  Mils  Willows  and  my  nephew. 

Cba.  With  Maria's  confent,  you  have  mine, 
Sir  Henry. 

Sir  H.  I  had  better  not  introduce  my  fitter  Bel- 
levue  till  fhe  can  make  fome  appearance  (afide)—- 
Well,  you're  full  of  bufinefs  I  fuppofe  Mr.  Wil- 
lows— Oh,  did  you  fee  an  Irifh  officer  about  here 
fince — But  you'll  confider  of  what  I've  fuggefted-- 
adieu  !  excufe  me.  [Exit. 

Cba.  Abrupt  enough  !    A  marriage  of  fafhion. 
and  bufinefs  propos'd  by  the  baronet  and  banker. 
Now  60 comfort  poor  Mrs.  Bellevue---But  her  houfe 
is  the  charming  Granger's  forbidden  cottage  and 
meadow.    Will  my  vifit  there  be  love  or  charity  ? 

Re-enter  WILLIAM. 

Wll.  My  poor  mother !  I'll  walk  in  the  air  till 
fhe  wakes. 

Cba.  By  heavens— William  Bellevue! 
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l.  Find  my  mother  reduced  !  and  I  returned 
to  her  with  one  {lulling  ! 

Cha.  My  poor  fellow  !   (afide)  William  ! 

Will.  (Jurprifed)  Charles !  I  heard  you  follow 'd 
me  out  to  fea. 

Cha.  Juft  return'd  to  England. 

Will.  I'm  forry  to  fee  you  too  come  home  with 
a  fhatter'd  hulk. 

Cha.  Then  he  has  not  yet  heard  of  my  good 
fortune.  I  think  there's  no  occnfion,  but  1*11  try 
him  too.  (ajide)  Aye,  William,  and  no  hope 
from  my  father  or  filter;  all  gone  badly  fince  with 
them  too. 

Wll.  My  beloved  Maria  and  my  friend  ! — 
(afide) 

Cha.  But  William  Its  flrange  that  we  never  met 
abroad.  Though  your  mother  did  fend  you  off 
from  my  fitter,  I  think  ftie'll  be  foften'd  to  fee 
me  come  home  thus.  Come,  we'll  ftcp  into  her 
houfe,  and  over  a  bottle  and  a  cruft  we'll  talk  of 
our  voyages.  Oh,  William,  you've  a  mug,  warm 
birth  to  come  home  to  (looking  at  Allbufs) — but 
poor  me — 

Will.  Charles,  that's  my  mother's  habitation 
now. — (pointing  off,  Charles  affefts  furprife  and  con- 
tent.) A  gentleman  waits  for  me  at  the  Grapes  ; 
itep  acrofs  to  the  houfe — I'll  fee  my  mother,  and 
come  to  you. 

Cha.  But,  Ihou'd  any  thing  prevent  you,  I've 
no — (touching  his  pocket} 

Will.  Here,  Charles,  (gives  him  money) 

Cha.  Perhaps  I  deprive  you  ? 

Will.  Oh,  no,  I'm  Hill  a  few  (hillings  ftrong— 
good  bye.  [Exit. 

VOL.  iv.  K  Cha. 
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Cba.  Give  my  fifter  with  a  hundred  thoufand 
pounds  to  baronets  and  bankers  !  My  generous 
poor  friend  fhall  have  her.  But,  hearing  nothing 
from  him  fo  long,  may  Ihe  not  fince  have  chofen 
another ;  fo  fine  a  girl  muft  have  had  many  dying 
fwains — (looking  out)  Dodtor  Grigfby  !  Your 
apothecaries  know  all  that's  done,  faid  or  thought 
in  every  family — I'll  afk  him. 

Enter  CAPTAIN  MULLINAHACK. 

Capt.  M.  Their  open  alehoufes !  I  muft  watch 
for  my  friend  in  the  flreet  j  in  the  ftate  of  my 
pocket  I'm  afraid  to  venture  in  a  tavern  yet,  though 
I'm  juft  hungry  enough.  If  I  dine  with  a  gentle- 
man it  will  be  at  his  own  private  table — Oh,  they 
tell  me  this  is  the  great  man  that  pays  the  piper — 
An  airy  kind  of  a  morning  drefs — May  be  he'd 
invite  me.  Sir,  your  moft  obedient — (bows) 

Cha.  Sir,  (bows}  you  have  the  advantage  of  me. 

Capt.  M.  No,  'faith,  Sir,  it's  you  that  have  the 
advantage  of  me — You  know  where  to  find  a 
dinner,  and  I  muft  firft  find  the  philofopher's  ftone 
(afide)  You've  charming  air  here — its  fo  fharp  and 
keen,  gives  one  fuch  a  fine  appetite. 

Cba.  Sir,  it's  wholefome  air. 

Gapt.  M.  Yes,  Sir  -,  but  it's  not  toothfome. 

Cha.  Sir! 

Capt.  M.  No,  he  won't  (afide)  Sir,  (lows) 
fince  my  mouth  muft  be  idle,  I'll  try  if  my  nofe 
can't  get  a  little  employment  (afide)  Sir,  a  pinch  of 
your  fnufif,  if  you  pleafe. 

Cba.  Sir,  I  don't  take  any. 

•C.'p/.  M.  Oh,  thefe  are  bad  times  indeed,  when 
a  fea  officer  can  neither  get  fnuff  or  mutton,  (half 
(tfide) 
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C&a.  A  gentleman  by  his  air  and  manner,  but 
feems  an  oddity. 

Enter  GRIGSBY  and  CONSTABLE. 

Grig.  My  patients  cannot  fpare  me  to  go  to 
London — befides  this  rich  man  will  be  now  for 
cramming  himfelf  with  turbots  and  turtles  eggs 
— and  will  foon  want  a  do&or. 

Capt.  M.  May  be  he'd  invite  me.  Sir,  I  am 
your's  alfo.  (to  Grijby,  who  Jlares)  Nor  you  nei- 
ther. 

Grig.  What ! 

Capt.  M.  Poh  !  [Exit. 

Grig.  Then  poll !  for  you.  Conftable,  you'll 
catch  my  thief  ? 

Conjl.  But  who  is  he  ? 

Grig.  If  he  knocks  out  your  teeth,  I'll  give  you 
a  fine  tooth  I  bought  of  a  blackamoor,  (fees 
Charles)  The  nabob! — how  lucky  his  believing  I 
didn't  know  him  this  morning — his  fitter  loves 
me— (afide)  Sir,  if  you  dance  in  the  evening 
that  is,  a  minuet,  now  lofe  a  little  blood — 
my  lances  fo  lharp  and  obtufe — my  fweet  little 
parlour — fattin  hair-bottom'd  chair — handled  China 
coffee  cups — Sir,  your  arm  ihall  be  ty'd  with  your 
own  philaftic  garter — ftretch'd  out,  hold  one  of 
my  fluted  iilver  candlefticks,  and  to  divert  your 
thoughts  by  a  pleafmg  object  before  you  in  a  glafs- 
cafe,  you  (hall  fee  my  fkeleton  of  Lcvi  Burrabas — 
none  of  your  iixpenny  London  bleedings,  pewter 
porringer,  yard  of  lift  and  a  broom"  ftick — by 
the  heavens,  Sir,  I'll  charge  you  twp  guineas^-* 
there  will  be  bleeding  ! 

K.   2  Cka* 
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Cha.  But  now  for  information — Do&or,  as  well 
as  the  body,  you're  often  confulted  on  the  (late  of 
the  mind  ?— 

Grig.  The  Munro  ?  Ha  !— Theraptica. 

Cha.  Why,  Doctor,  you  feem  to  have  acquir'd 
aftonilhing  ikiil  in  your  anatomy,  pharmacy — 

Grig.  I>ar  Sir,   only  fympoms  in  farmacy,  I 
have  a  preity  meadow,  fome  corn- 
et. Blockhead  !  (a/Me)  Pray  have  yon  heard — 
do  you  think  my  fifter  has  form'd  any  particular 
attachment ! 

Grig.  In  the  Pleura  fhe  was  in  danger,  but  I 
difpers'd  it — young  women  fubject  to  thefe  peri- 
odical diagonals. 

Cba.  I    mean  love   attachments fpeak  out 

— the  man  that  can  make  her  happy  ftiail  have 
her. 

Grig.  Shall  he?— Sir,  your  fitter  has  longform'd 
a  moft  lading  attachment. 

Cba.  Oh,  William — but  doctor  I  don't  mean — 

Grig.  There  is  a  certain  worthlefs,  cephilalgical 
poor  dog — the  very  thought  of  him,  is  her  elexir 
cardialgia. 

Cba.  Then  fhe  has  kept  her  heart  for  Wiliam— 
(afide)  His  poverty  is  nothing  to  any  body. 

Grig.  Certainly,  Sir,  you've  a  cauftic  for  that ! 

Cha.  I  think  him  worthy  of  the  fineft  woman  in 
England ! 

Grig.  Oh,  dear  Sir,  (bows) 
Cha.  I'm  certain  he's  endow'd  with-ev'ry  gene- 
rous quality-: — 

Grig.,  Oh,  Sir,  (bows) 

Cha.  And  doctor,  the  poor  cephalalgical  dog,  as 
you  call  him,  fhall  have  her,  in  preference,  even 
to  the  nephew  of  a  baronet. 
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Grig.  Shall  I  ? — then  {hake  hands  my  generous 
brother ! 

Cha.  What,  yourfelf!  You?  Impoffible !  this 
can  exift  only  in  his  own  folly. 

Enter  LOUISA. 

Louifa.  Yes,  here  he  is ;  but  what  brings  me 
here  ? 

Grig.  Want,  your  change? — hav'n't  fo  much 
in  the  till — fend  you  a  bag  of  camomile,  (apart) 

Louifa.  So,  Sir,  for  all  my  caution,  you  wou'd 
come  hovering  about  the  cottage,  and  my  walk  in 
the  meadow  ?  (archly) 

Cha.  Oh  !  you  moft  charming ! 

Louifa.  Hold !  I  never  liften  to  heroics. 

Cha.  As  you  fay,  Ma'am,  they  are  very  ridicu- 
lous, (confus'd,  looking  out)  My  fifter — to  think  of 
this  fellow,  but  (lie  can't — yet  the  fex  fall  into  fuch 
unaccountable  inconfiftencies. 

Louifa.  Mrs.  Bellevue  is  a  very  charming  widow, 
ib  don't  you  follow  in  there. 

Cba.  As  you  fay,  Ma'am,  excufe  me  a  moment, 
there's  a  lady  coming  that — 

Louifa.  Oh,  Sir,  I  don't  wifli  to  interrupt  you 
and  the  lady— I  deferve  this,  for  my  forward  in- 
difcretion.  (afide)  [Exit. 

Enter  MARIA,  drejfed. 

Maria,  Oh,  brother,  have  you  feen  Mrs.  Bel- 
levue ? 

Cha.  (afide)  If  ever  fo  depraved,  lhe'11  be 
afhamed  to  own  it  to  me — I  muft  draw  conciufions 
from  her  manner — (afide] — Maria— 

Enter 
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Enter  JOLLYBOY. 

Joll.  Mr.  Charles  Willows — to  fling  your  money 
about  among  drunken  mobs ! — I  wifh  you'd  let; 
your  golden  fun  fliine  upon  the  houfe  of  foirow. 
Cha.  Thank'ee,  my  honeft  monitor. 
Grig,   (to  the  Con  ft  able}  Apprehend  the  honeft 
morfter !   I'll  fwear  he  robb'd  me —  here  will  be 
fractures  as  I'm  going  to  be  married,   muft  take 
car,e  of  myfelf  for  the  good  of  pofterity.    (afide) 

[Exit. 

Conjl.  Was  it  Mr.  Jollyboy  he  meant — he  rob! 
•— die  you  (to  Jollyboy) 
Joll.  No. 

Conjl.  An  honeft  man's  Word  again  ft  the  oath  of 
a — good  by'e,  (Jhakes  hands  and  exit) 

Cba.  Here  muft  be  probity,  (gives  Jollyboy  a 
paper) — My  almoner — go  !  you  "  find  out  the 
houfe  of  forrow,"  and  difpenfe  joy. 

Joll.  A  hundred  pounds !  "  I  fhall  get  faucy 
again."  Huzza  !  1  give  you  leave  to  roar  and  be 
happy,  tho'  you  are  a  rich  man,  or  you  mall  laugh 
by  proxy — I'll  be  your  reprefentative  in  joy,  as 
well  as  charity  ;  and  a  bleffing  on  you  as  you  give 
it—  \Exltfinglng. 

Maria.  Brother,  you're  very  wrong  to  entruft 
money  to  him — you're  deceived — he's  not  the  man 
you  think  him ;  I  allure  you,  he  us'd  the  poor 
doctor  moft  horridly — 

Cha.  (afide)  Her  po'6r  dodor  !  Oh,  her  par- 
tiality is  evident,— flandet  fuch  genuine  integrity  ! 
— love  a  wretch  that  cou'd  deny  me  !.  who,  when 
he  fuppos'd  me  in  indigence  treated  me  moft  con- 
temptuoufly— take  him,  let  him  be  a  hulband^ 
but  I  am  no  n.ore  a  brother.  [Exit.. 

Maria. 
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Maria.  What  can  he  mean  ?  (looking  out}  Hea- 
vens! Cure  that's  William— ~he  return'd  too? — 
Then  'twas  my  dear  William  that  Charles  meant — 
perhaps  they  met  abroad — why  at  firft  conceal  it  ? 
Ah  !  William,  the  only  delight  I  Feceiv'd  was  from 
the  thought  that  I  might  lee  you  again,  and  now 
is  it  Urns  my  wifli  is  accompiiih'd  ;  my  father  loves 
us,  he'll  remonftrate  with  Charles  ;  better  his  gold 
had  ftay'd  in  the  mine  than  make  him  violate  the 
deareil  ties  of  duty,  love,  and  triendlhip.  [Exit. 


SCENE  II. 

Inftde  of  Mrs.  Bzllevue's  Cottage. 

A  Table  with  Books,  ffrorkt  aud  New/papers* 

Enter  Mrs.  BELLEVUE. 

Mrs.  Bell.  Maria  has  fent  me  the  news-papers, 
fweet  girl  !  fhe  takes  every  occafion  to  amufe  and 
oblige  me,  (looks  out}  Eh  !  what  ftranger  is 
this? 

Enter  EDWARD. 

Edward,  you  brought  the  poor  man  in,  to  relieve 
him  ?  that  was  right,  my  love — your  brother 
William  is  a  failor,  if  he  lives— and  for  his  fake, 
tho*  we  have  only  a  little,  you  know  it's  always  my 
wifh  to  fpare  when  diftrefs  takes  the  ihape  of  a 
forlorn  feaman. 
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Edw.  Mamma,  he  has  fome  great  bus'nefs  with 
you,  yet,  when  I  told  him  you  was  afleep,  he 
gently  look'd  over  you — bat  I  never  law  fuch  a 
look !  tears  fell  down  his  cheeks — and,  then  for 
fear  of  difturbing  you,  he  fhole  fo  foftly  out  again 
—Sir!  (calling)  [Exit. 

Mrs.  Bel!,  (looking  out]  Perhaps  brings  me  news  of — 

Enter  WILLIAM. 

'Tis  himfelf — my  William  ! — my  dear  beloved  font 
(he  kneels  i  Jhe  throws  her  arms  round  him} 

Will.  Mother,  can  you  forgive  me  ? 

Mrs.  Bell.  No,  the  mother  fhou'd  afk  pardon 
of  her  child — I  banifh'd  you,  my  life's  comfort, 
from  my  arms — from  your  country---!  wrong'd, 
and  heaven  has  avenged  you — Ah  !  William,  look, 
I've  no  home  for  you  ;  and  it's  now  you  feem  moft 
to  want  a  home. 

Will.  Edward  has  told  me.  Cou'd  Allbut  be 
fuch  a  villain  1  didn't  my  uncle  interpofe  with  his 
advice  ?  his  fortune  ? — is  he  in  London,  I'll — 

Mrs.  Bell.  No,  William,  I  mud  now  forget  I 
had  a  brother  !  Since  your  departure  he  has  had 
an  heir  to  his  eftate — a  Baronet's  title  too  !  No, 
Sir  Henry  now  never  fees  me  ! 

Wtll.  But  why  ! 

Mrs.  Bell.  My  fault  is  adveifify,  and  that  the 
profperous  cannot  forgive. 

Will.  Then,  Madam,  I  muft  not  face  my  uncle 
— With  hopes  to  raife  a  fortune  for  Maria,  I 
quitted  the  Captain  with  whom  , you  fent  me — • 
rambled  to  the  Eaft  Indies — but  our  relation  wou'd 
rot  encourage  mydifobedience — I  left  him  in  difgufl 
—and  after  many  perils,  was  returning  in  a  Dutch 

India 
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India  fhip — we  were  taken  by  a  Frenchman,  but  in 
the  night,  I  got  upon  deck  and 

Mrs.  Bell,  (fnatcbing  up  a  news  paper)  Your 
(hip  was  retaken :  then  the  brave  youth  was  not 
drown'd  ! — Was  it  you,  my  William,  that  pre- 
ferv'd— it  was !  I  faid  I  knew  none  fo  likely  to  per- 
form fuch  an  action  as  my  ion,  my  gallant  William 
— oh,  my  child  !  in  this  thread-bare  jacket  ten 
thoufand  times  more  welcome  to  your  fond  Mo- 
ther, than  if  clad  in  jewels  acquired  by  the  plunder 
of  the  unfortunate  !  my  fon !  my  fon  1  (embraces 
him-,  locking  out) — Oh,  the  lady  that  Maria  told 
me  of. 

Will.  And  my  appearance—  [Exit  baftily. 

Enter  LOUISA. 

Louifa.  Madam,  pardon  my  intrufion 

Mrs.  Bell.  Madam,  you  do  me  honour  ;  Maria 
has  informed  me,  that  you  wifh  to  become  an  in- 
mate here. 

Louifa.  I  do,  Madam  ;  the  miller  and  his  wife 
are  good  people,  but  coarfe— the  man  blunt— and 
as  Maria  tells  me,  not  too  honeft — an  afylum  with 
you  will  make  me  happy. 

Mrs.  Bell.  Madam,  that  (hall  be  my  endeavour. 

Louifa.  You  fhou'd  know  iomething  of  me 
tho'  a  Family  difagreement  drove  my  father,  a  man 
of  rank,  from  his  country — I  follow'd  him  to 
France — he  was  a  Captain  in  their  navy — I  hav'n't 
heard  of  him  fome  years,  which  gives  me  much 
doubt  and  uneafmefs,  and  I  retir'cl,  Madam,  to  this 
village,  'till  I  either  might  hear  of  him  or  be  recall'd 
by  my  friends. 

Mrs.  Bell.  Here  you  may  have  tranquillity; 
but  chcarfulnefb  you  muft  bring  with  you. 

VOL.  iv.  L  Louifa. 
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Louifa.  Yes :  but  'twas  taken  from  me  in  my 
way  hither,  by  a  moft  unkind  young  man — juft 
come  from  over  leas — I  believe  only  to  vex  me. 

Mrs.  Bell  Over  feas  ?  What  fort  of  man  ? 

Loutfa.  Oh,  very  handfome. 

Mrs.  Bell.  A  ftranger — it  muft  be  my  William  ! 

Louifa.  Aye ;  I  thought  he  look'd  like  a  falfe 
William. 

Mrs  Bell.  My  fon  ! 

Louifa.  Indeed,  your  fon  !  but  do  you  think  he 
has  given  away  his  heart  ? 

Mrs.  Bell.  He  loves,  and  is  belov'd  (looking 
out)  and  here  comes  the  very  amiable  girl. 

Louifa.  (looking)  Aye  :  the  very  fame 

What  cou'd  (lie  mean  by  her  finefle  to  me  at  the 
mill  this  morning— as  a  meer  ftranger — exprcfs 
fuch  feeling  for  his  iervice  to  her  father !  (afide) 

Enter  MARIA  dre/ed. 

Maria.  Oh,  Madam,  where's  William  ? 

Louifa.  And  (he  left  him  this  moment,   (afide) 

Mrs.  Bell.  Not  far  off— Maria,  you're  very  fine, 
what  is  this  ? 

Maria.  Hav'n't  you  heard  ?  Ah,  Madam,  I  fear 
an  union  with  William  is  now  far  diftant. 

Louifa.  (joyfully)  Is  it  ?— I  a(k  your  pardon9 
Ma'am,  I'm  very  rude,  but  I— I — (confm'd) 

Enter  GRIGSBY. 

Grig,  (to  Maria.)  Now,  my  beloved  (fees  Lou- 
ifa) here  again  ?— want  your  change---hav'n't  fo 
much  in  the  till— fend  you  feven  bottles  of  pep- 
permint—Maria I'll  celebrate  your  brother's  fuc- 
cefsby  illuminating  my  windowi— -the  village  lhan't 

bla^e 
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blaze  in  bonfires,  and  my  houfe  dark — vvifh  I'd  a 
few  fquibs,  or  fome  little  guns  to  make  revolu- 
tions. 

Enter  EDWARD. 

Edw.  (to  Louifa)  Mifs,  a  fervant  in  mourning 
afks  for  you. 

Louifa.  Madam,  your  pardon.        [Exit  haftily. 

Mrs.  Bell.  That  feaman  was  your  brother,  my 
love  j  go  to  him. 

Edw.  What,  William!  [Exit. 

Mrs.  Bell.  But,  Maria,  you  aftonilh  me — what 
can  have  turn'd  your  heart  againft  my  William  ? 

Grig.  Talk  not  of  Williams  or  Georges — her 
heart  muft  turn  to  nobody  but  Jack  Grigfby— her 
noble  brother !  to  give  her  to  me,  in  preference 
to  the  nephew  of  a  baronet ! 

Maria.  To  you?  impoffible  that  Charles  can 
be  fo  abfurd  ! 

Mrs.  Bell.  Nephew  of  a  baronet — muft  mean 
my  boy — Is  Charles  this  rich  man,  whofe  arrival 
has  occafioned  fuch  univerfal  joy? — Oh,  then  his 
contempt  for  my  William  is  accounted  for — here's 
the  world!  flep  this  way,  my  fon — never  mind 
your  drefs.  (calling  off} 

Enter  EDWARD. 

Edw.  Madam,  my  brother's  gone.     He  over- 
heard youall  talking,  and  went  out  greatly  troubled. 
Mrs.  Bell.  How  ! 
Maria.  Which  way,  Edward  ? 

[Exeunt  Mrs.  Bellevue,  Maria,  and  Edward. 

Grig.  Her  brother  giving  Maria  to  me— very 

handfome — but  I  muft  drefs  terrible  fmartim — with 

i  *  the 
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the  eclat  6f  her  fortune,  I  mall  indeed  be  a  phy* 
fician — Doctor  \  Beautiful! — I  will  buy  a  deplo- 
mar — job-coach —pretend  to  be  reading — own 
footman  thump  muffled  knocker— -door  open'd  by 
lady  of  the  houfe — ftep  flowty  up  flairs — fhoes 
creak— chair  plac'd — patient's  bedfide — all  filent, 
reading  my  looks — pinch  of  fnuff — flop  watch — 
fqueeze  pulfe — touch  guinea—beautiful,  thrice 
beautiful !  ha  !  [Exit* 


SCENE  III. 

A  Road. 
Enter  WILLIAM,  agitated. 

Wil.  Maria  falfe !  My  mother  in  indigence—- 
this my  home  !  Where  lhall  I  turn  my  face? — 
Heavens ! 

Enter  ALLBUT  and  WAITER. 

Walt.  You'll  fup  at  our  houfe,  Sir  ? 

Allb.  (feeing  William)  I  don't  like  your  ftrag- 
gling  failors — it's  Willy  Bellevue  ! — He  come 
back  too  fhabby  !  Yes ;  he  wants  to  play  on  us  the 
fame  game  that  Charles  did — certainly  rich — feems 
poor,  only  to  try  us. 

Wait,  (apart  to  Allbut)  Aye,  Sir ;  you've  hit 
it  !  like  Mr.  Willows,  he  certainly  has  brought 
home  the  fhiners — and  I'll  tell  'em  fo  up  at  our 
houfe.  (<ifide,  runs  off) 

Allb.  He'll  play  the  devil  with  me  for  ranfacking 
his  mamma  !  OhJ  this,  'twas  that  puff'd  Mrs. 
Bellevue  up  when  fhe  trim'd  us  fo  this  morning — ' 

I'll 
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I'll  feem  to  think  him  poor — then  the  greater  me- 
rit in  my  kindnefs,  Willy  Bellevue  !  (joyfully] 

WiL  (afide}  The  wealthy  brute  that  oppreiVd 
my  mother. 

Allb.  I'm  fo  glad  to  fee  you  come  home  again  ! 

W"iL  Glad  !  If  I  had  even  gone  away  in  your 
debt,  I  have  brought  no  money  to  pay  you. 

Allb.  Sly!  (aftde)— Talk  of  money  between 
friends;  I  laid  when  you  went  abroad,  you  were 
too  honeft,  like  Charley  Willows,  to  make  for- 
tunes, by  cutting  Rajahs  throats — and  running  off 
with  their  coats. 

J¥il.  Has  Charles  brought  home  money  ? 

Allb.  He  has,  my  honey.  My  fweet  boy,  he 
has  been  as  great  a  rogue  to  get  pelf,  as  yourfelf, 
or  myfelf  (afidt)  He  has  been  ranfacking  abroad  ; 
brought  home  rupees  enough  to  fill  a  porter-butt. 
— No,  give  me  the  honeft  confcientious  man,  tho' 
he  hasn't  a  halfpenny  to  buy  his  dog  a  roll — and 
Billy,  I  refpeft  you  by  my  foul ! 

IVIL  Charles  make  fortunes  !  this  doesn't  cor- 
refpond  with  his  {lory  to  me— -perhaps,  flaming 
away  to  procure  a  little  civility  from  them— 
(fliouting  and  joy-bells  without} 

Allb.  That  dog  of  a  waiter  has  been  blowing 
this  news  all  about,  (afide}  Don't  mix  with  that 
rabble  at  the  Rofe ;  cofne  to  my  houfe. 

Enter  a  VARIETY  of  CHARACTERS. 

All.  Huzza !  Welcome  home  Squire  Bel- 
levue ! 

i  ft  Man.  Sir,  if  you]  make  a  purchafe  of  lands 
here  I  (hall  be  happy  to  lay  out  your  grounds. 

2d  Man.  Sir,  I've  the  letting  an  excellent  man- 
fion- houfe,  woodland,  warren,  and  trout- ftream. 
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3d  Man.  Your  honor,  if  you're  not  ehgag'd, 
I'm  a  taylor — fhall  be  proud  to  work  for  you. 

4th  Man.  All  forts  of  haberdalhery — town  prices. 

5th  Man.  My  Ihop — perfumery — firft  quality. 

Allb.  Devil's  in  you  all ;  not  even  civil  without 
fome  view  j  but  when  I  thought  him  as  poor  as 
Jonas,  I  offered  him  my  houfe  and  all  its  comforts. 
There  was  liberality  !  I  defpife  oftentation,  I  do 
fuch  charities  in  fecret,  that  nobody  ever  knows 
any  thing  about  them.  You  felf-interefted  pack! 
'come  daubing  him  with  your  flummery  ! 

Enter  VILLAGERS    with    Eleftion  Chair,    and 

JOLLYBOY. 

Pillagers.  Chair  Squire  Bellevue  !  Huzza ! 

Joll.  This  is  popularity  !  To-day  they'll  make 
brutes  of  themfelves,  and  drag  your  coach  about ; 
to-morrow  they'll  burn  you  in  effigy,  with  a  great 
wig  and  paper  pin'd  to  your  back  ! 

Wil>  My  good  friends,  you're  wrong.  I'm  not 
come  home  worth  a  fixpence. 

Allb.  Charles  faid  the  fame,  and  my  numb-fcuH'd 
wife  was  fending  him  into  the  kitchen.  He  fhall 
not  go  up  to  the  Bear.  Come  to  my  houfe,  tho* 
you  haven't  a  foufe  \  (they  gather  round  him) 

WM.  I  requeft  you'll  defift.  (they  chair  and  raife 
him  on  their  Jlwulders) 

[Exeunt  flouting. 


END    OF    THE    FOURTH    ACT, 
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ACT     V. 


SCENE  I. 

A  Drawing-Room  in  ALLBUT'-J  Houfe. 
ALLBUT. 


Peter  !    Put  wax  in  the  girandoles  and 
cluftres  —  blazing  clutters. 

Enter  Mrs.  ALLBUT. 

Mrs.  /I.  I  hope  you  hav'n't  afk'd  Mr.  Willows 
and  his  party  to  come  here  ? 

Allb.  No  :  but  there's  another  young  old  friend 
of  ours  arriv'd  in  England  Running  about  and  ad- 
jufting  the  furniture]  —  Jenny  !  bid  cook  buftle, 
take  thofe  clumfy  furtouts  off,  and  unmafk  the 
damafk. 

Mrs.  A.  What  do  you  mean  by  your  buftles  and 
illuminations  ? 

Allb.  I  tell  you  here's  a  Gentleman  —  (knocking 
without}  —  there  he  is  —  give  me  a  kifs  ? 

Mrs.  A.  \Vi:h  fweet  content  to  conjugal  endear-  - 
ments  thus  the  turtle-dove  -  Oh,  fie  !  (going  to 
him  finding) 

Allb.  Lord  !  I  don't  want  to  kifs  you  —  I  only 
faid  ir  for  the  rhyme's  fake. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  A.  Perhaps  indeed  fome  perfon  of  condU 
lion  is  coming — (goes  to  the  glafs] 

Allb.  This  way,  dear  Sir— —Mrs.  Allbut  waits 
the  honor  of  receiving  you. 

Mrs.  A.  Why  didn't  you  give  me  more  notice  ? 

Allb.  Pray,  walk  in,  Sir, 

Enter  WILLIAM. 

Mr.  Bellevue,  Mrs.  Allbut,  (introducing  them] 

Mrs.  A.  (Jlarts)  Ah  ! — introduce  your  tarpau- 
lins to  me who's  there  ?  Shew  the  fellow  out. 

Wil.  Madam,  though  its  a  novelty  being  deli  red 
to  quit  this  houfe — yet,  as  it  was  once  my  mother's, 
I  think  I  can  find  the  way.  (going) 

Allb.  Stop,  my  fweet  Willy  !  (holds  him.  Apart 
to  Mrs.  A.}  The  devil's  in  you — are  you  going  to 
make  the  fame  blunder  with  him.  you  did  with 
Charley  Willows  ?  You  won't  be  convinc'd  that 
he's  come  home  with  the  cafh,  till  you  fee  the 
banker's  chariot.  Billy,  be  feated. 

Mrs.  A.  Upon  my  fopha  !  (pulls  it  away]  Go 
about  your  bufinefs. 

Mb.  Stay,  Peter  !  A  bottle  of  fack  for  me 
and  my  friend. 

WIL  Now  is  it  the  wife  or  the  hufband  that  gives 
me  the  real  welcome  ?  (afide}  [Peter  Jerves  wine. 

Allb.  Here's  friendfhip  without  intereft,  and  a 
fpeedy  kick-up  to  all  fcoundrels.  (drinks  and  coughs] 

Mrs.  A.  One  wou'd  think,  Sir,  that  you  got  the 
wine  out  o'  th'  rivers — I  infift 

Allb.  (apart}  So  rich — brought  home  from  the 
Indies — my  dear  Billy'  (/bakes  hands}  cargoes  of 
nankeens,  bamboos,  pepper,  tea,  china,  fontara-, 
gree,  lacca,  and  bagatapaex.  Love,  doesn't  BiJIy 

look 
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look  charmingly  ?  The  dolts  without  there  think 
him  quire  a  man  of  gold— and  I  humour'd  them 
in  it,  tho'  I  knew  'twas  no  fuch  thing — 'apart) 
he  has  money  enough  to  ruin  us  for  choufing  his 
mother. 

Mrs.  A.  (clanging  her  manner)  Proteft  I  did  not 
know  him  at  firft ! 

Allb.  There,  you  fee  (he  did  not  know  you  at 
firft—  (apart}  feem  to  think  him  poor,  and  behave 
kind  to  him. 

Mrs.  A.  And  the  Willows'  family — this  croud 
of  fuccefs  is  fo  provoking!  (afide)  My  dear  Wil- 
liam, I  am  forry  for  your  own  fake,  you've  had 
no  better  fortune  abroad ;  but  you  are  as  wel- 
come  

Allb.  As  the  poftman  ! 

Wil.  When  I  reflect  on  certain  proceedings  to- 
wards my  mother,  I  am  at  a  lofs  how  to  account 
for  this  very  extraordinary  kindnefs  to  myfelf. 

Allb..  Billy— didn't  I  tell  you  the  good  lady 
cou'dn't  (loop  to  live  in  this  fcene  of  bufmefs  ? 

Mrs.  A.  Mrs.  Bellevue,  my  dear,  you  know, 
was  a  woman  of  quality— defpis'd  every  mecha- 
nic idea,  and  we  indulged— let  her  have  her  own 
way. 

Allb.  I've  plagu'd  myfelf  with  the  whole  pro- 
perty, merely  to  rid  the  dear  gentlewoman  of  the 

trouble  of  bufmefs I've  toil'd,  while  (he  lives 

fnug  in  the  cottage  without  a  care  to  make  a  grey 
hair.  Peter,  has  John  taken  the  coach  for  Mrs. 
Bellevue  ? 

Mrs.  A.  (ajide]  My  coach! 
IVll.  Sir,  I'll  call  and  bring  my  mother. 
Allb.  I  fuflfer  the  dear  lady  to  muffle  through 
the  mud  '.-What  fhould  a  gentleman  keep  a  coach 
VOL.  iv.  M  for 
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for,  but  to  accomodate  people  that  are  genteel  and 
honed— Go !  (to  Peter) 

Peter.  Our  coach  for  the  poor  widow— well  ! 

[Exit. 

Wil.  (afide)  Some  balance  this  againft  Charles's 
unkind  conduct. 

Allb.  Billy,  conceal  your  poverty  and  you'll  get 
enough  to  help  you ;  for  your  fordid  rafcals  are 
always  thrufting  their  money  on  thofe  they  are 
fure  don't  want  it ;  your  travels  may  have  exhaufted 
your  cam — command  my  purfe.  (gives  money  to 
William} 

Mrs.  A.  Nay,  my  love  ;  you  muftn't  engrofs  all 
Mr.  Bellevue's  compliments — my  dear  William 
accept— I'll  not  be  refus'd— -(giving  him  her  purfe) 

Wil.  Eh  !  the  world  feems  better  than  I  thought 
it  (afide\— Pray,  Sir,  how  long  has  the  marriage 
been  talk'd  of  between  Maria  and  your  Doctor 
here? 

Mrs.  A.  The  firft  I  heard  of  it. 

Allb.  Or  I,  hufh  ! — Only  from  their  finding 
out  your  empty  pockets. 

Wil.  Really  ! 

Allb.  (afide)  I'll  get  the  doctor's  bones  broke- 
offer  to  take  ten  pounds  from  me  !  Grifby's  a 
terrible  rival !  abus'd  you  at  fuch  a  rate  only 
for  thinking  of  his  Maria — my  love,  you  know 
he  faid  he'd  kick  Billy. 

Wil.  Scoundrel  !  but  is  he  worth  my  anger  ? 
I'll  confult  my  Irilh  friend  the  Captain,  (ajide) 
(a  loud  knocking  without}  if  you  expect  company 
permit  me  to  retire. 

Allb.  Poh !  what's  a  man's  outfide  ?  We'll  pack 
'em  off,  and  then  us  three  will  make  a  party  quarre 
over  a  fnug  bit  of  fupper.  [Exeunt  W~il*  and  Allb. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  A.  (looking  out]  Mrs.  Bellevue  in  my 
houfe  !  this  is  indeed  a  facrifke  to  intereft  ! 

Enter  PETER. 

Peter.  Ma'am,  Mrs.  Bellevue  wou'dn't  com« 
in  the  coach. 

Mrs  A.  Proud  wretch !  ay :  fhe'll  not  join  in 
William's  deception  upon  us ;  our  fudden  notice 
of  her  will  appear  fo  unaccountable,  I  fcarce  know 
what  colour  to  give  it. 

Enter  Mrs.  BELLEVUE. 

Mrs.  Sell.  Thefe  people  muft  have  fome  motive 
for  their  reverfe  of  conduct— has  Providence 
wrought  it  in  their  hearts,  or  do  they  dread  my 
fon's  indignation  ;  and  yet  who  is  faultlefs  !  If 
their  contrition  is  real,  I  ihou'd  meet  it  with  for- 
givenefs— Oh,  Madam,  I  hope  you'll  excufe  my 
warmth  this  morning. 

Mrs.  A.  Madam,  pray  don't  mention  it,  as  the, 
poet  fays, 

«'  The  heart  that's  wounded  by  the  dart  of  date, 
"  Affumes  in  dire  diilrels  lublimer  ftate." 

It  hurts  me,  Madam,  to  think— -that—ftill  fome 
little  mifunderftanding  or  other  Ihou'd  have  un- 
luckily kept  us  at  fuch  a  diftance,  I  fear  I  have 
been  wrong— the  fight  again  of  your  dear  William, 
revived  fparks  of  former  kindnefs. 

Mrs.  Bell.  Accept  my  thanks  for  the  reception 
you  have  given  him— he  left  mejuit  now  in  greac 
trouble  of  mind. 

Mrs.  A.  Madam,  won't  you  pleafe  to  fit — Peter 

get  Chocolate.  (Exitfervant)    Now,  Madam,  you 

M  2  ihou'd 
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fhou'd  he  happy-— how  aftonifhingly  Mr.  William's 
improved  ! 

Mrs.  Bell.  He's  certainly  very  good,  and  I  am 
fure  he  has  gratitude— he's  hurtexceedingiy  atfome 
change  in  his  friend  Charles,  but  your  attention 
to  him  in  his  prefent  diftreiTed  circumftances 

Mrs.  A.  DiftrefTed  circumftances  !  Gratitude  ! 
Can  (he  too  give  into  this  little  artifice  her  fon  is 
playing  off  upon  us  ?  I'll  try  her  farther,  (ajide) 
Life  is  fubjecl:  to  viciffitude,  and  did  we  withdraw 
our  countenance  from  our  friends  in  the  hour  of 
calamity  we  fhould  be  barbarians,  Mrs.  Bellevuc. 

Mrs.  Bell.  But,  Madam,  though  my  fon  is  now  in 
poverty,  and  has  found  me  in  extreme  indigence--- 

Mrs.  A.  Poverty  ? 

Mrs.  Bell.  The  hour  may  yet  corne  when— 

Mrs.  A.  Stop,  Madam  ;  (rifes)  anfwer  me— Is 
your  ion's  diftrefs  real  ?  It  muft  be  fo— this 
proud  creature  is  above  fallhood. 

Enter  PETER,  offers  chocolate  to  Mrs.  BELLEVUE — 
Mrs.  ALLEUT  puts  it  afide. 

What's  the  blockhead  about?  Mr.  Allbut!  (calling 
off) 

Enter  ALLBUT. 
That  fellow  isn't  worth  a  {hilling  ! 

Allb.  What  my  fweet  Willy !    No  ? 

Mrs.  Sell.  I'm  fure  he  cou'dn't  attempt  to  im- 
pofe  the  contrary  upon  you. 

Mb.  He  did!  Becaufe  he  faid  he  was  poor,  i 
thought  he  was  rich— it's  fuch  a  lying  world  ! 
Give  him  a  fupper  !— Betty  !  Take  the  pig  from 
the  fire ! 

Mrs.  A.  He  took  my  purfe. 

Mrs.  Bell.  So  then,  all  this  humanity  that  I— 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  A.  I  like  people  chattering  of  humanity, 
that  have  nothing  to  lofe  by  it ! 

Allb.  Fine  talk  of  hofpitality,  when  they  can't 
lay  in  coals  enough  to  boil  an  egg  for  their  fallad  ! 
Peter  !  Where's  the  failor? 

Pster.  Sir,  he  went  out,  he  faid,  to  look  for 
fome  Iriih  Captain. 

Allb.  Bring  an  Irifh  Captain  upon  us ! 

Mrs.  A.  We're  robb'd  !  [Exit. 

Allb.  And  bobb'd  !  [Exit.. 

Mrs.  Sell.  What  can  they  mean  ?  What  new 
mifchief  to  my  unhappy  child. 

Enter  Captain  MULLINAHACK. 

Capt.  M.  Pray,  my  pretty  lad,  was  there  e'er  a 
young  William  come  in  here  ? 

Mrs.  Bell.  1  fancy  you  mean  my  fon,  Sir. 

Capt.  M.  Your  fon !— -  then  this  is  his  mother — 
a  moft  noble  prefence !  afide] — Stop  (/o  Peter]  fup- 
pofe  I  partake  of  thefe  people's  kindnefs,  and  fave 
them  the  trouble  of  an  invitation — Madam,  will 
you  do  me  the  honor  to  take  a  difh  of  chocolate  ? 

Mrs.  Bell.  Sir,  have  you  feen  my  fon  ?  -What 
do  the  Allbuts'  intend  ? — I  am  tortur'd  with  the 
moft  extreme  and  perplexing  folicitude  ! 

Capt.  M.  Poor  lady  !  Then  I'll  divert  her  for- 
rows  with  an  account  of  my  own  misfortunes,  (afide) 
Firft,  Madam,  it  may  be  neceflary  to  inform  you, 
I'm  an  Irimman  and  a  foreign  officer ;  but  when 
I  did  accept  a  French  commifllon,  England  had 
no  fhare  in  the  quarrel ;  for,  Madam,  let  me  be 
blown  from  the  mouth  of  a  cannon,  when  I  turn 
my  face  as  an  enemy  againft  Great-Britain,  my  ho- 
nor'd  country  !  or  my  gracious  King  ! 
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Mrs.  Bell.  But,  Sir,  your  acquaintance  with 
my  fon  ? 

Capt.  M.  Oh,  we  fought  ourfelves  into  the  ftric- 
teft  amity- —Madam,  I  took  a  Dutch  prize,  and 
he  took  it  from  me— fo  when  my  kicking  and 
cuffing  about  cou'dn't  fave  it,  I  jump'd  over- 
board. 

Mrs.  Bell.  How,  Sir 

Capt.  M.  And  to  fecure  myfelf  a  welcome  in 
't'other  world,  I  brought  the  brave  boy,  your  fon, 
along  with  me. 

Mrs.  Sell.  Oh,  heavens !  then  it  is 

Capt.  M.  We  were  pick'd  up  together,  and  got 
to  more — our  little  money  was  foon  fpent — loyalty 
forbids  my  return  to  France 

Mrs,  Bell.  To  what  perils  have  I  expos'd  my 
boy! 

Capt.  M.  My  brother,  Ma'am,  is  a  Lord  ;  no 
fault  of  his  for,  he  was  born  to  it — not  Madam,  a 
humpy  Lord  ;  but  a  real  Right  Honorable,  that 
can  row  a  boat  and  play  cricket — 

Mrs.  Bell,'  But,  Sir— -('with  anxiety) 

Capt.  M.  Madam,  I  don't  know  how  it  was ; 
but  we  cou'dn't  agree,  and  you  know  that  mull 
have  been  his  fault,  becaufe  I  bappen'd  to  marry 
one  day— my  wife  had  only  beauty  and  virtue, 
and  I  fpent  my  own  little  fortune  in  all  the 
fplendor  of  a  younger  brother  j  then  I  came  away 
in  a  huff. 

Mrs.  Bell.  Sir;  will  you  be  a  friend  to  my  fon  ? 

Capt.  M.  Aye,  Madam  ;  and   1  hope  I  can  be 

a  friend  to  him  :  for    our  family  eftate   and  title 

defcend  only  in  the  male  line  ;  to  be  fure  my  elder 

brother's  wife,  the  Lady   Caftle-Somers  was  juft 

"drought  to  bed  i  but  1  left  Ireland  in  fuch  a  hurry, 

that 
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that  I  don't  know  this  moment,  whether  I  am  an 
aunt  or  an  uncle. 

Re-enter  ALLBUT. 

Allb.  I'll  have  him. 

Capt.  M.  Sir,  will  you  take  a  difh  of  chocolate? 
(drinks) 

Allb.  What!  (faring} 

Re-enter  Mrs.  ALLBUT. 

Capt.  M.  Madam,  do  you  prefer  dry  toaft,  or 
cake  ? 

Mrs.  A.  Take  our  money  !  Madam,  not  the 
kaft  neceffity  for  honoring  us  any  longer  with  the 
company  of  perfons  of  your  rank. 

Mrs.  Bell.  The  intrufion  wasn't  my  choice; 

Capt,  M.  Nor  mine ;  but  fince  they're  hertt 
Madam  maka  free. 

Mrs.  A.  You  make  very  free  ! 

Allb.  To  fup  our  tea. 

Capt.  M.  Oh,  you're  come  here  to  drink  tea ; 
never  mind  being  afham'd  about  it — you're  heartily 
welcome. 

Mrs.  A.  Can  the  man  know  that  we're  in  our 
own  houfe  ? 

Capt.  M.  (furpriz*  d  fets  down  his  cup)  Oh,  you're 
Mrs.  Allbut — then  there's  iixpence  for  your  cup 
of  chocolate,  and  keep  the  halfpenny  yourfelf, 
(throws  down  money) 

Allb.  Here's  an  affront  \  (puts  the  money  in  hit 
pocket) 

Mrs.  Bell.  Sir,  can  I  fpeak  with  you  ? — you  can 
give  me  information  that  my  fon's  modefty  will  noc 
luffer  him  to  clifcovcr. 

CapL 
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Capt.  M.  (bowing,  takes  her  land}  Mr.  Allbut, 

Sir,  I  have  the  honour  to — (Allbut  bows)  defpife 

you.  [Exit  leading  Mrs.  Bellevue. 

(a  foot  heard  at  a  diftance) 

Enter  PETER. 

Peter.  Oh,  Ma'am,  I  fear  I've  done  mifchief— I 
lent  a  cafe  of  piftols  out  of  the  hall  to  young  Bel- 
levue. 

Allb.  William  taken  piftols— ah,  true— gone 
after  Doftor  Grigfby— then  I  know  where  to  find 
my  purfe  that  I  gave  Willy  — Peter— my  juftice 
wig—  musn't  lofe  my  money  !  I'm  a  magiftrate, 
and.  authority  begins  at  home.  \Exit. 


SCENE  II. 

Before  GRIGSBY'S  Houfe.     Candles  at  a  Window. 
Enter  GRICSBY  and  SHOPMAN. 

Shop.  Sir,  do  you  think  we've  candles  enough  up  ? 

Grig.  No.  I  wiih  we  had  coloured  lamps—a 
fine  tranfparent  C.  W.  Mr.  Charley  Willows 
would  take  that  for  fuch  a  high  compliment—- 
They've made  a  bonfire  at  the  Rofe  and  Crackers 
— fince  I've  no  pateraroes,  I'll  give  another  double 
fiiot.  (takes  piftols) 

Shop.  Oh,  Sir,  you'll  alarm  the  whole  village ! 

[Exit. 

Grig.  (Bawling)  Tom  !  touch  'em  with  tur- 
pentine, and  they'll  be  ready  to  light  up  as  foon  as 
its  da  k.  Have  I  the  fquibs  ?— yes,  how  I'll  fling 
'em  about !— the  Landlord  of  the  Rofe  won't  take 

his 
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his  wine  from  me,  tho*  1  made  him  a  prefent  of 
two  decanters,  fixteen  to  the  dozen—a  nice  occa- 
iion  to  break  his  windows— the  glazier's  my  cuf- 
tomer  !  Now  I'll  go  up  to  drink  tea  with  my  bride, 
and  lay  my  vardi  againft  Jollyboy-  -a  few  links  to 
my  palifadoes— noble  blaze  !  (goes  in) 

Enter  CAPTAIN  MULLINAHACK. 

Capt.  M.  Let  Sir  Henry  Check,  whoever  he  is 
wait !  Bufinefs  muft  give  way  to  honour.  William 
fays  that  his  rival  is  one  of  the  learned  profeflions ; 
but  whether  in  the  law  or  the  army  I  quite  forget. 
However,  my  friend  can't  be  degraded  by  fighting 
iiim.  I  muft  deliver  my  meflage  in  a  decent 
manner 

Re-enter  GRIGSBY. 

But  which  is^-oh,  Mr.  jack  Pudding !  Which 
is  Grigfby's  ? 

Grig.  Sir,  what  do  you  want  with  Mr.  Grigfby  ! 

Capt.  M.  I'm  come  to  call  him  out. 

Grig*  Well,  he's  out  already. 

Capt.  M.  O,  you  mean  he's  not  at  home.  Now 
here  I'm  making  a  blowing-horn  of  this  bufmefs, 
and  we  mall  have  the  meriffs  and  beadles  all  about 
us— (0/fofc)  I  don't  come  about  any  quarrel. 

Grig.  Who  cares  whether  you  do  or  no — What 
the  devil  do  you  want  with  me  ? 

Capt.  M.  You !  Oh,  this  is  a  comical  looking 
learned  profeflbr.  (af.de)  Then  you  are  the  gentle- 
man ? 

Grig.  Gentleman — he,  he,  he  ! — civil  enough — 
but  his  brogue,  moft  infernal  hellebore,  (ajlde] 

VOL.  IV.  N  Capt. 
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Capt.  M.  Firfl,  Sir,  I'm  an  officer. 

Grig.  Cuftom-houfe  (ajide) — come  to  fearch  ? 
dam'me,  Sir,  down  into  my  cellar — I  have  a  few 
gallons  of  nullage  among  my  pieces  of  wine,  fo 
flourim  your  gauging- rule— who  cares  for  your 
excife  fcratching- irons,  and  meafuring  gallopers. 

Capt.  M.  Softly,  foftly,  with  your  fcratching 
and  galloping.  I'm  come  from  a  gentleman. 

Grig,  (aftde)  Oh,  an  order!  Sir,  befides  my 
old  bottl'd,  I've  neat  wine  in  the  wood. 

Capt.  M.  Wood  !  yes,  you  feem  to  have  a  fup 
in  your  head— be  quiet— I  am  come  from 

Grig.  Oh,  a  patient ! 

Capt.  M.  My  friend  is 

Grig.  Dropfical? 

Capt.  M.  No  !  my  friend  is 

Grig.  Feveretical? 

Capt.M.  No!  he's 

Grig.  Gout  or  rheumatical  ? 

Capt.  M.  Not  in  the  leaft ;  he's 

Grig.  Erifypelatical  ? 

Capt.  M.  No  !  I  tell  you  he's 

Grig.  Sanguine  apoplectical  ? 

Capt.  M.  (impatient)  No,  no  I    Sir  !    no !    he's 
exceedingly  hurt 

Grig.  Hurt !  oh,  a  fracture  in  the  os  caries. 

Capt.  M.  No,  Sir  !  but 

Grig.  A  luxation  of  the  os  humerum. 

Capt.  M.  No  fuch  thing,  Sir !  it's 

Grig.  A  diflocation  of  the  membrum  funerun*. 

Capt.  M.  Zounds,  Sir,  no 

Grig.  A  gibbous  body  in  the  latera. 

Capt.  M.  'Sblood,  Sir,  no,  no !  I  tell  you  no ! 
Why  my  friend's  coming  here  to  (hoot  magpies. 

Grig. 
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Grig  Then,  zounds,  Sir,  tell  me  what  is  his 
complaint,  for  it  is  impoffible  I  can  guefs  it. 

Capt.  M.  Sir,  he  does  not  complain  about  it  j  but 
you  might  have  known  that  he  has  an  affection  - 

Grig.  Oh,  a  con  vul  five  affection  in  the  midriff 
-  thefe  arife  from  ill  humours  in  the  -  - 

Capt.  M.  He*s  good-humour'd  enough,  Sir, 
yet  he  cannot  digeft 

Grig.  A  bad  digeftion  ?—  I  underftand  —  alexi- 
pharmic  —  then,  Sir,  after  fpeaking  aloud,  fmging, 
running,  or  drinking,  as  we  of  the  faculty  fay,  dilu- 
factttious  liquification  of  fwallow's  neft--rhe  fhou'd 
take  four  fcruples,  two  drams— 

Capt.  M.  He  is  a  gentleman,  and  defpifes  drink- 
ing drams  —  Sir,  I  don't  know  what  you  mean  ? 

Grig.  I  mean,  Sir,  water-gruel,  if  his  ftomach's 
ill. 

Capt.  M.  He  has  a  very  good  ftorqach  ;  fo  have 
I—  water-gruel  !  By  the  fmoke  of  all  your  chim- 
nies,  your  pots  and  fpits  go  merrily,  but  a  man 
may  walk  about  and  look  at  the  outfide  of  your 
houfes  - 

Grig.  What! 

Capt.  M.  Sir,  don't  talk  of  water  gruel. 

Grig.  Why  true,  Sir,  as  we  of  the  faculty  fay, 
fome  prefer  butter-milk  —  but 

Capt.  Jlf  .  Oh,  here's  a  national  reflection  !  -  - 
Hark'ee,  friend,  talk  again,  of  potatoes  an4  but- 
ter-milk, and  I'll  break  your  pate. 

Grig.  Why,  Sir,  fheep's-head  broth  is  more 
mucilaginous,  as  a  lacteal  lachrymoligon,  with  an 
cmmolient  mixture  of  Jews-ears  -  • 

Capt.  M.  Stop  !—  don't  fay  another  word,  bu$ 
tell  me  what  you  mean  ! 
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Grig.  What  do  I  mean? — Album  grecum 

a  decodion  of  logwood -there's  expectoration 

for  you ! 

Capt.  M  Will  you  give  my  friend  the  meeting  ? 

Grig.  Certainly. 

Capt.  M.  And  will  you  give  him  fatisfaction  ? 

Grig.  I  flatter  myfelf  1  am  able  to  do  that— -I 
don't  fear  giving  fatisfadion  to  him  and  his  whole> 
family — J'll  cure  him 

Capt.  M.  Here  he  comes. 

Grig.  Abroad  !  here's  variety  ! — a  patient  com- 
ing out  without  the  help  of  an  undertaker ! 

Enter  WILL* AM. 

Wil.  This  affair,  end  as  it  may,  muft  alarm  my 
mother,  (afide)'  Well,  Captain,  have  you  told 
him  ? — But  wou'dn't  a  caning — (apart) 

Capt.  M.  Fie,  fie,  to  be  fure  he'safoul-tnouth'4 
man  ;  but  he's  ready  to  anfwer  jvh'at  he  fays. 
!   Wil.  I'm  afliam'd  to  tell  my  friend,  this  fellow's 
fo  defpicable ;  yet,  then  he'd  not  think  of  urging  a 
ferious  contention. 

Grig.  Why  it's  Willy  Bellevue  !  his  pia  mater ! 
(looking  at  fas  forehead)  HOW  d'ye  do  ?  (/hakes 
bands) 

Capt.  M..  That's  right!  Courage  without  ma- 
lice— VVe'll  all  ftep  yonder,  and  in  five  minutes, 
time  perform  the  operation. 

Grig.  Operation  ! my  inftrumertts- — - 

Capt.  M.  That  feems  a  very  good  cafe  in  your 
hand,  (pointing  to  Grig,  pijlols) 
.   Grig.  Thefe  !  ha,  ha,  ha  !  That  will  be  one  way 
of  curing  indeed  !— very  good--  after  a  leaden  pill, 
the  patient  cou'd  never  complain  o*  th*  doctor  ! 
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Wll.  Trifling  with  this  fool !— I'll  fee  Maria  and 
upbraid  her— No !  I'll  infift  upon  an  explanation 
from  Charles [Exit. 

Capt.  M.  Stop,  William !  Come  this  way,  and 
among  the  trees  we'll  finifli  it. 

Grig.  The  trees!  Step  into  my  little  parlour. 

Capt.  M.  Little  parlour !  Oh,  you  don't  want 
to  fettle  the  affair  'crofs  a  table. 

Grig.  I'll  tie  him  in  a  chair. 

Capt.  M.  Will  you  ? 

Grig.  Then  with  my  faw 

Capt.  M.  Saw  ! Death  and  'ouns,  if  you're 

fo  defperate,  have  you  got  a  fecond  ? 

Grig.  He's  gone  out  for  candles !  Bring  my 
razor — hem — my  amputating  knife  ! 

Cjpt.  M.  Dp  you  think  we're  in  America  going 
upon  a  fcalping  party  !  draw— and  by  the  heavens 
I'll 

Grig.  Bring  my  falve-box,  diachylon,  and  tour- 
niquet. 
.   Capt.  M.  None  o'  your  tourniquetsor tomahawks. 

Grig.  I'll  handle  you  as  gently— The  lint  and 
bandage- -I'll  give  you  fuch  a  dreffing— 

Capt.  M.  Handle  me  !  I'll  give  you,  a  dreffing  ! 
(beats  Grigjby) 

Grig.  Help!  Murder! 

Enter  ALLBUT,  CONSTABLE,  W  JOLLY  BOY. 

Allb.  Here,   Conftable,  knock  him  down   and 

take  him  up  !  •  Exit  Grifoy. 

He  has  broke  the  peace  !  Why  didn't  you  beat 
jiim  ? — I'll  have  Juflice! 
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Capt.  M.  I've  heard  of  your  juftice  to  poor  Mrs. 
Bellevue,  the  mother  of  my  friend  William !  (collars 
Allbui)  Liften,  oppreflbr  of  the  widow— plunderer 
of  the  orphan — you  call  for  juftice !  As  I  now 
(hake  your  ugly  body  before  this  blefied  fun  that's 
going  down  upon  your  head,  let  your  villainous  foul 
tremble  at  night  upon  your  pillow,  you  fcoundrel ! 

[Exit. 

Joll.  Bravo  Captain!  Oh,  how  I  mould  like 
to  crofs  the  rough  ocean  of  life  in  confort  with 
fuch  a  man  of  war— we'd  chace  affliction,  take  dif- 
trefs'd  merit  under  our  convoy,  and  bring  it  fafe 
to  the  harbour  of  comfort. 

Allb.  What  d'ye  talk  of,  Captain  !  I'd  keep  up 
a  fire  with  e'er  an  admiral  in  the  navy. 

Joll.  Yes,  in  a  fnug  parlour  with  a  poker  in  your 
hand.  I've  lectured  Mrs.  Allbut,  and  me  has  pro- 
mis'd,  inftead  of  wiping  away  her  tears  at  fictitious 
woe,  when  real  tnifery  appears,  that  fhe'll  put  her 
hand  in  her  pocket— and  now  a  word  with  you. 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE  III:  and  lafl, 

The  Tillage. 
Enter  CHARLES,  drefs'd. 

Cka.  I  will  not  be  acceffary  to  Maria's  certain 
difgrace  and  future  unhappinefs,  by  tacitly  comply- 
ing with  her  caprice ;  her  union  with  this  Grifby 
mult  not  be— Oh,  Sir  Henry— a  fine  woman  with 
tyim!  why  its  my  adorable  ! 

Enter 
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Enter  SIR  HENRY  CHECK  and  LOUISA  Jrefs'J. 

Louifa.  You're  very  good,  Sir  Henry. 

Sir  H.  Sir — Mifs  Louifa  Somers— Madam,  this 

Louifa.  Oh,  Sir  Henry,  1  could  have  introduced 
this  gentleman  to  you.  We  have  met  before — 
haven't  we,  Sir? 

Cha.  To  my  infinite  pleafure,  Madam. 

Sir  H.  This  is  very  well— then  fince  you're 
already  acquainted,  I  hope  a  flmilarity  of  fenti- 
ment  will  fave  me  even  a  wifh  for  a  more  tender 
intercourfc  between  two  fuch  amiable  perfbns. 
(Going} 

Louifa.  Now,  Sir  Henry,  pray  don't  go. 

Sir  H.  But  Madam,  didn't  I  promife  to  find  a 
very  unexpected  friend  for  you  ?  Expecl:  foon  to 
fee  him. 

Louifa.  To  oblige  me,  won't  you  excufc  Sir 
Henry  ?  (to  Charles) 

Cba.  Certainly,  Madam,  when  the  caufe  leaves 
me  with  a  lady  I  fo  much  admire. 

Sir  H.  (apart  to  Charles}  Follow  that,  Mr.  Wil- 
lows—She is  niece  to  an  Irifh  peer-- -a  defirable  al- 
liance !  When  your  fitter  Maria  gives  her  hand  to 
my  nephew,  our  family  will  be  very  leading  in  both, 
kingdoms.  (Sir  Henry  and  Charles  confer) 

Louifa.  This  Mr.  Bellevue's  experiment  to  prove- 
his  friend  was  well  enough ;  but  his  conduct  to  his 
mother  and  this  young  lady  is  very  equivocal  j 
leaves  one  in  a  cottage,  and  breaks  a  folemn  engage- 
ment to  the  other,  fafide] 

Sir.  H.  Moft  obedient  Mr.  Willows.         [£j/7, 

Louifa.  Sir,  I  wiuYd  for  an  occafion  to  talk  to 
you  a  little,  and  you  (hall  not  again  fend  me  out 

of 
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of  the  way:  "  Ma'am,  I  beg  your  pardon,  I  mud: 
fpeak  to  this  lady" — and  the  poor  favour'd  damfel 
foon  after  follows  me  in  a  mower  of  piteous  tears — 
don't  be  offended ;  but  I  muft  inquire — What 
reafon  had  you  to  break  off  that  match  ? 

Cha.  Then  me  has  heard  of  my  filter  Maria's 
partiality  for  Grigfby — (ajlde)  Madam,  'twas 
difproportionate— a  very  vulgar  connection. 

Loi'.ifa.  (ajide)  True  ;  I  heard  fhe  was  fervant 
to  Mrs.  Allbut  —But  I  thought  her  a  very  elegant 
woman. 

Cba.  Madam,  fhe  reflected  a  difgrace  upon  mej 
I'd  wilh  to  have  conceal'd  it  from  you  ;  but  fmce 
it's  notorious,  her  partiality  for  the  barber  furgeon 
here 

Loutfa.  Oh,  then  you're  jealous  of  Dr.  Grigfby* 

Cha.  Jealous,  Madam  ! 

Louifa.  Now  I'll  queftion  him  on  his  treat- 
ment to  his  poor  mother,  (afide)  Sir,  you've 
acquir'd  a  fortune  abroad — don't  you  blufh  not 
to  take  a  little  more  notice  of  your  honored  pa- 
rent ? 

Cha.  Madam,  I  have  taken  every  notice  that 
obedience  and  duty  can  dictate — my  honored  pa- 
rent fhall  never  want  an  eafy  chair  and  a  cheerful 
bottle. 

Louifa*  Oh,  this  is  a  horrid  man  ! — he'd  infi- 
nuate — Sir,  no  afperfion  can  injure  Mrs.  Bellevue 
in  my  opinion ;  and  I'm  forry  your  conduct  has 
turn'd  it  fo  very  much  againft  her  fon — but  a 
child's  protection  the  parent  mall  never  mifs  whilft 
I  can  prove  myfelf  the  friend  and  comforter  of 
aged  benevolence.  [Exit. 

Cba.  Very  odd  this !  What  can  fhe  mean— what 
conduct  of  mine  cou'd  change  her  opinion  of 

William 
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William  Bellevue  ?— Why  angry  that  my  old  fa- 
ther Ihould  have  an  eafy  chair  and  a  bottle---but 
the  fweet  character  of  her  charity  prepared  my  heart 
for  the  impremon  made  by  her  beauty.  As  Sir 
Henry  obferves— if  I  cou'd  obtain  her  with  all  my 
wealth,  a  refpectable  introdu&ion  into  life  is  an, 
object— but  my  fitter  and  this  Grigfby  !  no  !  me 
Ihfell  have  Sir  Henry's  nephew — her  affections  are 
alienated  from  William,  fo  I  don't  injure  him. 

Enter  WILLIAM. 

Wll  Why  'tis  he— fo  drefs'd  !  The  report's 
then  true  of  my  dear  Charles'  good  fortune  •,  yet 
why  conceal  your  fuccefs  from  me  ?— but  rinfwer 
me ;  do  you  know  of  your  filler's  change  of  mind  ? 

Cha.  Ay  William  !  let  her  go---fhe's  not  worthy 
of  fuch  an  honefl  fellow. 

mi  Then  (he  has  your  approbation  of  her 
perfidy  ? 

Cha.  (afide)  Do  you  call  me  to  an  account !  this 
is  rather  building  too  much  upon  our  former  inti- 
macy. I  fhou'd  defpife  myfelf  if  pride  of  riches,  or 
hope  of  more  honorable  alliance,  cou'd  warp  my 
heart  from  an  old  friend— yet-— look'ye,  Sir— 

mi.  Sir! 

Cha.  Your  marrying  my  filler  is  now  out  of 
fight  j  but  to  atone  for  her  perfidy,  as  you  indeed 
juftly  call  it,  and  in  confideration  of  our  former 
acquaintance — 

mi  Acquaintance  ! 

Cha.  Whatever  pecuniary  embarrafTments  you 
may  labour  under,  if  the  fum  jou'll  find  here  is 
not  furncient  to  extricate  you,  you  may  com- 
mand me  further—  (gives  a  fmall  pocket  book) 

VOL.  iv.  o  IHl 
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WiL  Sir,  I  thank  yon  — for— your— bounty— 
my  heartwill  burft— (afide)  your  humane—feelings 
—for—  -my  abject  poverty  are  indeed  generous— 
{with  great  emotion  flings  away  the  pocket  book} 

Enter  Mrs.  BELLEVUE,  agitated. 

Madam,  I  have  loft  my  Maria  ! 

Mrs.  Bell,  Then  Charles  retaliates  upon  you  my 
former  endeavours  to  feparate  you  from  his  fitter 
—unkind  at  fuch  a  time  to  add  to  your  diftrefs  ! 
but  what  I've  juft  heard  confirmed  is  a  treafure  of 
triumph  !---Sir,  was  not  the  veffel  that  brought 
your  wealth  to  Europe  captured  at  fea  ?  And  but 
for  the  intrepidity  of  one  brave  young  man,  might 
you  not,  at  this  moment,  be  as  much  the  wretched 
objedb  of  fcorn,  as  you  now  fuppofe  my  fon?--- 
Behold  the  preferver  of  your  fortune ! 

Cba.  Was  William  the  gallant  feaman  ! 

Mrs.  Bell.  He  was.  My  fon  !  who  forgot  he 
had  a  life  to  lofe,  when  cail'd  by  honor,  and  im- 
pell'd.by  duty. 

WiL  Were  you.  Sir,  the  owner  of  Captain  Van- 
fluifen's  cargo? 

Cha.  My  friend  !  The  companion  of  my  youth  ! 
*-I've  pierc'd  the  heart  that  loves  me— I  fer,  now, 
my  judgment  was  biafs'd  by  pride— my  geneious 
benefactor  too !  that  gave  me  his  lattfhill  ing!  (afiae) 

Enter  Sir  HENRY  CHECK. 

Sir  H.  Now,  Mr.  Willows,  give  me  leave  to  in* 
troduce  my  nephew— -(  taking  IV~illiams  ka,H<f\ 

Cka.  (turning  off}  I  know  nothing  about  your 
lephew,  Sir  Henry. 

Sir  H.  My  fitter!  (falutes  Mrs.  Belhvue)  fpare 
your  repronches,  my  Lcart  tells  me  I  have  uied  you 
mott  cruelly^  i;  ter 
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Enter  MARIA. 

€!:a.  With  our  father's  leave,  here  Maria,  take 
your  William  ;  and  if  ever  I  hear  a  word  of  your 
infernal  Dr.  Grigfby,  I'll  cut  his  throat. 

Enter  GRIGSBY. 

Grig.  Ladies  and  Gentlemen  your  moft  obedient 
— brother  your's  (to  Charles) — -how  do  you  do, 
Widow  ?  Your  moft  humble — I'm  juft  come  from 
the  moft  pleating  adventure — a  certain  officer  was 
unfortunate  enough  to  fall  into  my  hands — ha  1  ha  ! 
ha !  affronted  me  !  but  dem'me  I  ficken'd  him  of 
fuch  aquatic  frolics — my  little  cane  here  emanci- 
pated the  pulveriz'd  ligaments  of  his  cinabar  lob- 
fter-ihell— I  fwitch'd  him— I  knock'd — 

Capt.  M.  (without)  I'll  catch  yoUj  you  rafcal ; 
where  is  the  dog? 

Grig.  Some  gentleman  has  loft  his  dog — hey 
Pompey — Pompey — —(wbiftles  and  runs  about) 

Enter  CAPTAIN  MULLINAHACK. 

Capt.  M.  I'll  beat  you  as  black— 

Gr/>.  A  black  dog — a  pretty  dog  (wht/lles) 
Capt.  M.  Oh,  you're  there  (to  Grigfly) 
Grig.  Where?  Pompey!— poor  fellow  (whijlles) 
Capt.  M.  I'll  razor  and  tomahawk  you  ;   you 

rafcal,  I  aflc'd  for  a  fecond,  and  he  faid  he  was 

gone  to  buy  candles. 

Grig.  I   take  fhelter  in  your  arms — oh !    my 

love  !     (Runs  to  Maria — tfilliam  pujbes  him  back) 

Capt.  M.  Depart  !  or  by  the  powers! 

Grig.  Depart !  Oh,  by  the  powers  of  medecine, 

I'll  make  fome  of  you  depart — loft  my  wife!  I'll — 
Capt.  M.  You'll  what? 
Grig.  Squibs  and  aquze  fortis ! 

o  2  Enter 
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'Enter  LOUISA. 

Want  your  change — haven't  fo  much  in  the  till—- 
fend you  a  pound  of  bees-wax,  and  a  fine  cro- 
codile, (runs  off) 

Maria.  Dear  William  ! — brother  !—  why  flip- 
pofe  I  cou'd  think  of  fuch  a  wretch  ? 

Cha.  Then  my  error  all  proceeded  from  his 
abfurd  vanity. 

Sir  H.  Here,  Madam,  is  the  friend  I  promis'd  to 
introduce  to  you — (to  Louifa,  pointing  to  the  Captain) 

Capt.  M,  Eh  !  (looking  at  Louifa) 

Lout  fa.  Heav'ns !  Do  my  eyes  deceive  me,  it 

Capt.  M.  Louifa ! 

Louifa.  My  father ! 

Capt.  M.  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  won't  you  wifli 
me  joy?  Why  this  is  my  cherub!  my  darling! 
that  follow'd  me  to  France  and  back  again — flying 
after  me  through  all  my  wars  like  a  dove  with  an 
olive-branch  in  her  mouth. 

Louifa.  Dear  father,  by  letters  thro'  the  me- 
dium of  Sir  Henry,  my  uncle  acknowledges  his 
vmkindnefs  to  you  and  intreats  you  to  return  in 
the  mod  cordial  terms  of  affecYion. 

Capt.  M.  And  this  morning  I  walk'd  about  here, 
and  didn't  know  where  to  break  my  faft— If  he  gives 
me  a  bit  of  an  eftate,  I'll  build  fuch  a  country 
houfe  !  the  fign,  my  family  arms,  and  my  motto 
— walk  in  and  eat,  all  that  want  a  dinner !  Ah, 
child  !  there's  only  one  thing  more  you  cou'd  do, 
to  make  me  happier — here's  the  neat  boy,  that  cut 
and  fhfh'd  your  dear  Father  about — that  flood  upon 
the  deck,  making  the  bullets  out  of"  his  hair  like 
A  mermaid — With  your  leave,  Madam  (/»  Mrs. 

Bellevue} 
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Belkvue]  Louifa  take  William  Belle vue  (Louifa 
looks  furpriz'd  at  the  Captain  and  Charles) 

Charles.  Nay,  William,  this  will  be  punim- 
ment,  if  you  reject  my  filter,  and  rob  me  of  hap- 
pinefs  for  ever. 

Louifa.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  I  fee  it !  Oh,  what  a  ridi- 
culous miftake  have  1  been  under  ! 

Cha.  Then,  Madam,  you  fuppos'd  that  my  name 
was  Bdlevue,  Sir,  might  I  afpireto  render  myfelf 
acceptable  to  your  charming  daughter;  my  grati- 
tude for  your  permiflion  can  only  be  equall'd  by 
my  love. 

Capt.  M.  I'm  fuch  a  friend  to  a  free  choice, 
that  1  won't  even  command  my  daughter  to  be 
happy. 

Joll.  (without)  Come  along ! — don't  be  amamed 
of  fome  good,  by  way  of  variety  ! 

Enter  JOLLY  BOY    and  ALL  BUT,    in  Apron  and 
Sleeves,  with  a  Box. 

Give  them  up  !  Madam,  there  are  all  your  papers. 

Mrs.  Bell.  WTho  are  you,  Sir  ?  (to  Allbut) 

Jl  I.  Your  clerk. 

Capt.  M.  What!  the  great  juftice  of  peace! 

Allb.  Ay,  honed  little  Jack  Allbut. 

Capt.  M.  Oh  !  little  honeft  Jack  Allbut. 

Joll.  He  reftores  your  houfe,  and  all  his  ill -got 
po  He  (lions. 

Allb.  Ay,  I'm  a  man  of  confcience,  I  defpife 
wronging  the  widow  and  the  orphan,  becauie  I 
don't  like  to  go  to  law — with  a  long  claw. 

Louifa.  So,  my  worthy  landlord,  when  people 
owe  you  money,  you  make  them  pay  you  in  your 
own  coin — but  Margery  taught  me  to  thank  you 
for  your  ten  pounds. 

Maria, 
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Maria.  And  me  to  retract  my  ill  opinion  of  a 
good  man. 

Cha.  My  dear  William,  by  a  look  back  to  our 
p:i(t  adventured,  you'll  enjoy  the  recollection  that 
you  have  borne  unmerited  adverfity — and  I,  whilft 
my  pride  in  undeferved  profperity  is  punifhed, 
ih  ill  be  taught  by  my  reception  here,  that  when 
diftrefs  prefents  itfelf  before  me,  the  birtereft  drop 
in  the  cup  of  human  mifery  is,  the  world's  con- 
tempt. 

Mrs.  Bell.  Thus  you'll  deferve  your  wealth — 
and  when  infpiredby  heaven  to  difpenfe  the  bleffings 
it  has  fent  you  alone  for  that  benign  purpofe, 
wait  not  for  the  application  of  modeil  indigence 
— feek  her  in  her  fad  retreat,  cheer  her  with  your 
fmiles,  wipe  away  her  tears,  comfort  and  relieve 
her. 

Louifa.  Let  us  begin  our  acls  of  benevolence  by 
{hewing  our  gratitude  to  this  worthy  man  (pointing 
to  jell.) 

Joll.  Thank  you  Ma'am.  But  as  the  wind 
fometimes  diverts  itfelf  by  playing  in  the  fails  of 
my  mill,  and  people  will  obftinately  perfift  in  this 
odd  whim  of  eating  bread,  I  think  I  may  do 
pretty  well  as  I  am.  Ay,  we  may  fee  the  world 
in  our  village  !  Bat  a  fig  for  the  world — Let  in- 
duflry  fecure  independence ;  and  if  wealth  or  po- 
verty will  come,  let  the  rich  man  be  proud  only  of 
his  power  to  be  the  poor  man's  friend. 
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ACT    I. 

SCENE  I. 

freak  of  Day.  McGiL PIN'S  Houfe.  Afmall 
Court  Tard  before  it  enclofed  wit  Jo  a  Paling. — 
(^CHARLEY  appears  at  a  Window) 

CHARLEY. 

JLJ  AY  begins  to  peep — choak  that  cock  !  he'll 
roufe  my  old  matter ;  but  if  I  can  get  hisr  daughter 
Moggy  to  run  away  with  me,  let  cocks  crow,  dogs 
bark,  and  old  Mafters  grumble,  (ftretches  out  and 
taps  at  another  window)  Moggy !  Mifs  Moggy 
McGilpin  ! — ha,  ha,  ha! — I  muft  Mifs  Moggy 
her  !  (Moggy  appears  at  the  window) 

Mog.  Well,  Charley  ! 

Cha.  Here ;  I've  ftole  the  key  of  your  room 
out  of  your  father's  pocket.,  {reaches  a  key  to  her 
on  ajlick) 

Mog.  Oh,  precious ! 

VOL.  iv.  p  Cha, 
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Cha.  I'll  drop  out  of  the  window  for  fear  of 
making  a  noife  on  the  {lairs  i  you've  only  to  unlock 
your  own  door,  and  foftly  trip  down,  I'll  wait  for 
you  below. 

Mog.  But  how  am  I  to  get  out  when  I  get  be- 
low ?  have  you  got  the  key  of  the  flreet  door  ? 

Cha .  Eh  !  I  quite  forgot  that. 

Mog.  What  a  fool ! — If  I  hav'n't  a  mind  to  go 
to  bed  again,  and  think  no  more  about  you — but 
fmce  I  did  promife  to  go  off,  as  we  can't  get  out 
at  the  ftreet  door,  I'll  try  to  get  from  my  window; 
if  you'll  jump  from  yours,  and  ftand  below  ready 
to  receive  me.  (retires] 

Cha.  I'm  not  the  firft  clerk  that  has  run  away 
with  his  matter's  daughter,  nor  mall  I  be  the  laft 
— while  clerks  are  poor,  matters  rich,  and  daughters 
pretty,  (leaps  down)  (Moggy  re-appears  at  the 
Window) 

Mog.  The  duce  a  thing  can  I  find  to flop, 

I'll  cut  my  bed-cord,  tie  it  to  the  leg  of  the  table, 
and  flide  down  by  it.  (retires) 

Cha.  Slide  down  by  her  bed-cord  !  ha,  ha,  ha  1 
my  Moggy's  a  rare  romping  Hoyden — but  Ihe's 
good-natur'd,  a  fweet  temper,  and  a  merry  heart ; 
fo  if  I  never  get  a  Ihilling  from  the  old  one  I'll 
have  her  at  a  venture.  (Moggy  appears  again  at 
the  window) 

Mog.  (throwing  a  cord)  There 1  think  that's 

faft — now  I'll- — Lud,  1  (hall  cut  my  hands  thro' 

take  you  for  not  getting  the  key  of  the  ftreet 

door. 

Cha.  My  dear  throw  out  firft  what  clothes  you 
may  want. 

Mog.  Then  you  won't  take  me  without  clothes, 
to,  ha,  ha'! 

DUETTO. 
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DUETTO.— CHARLEY  and  MOGGY. 

Cha.    The  Iamb  and  the  heifer  are  taking  their  reft, 

Mog.  The  lark  and  the  fparrow  lye  fnug  in  their  neft. 

Cha.    Puffy  dozes, 

•&%.  And  fo  does  my  doggy, 

Cha.    All  are  fleeping  but  Charley 

Mag.  And  Moggy ; 

Cha.    We  wake  to  love  before  it  is  day, 

Come  my  deareft, 

Mog.  I  come,  my  dear, 

Both.  We  muft  be  tripping  away, 

Mog.  No  portion,  dear  Charley,  if  I  marry  thee, 

My  little  old  daddy  will  give  unto  me ; 

Will  love  cool  if  you  take  me  fo  barely  ? 
Cha.    Mog  in  her  fmicket,  is  welcome  to  Charley. 

We  wake  to  love  before  it  is  day, 

Come  my  deareft, 

Mog.  I  come,  my  dear, 

Both.  We  muft  be  tripping  away.     '  {.Moggy  retires. 

Cha.  Matter  I  think  won't  rife  early — up  late 
laft  night,  rehearfing  his  fine  fpeeches  againft  he's 
a  parliament  man  in  London;  tho'only  now  Laird 
Donald's  fteward,  and  collector  of  taxes  here  in 
one  of  the  remote  weftern  iflands  of  Scotland.  Ha  ! 
ha  !  he  banifhed  a  fimple  old  woman  for  a  witch, 
'caufe  fhe  foretold  his  daughter  fhould  be  run  away 
with — fo  I'll  prove  the  truth  of  her  prediction. 

Odfo!  here's  the  little  gate  too  locked  !— now 

could  Moggy — (lay — here's  the  horfe-block,  and 
I'll  make  free  with  Dick  the  carpenter's  bench,  for 
her  to  ftep  on  the  outfide.  (Springs  ow  the 
paling)  [Exit. 

Enter  McGiLpiN  from  the  Houfe.  (in  cap  and  gown) 

McGil    I  will  believe  in  witchcraft,  in  wizards, 

and  warlocks ! — tho'   I  did   pack  Goody  Cum- 

p  2  mins 
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mins  out  of  the  ifland,  yet  I'm  certain  her  elves 
have  been  about  my  houfe  this  night — no  noife  in 
Jenny's  room,  nor  in  my  daughter  Moggy's,  nor 
in  Charley's,  nor  in  Benin's — yet  noifes  I  moft 
affuredly  heard.  (Moggy  from  her  window  lowers  a 
box  on  M'Gilpin's  bead) — Eh  ! — 

Mog.  Have  you  got  it  ? 

McGil.  (feels  his  head,  as  if  hurt)  Yes,  I  have 
got  it — what ! — my  daughter !  oh  !  oh  !  (afide) 

Mog.  I  thought  I  heard  my  father — 

McGil  So  did  I !   (in  an  under  tone) 

Mog.  Do  you  think  he's  up  ? 

McGil.  No. 

Mog.  Now  you'll  catch  me  ! 

McGil.  Yes,  I'll  catch  you,  you  jade,  (ajide) 

Mog.  Now  for  it. 

McGil.  The  devil ! — Ihe  wont  jump  out  of  the 
window,  (afide) 

Mog.  Now,  my  fine  fellow — here  goes — 

McGil.  Oh,  Lord !  my  child  will  break  her 
bones,  (ajide} — flop — can't  you  come  out  of  the 
flreet  door?  It's  open. 

Mog.  Pftiaw  !  why  didn't  you  tell  me  fo  be- 
fore  ?  Upon  my  word,  I  do'n't  like  fuch  jokes — 
(retires) 

McGiL  Nor  I,  upon  my  foul,  (afide) — If  I 
could  carry  on  her  miftake,  I  may  find  out 
who  her  fine  fellow  is — I  think  it  is  fcarce  light 
enough  for  her  to  know  me.  (retires) 

Re-enter  CHARLEY  with  a  bench,  which  he  places 
near  the  rails. 

Cha.  There's  a  wooden  ftepp ing-done  for  you 
my  dear — Eli  |  the  door  open  !  we  muft  have 

rouftd 
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roufed  the  old  man  j  he  mufl  -not  fee  me. — Who 
comes  here  ? — Shelty,  the  piper 

Enter  SHELTY,  finging. 

SheL  If  Sandy  and  Jenny  are  to  be  married  to- 
day,  it's  time  to  roufe  the  boys  and  girls. 

MGil.  I  think  I  know  that  voice — Oh,  this  is 
her  fine  fellow  I  fuppofe.  (afide)  (Enter  Moggy 
from  the  hov.fe)  (Charley  ft e ah  in) 

Mog.  Come  now  I'm  for  you  my  Dilding. 
(takes  McGilpin  under  the  arm) 

McGil.  And  I'm  for  you  my  Dolding. 

Mog.  Ah! 

McGil.  And  pray,  my  dear,  where  were  you 
going  fo  early  ? 

Mog.  Going,  Sir, — I — I — was  going 

McGil.  I  know  you  were  going,  Sir, but 

where,  Sir  ? 

Mog.  To — to — church,  Sir. 

AZGil.  Jump  out  of  the  window  to  go  to  church! 
very  religious ! 

Enter  CHARLEY  from  the  houfe,  half  undrejjed,  pre- 
tending to  be  fcarce  azvake. 

Cha.  What's  the  matter  here  ?  (yawning) 
McGil.  Where  have  you  been,  firrah  !• 
Cha.  Sir,— I — I — was — faft  afleep.  (yawns) 

A/fG/7.  You  ftupid Where's  Jenny  ? 

Cha.  Sir,— fhe's— faft  afleep. 
McGil.  You  lazv  lubber  ! — Snoring  in  bed,  and 
robbers    and    raviihers    running    away    with    my 
child — (to  Shelty)    Sirrah,  what  do  you  want  with 
my  daughter  ? 
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Shel  I 

Cha.  Shelty  !— Moggy  !— ho,  ho !— Well,  hang 
me  if  I  didn't  long  fufpect  this.  Turn  it  upon 
him,  and  we  are  fafe.  (apart  to  Moggy) 

Mog.  Go,  my  dear  Shelty. 

Shel.  Eh  ! 

Mog.  Don't  attempt  to  feduce  my  innocence  any 
more. 

Shel.  I  feduce  ! 

Mog.  Your  wanting  me  to  jump  out  of  the  win- 
dow to  you. 

Shel.  I — jump! 

McGil.  To  make  a  girl  perhaps  break  her 
bones ! 

Mog.  Ay — my  poor  little  bones ! — cruel  lad  ! 

Cha.  Oh,  fie,  Shelty — Blefs  me !  how  came 
the  horfe-block,  and  the  carpenter's  bench  here  ? 
(affefting  furprize) — I  dare  fay,  to  help  Mifs  over. 

M'Gil.  It  was. 

Mog.  My  kind  Shelty  placed  them. 

Shel.  Why,  is  the  devil  in  you  all  ? 

McGil.  Don't  name  the  devil,  you  profligate  ! 
You're  as  wicked  as  the  witch  your  grandmother, 
and  the  fmuggling  thief  your  father  ? 

Shel.  My  granny  was  an  innocent  old  woman, 
and  fo  is  my  daddy. 

Enter  CROUDY. 

Here,  father,  I  only  came  to  fee  about  Sandy  and 
Jenny's  wedding,  'caufe  I  hoped  to  fell  a  drop 
of  liquor,  and  to  be  employ'd  to  play  the  pipes, 
and  here,  he  fays,  I  come  to  jump  out  of  his 
window. 

M.cGil.  A  piper !    a  tapfter ! — marry  into  the 

ancient! 
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ancient  family  of  the  McGilpins — one  of  the  oldefl 
houfes  in  all  Scotland  ! 

Sbel.  I  don't  want  to  come  near  your  old  houfe. 

McQiL  You  are  a  young— and  your  father  there, 
is  an  old  rogue 

Crou.  What  ? 

McGil.  You  come  to  fleal  my  daughter,  and  he 
to  rob  the  King.  I  fee  he  has  been  out  fmuggling 
all  night ; — but  as  I'm  a  collector  of  his  Majefty's 
cuftoms,  and  my  Laird  Donald's  rents,  I'll 

Crou.  You're  a  dog  in  office — I  owe  the  King 
his  duty,  the  Laird  a  quarter's  rent,  and  you  a 
beating — all  which  I'll  pay,  fo  help  me,  bonnet, 
purfe,  and  cudgel !  [Exit. 

McGil.  He  threatens  my  life  ! — A  confpiracy  to 
run  away  with  my  daughter  !  Charley,  I  commie 
her  to  your  care. 

Mog.  Oh,  cruel  father  ! 

McGil.  Take  her,  Charley.  You  marry,  you 
jade  !  you  (han't  be  even  prefent  at  a  wedding 
I'll  have  Sandy  and  Jenny's  celebrated  to- 
day, and,  not  a  peep  at  it up  to  your  room 

go! 

Cha.  Come,  Mifs !  I'll  take  care  you  don't 
marry  any  body — but  myfclf.  (apart) 

[Exeunt  Charley  and  Moggy  into  the  bokfe. 

MCG':1.  That's  right,  Charley.    "  [Exit. 

Sbel.  Well,  if  ever  I  faw  fuch  capers  !  the  older 
he  grows,  the  wickeder  he  is — ay,  that's  becaufe 
every  day  he  gets  nearer — 'pointing  downward] — 
Eh  !  (looking  OKI) — As  wellasl  can  diftinguilh,  yon- 
der feems  a  boat  put  off  from  that  Ihip  that  cou'd 
not  get  in  laft  night.  I  may  pick  up  cuftomcrs 
among  the  paii'cngers,  they  can't  come  to  a  neater 
houfs  than  mine.  People  may  at  their  friends  be 

better 
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better  entertain'd,  but  the  furefl  welcome  is  at  an 
inn.  Every  body  fays — ha,  ha,  ha  !  that  Shelty's 
a  queer  fellow  ;  I  believe  I  am — but  I  don't  know 
how 1  get  on — I  do — I  will. 

AIR.— SHELTY. 

When  I've  money  I  am  merry, 

When  I've  none  I'm  very  fad, 
When  I'm  fober  I  am  civil, 

When  I'm  drunk  I'm  roaring  mad. 

When  difputing  with  a  puppy 

I  convince  him  with  a  rap  ; 
And  when  romping  with  a  girl, 

By  accident  I  tear  her  cap. 

Gadzooks,  I'll  never  marry, 

I'm  a  lad  that's  bold  and  free ; 
Yet  I  love' a  pretty  girl, 

A  pretty  girl  is  fond  of  me. 

There's  a  maiden  in  a  corner, 

Round  and  found,  and  plump  and  fat; 

She  and  I  drink  tea  together, 
But  no  matter,  Sir,  for  that. 

If  this  maiden  prove  wi'  bairn, 

As  I  do  fuppofe  fhe'll  be  ; 
Like  good  pappy  I  muft  learn 

To  dandle  Jacky  on  my  knee.  [Exit. 

Re-enter  McGiLPiN  and  CHARLEY  from' the  Houfe. 

MCGIL  Oh,  my  daughter  is  a  moil  degenerate 
girl  ! — Well,  you've  lock'd  her  up  ? 

Cka.  Yes,  Sir—(Jhews  a  key) 

McGiL  Eh,  ay— boy  liften— I'm  certain  from 
that  old  fmuggling  knave  Croudy's  being  towards 
the  fea  fide  fo  early,  that  he's  about  landing  brandy 
and  tobacco  ;  fo  if  I  can  but  make  a  feizure,  it 
may  be  worth  ten  times  the  cargo  of  tea  I  feiz'd 

on 
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on  him  laft  week  ;  my  good  lad,  you'll  be  on  the 
look  out  j  ay,  and  on  the  look-in  too  j  to  watch 
imports,  and  prevent  exports. 

Cba.  I  warrant,  Sir,  I'll  keep  one  eye  on  the 
fea,  and  'tother  on  Mifs  Moggy's  room  door. — 
Oh  Lord  Sir,  yonder's  Sandy  come  home. 

MCGIL  Aye,  the  fool  went  to  Mull,  to  buy 
wedding  clothes  for  himfelf  and  Jenny — I  gave 
her  an  education,  and  I  think  that  was  doing  very 
haridfome  by  her — So  I  make  a  great  compliment 
in  giving  her  to  Sandy,  tho'  I'm  very  glad — he  rids 
me  of  a  burden^-that's  prudence,  Charley. 

Cba.  'Tis,  Sir. 

McGil.  You  know  I  taught  you  fome  of  my 
tricks. 

Cha.  Yes,  Sir,  and  you'll  find  me  an  apt  fcholar. 

McGil.  In  return,  Charley,  all  I  afk  is  your 
care  of  my  daughter. 

Cha.  I'll  take  care  of  her,  Sir. 

McGil.  Keep  her  from  Shelty. 

Cba.  I'll  keep  her  from  Shelty,  don't  fear,  Sir. 

McGil.  My  good  boy,  how  much  I'm  obliged 
to  you.  How  fliall  I  reward  you  I 

Cha.  I  fhall  want  calh  for  our  frolic.  A  choice 
opportunity  to  coax  him  out  of  a  little,  (afide) 

McGll.  Only  let  me  know  what  I  lhall  do  for 
yon. 

Cha.  Why,  Sir,  laft  Chrifl mas  you  promis'd  me 
a  Chriftmas-box — now  didn't  you,  Sir  ? 

M'Gil.  I  did  fo,  my  faithful  Charley  :  keep  but 
a  ftricl:  watch  upon  Moggy,  and — may  be  you 
have  thoughts  of  fome  little  bloflbm  yourfelf;  only 
let  me  know  the  girl  that  can  make  you  happy,  and 
you  (hall  have  her,  by  my  authority. 

Cha.  Ah  !   Sir,  there  is  a  girl 

VOL.  iv.  o  DUET. 
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DUET.— McGlL PIN  WCHARLEY, 

McGll.  Thy  fecrets  to  thy  kind  mafter  tell, 

Cha.       I  love  a  maid — 

McGil.  Is  (he  full  of  play  ? 

Cha.       No  kid  more  gamefome— - 

McGil.  Where  docs  (he  dwell  ? 

Cha.       Lang  tvvango  dillo,  twang  lango  dillo  day. 

McGil.  If  you're  in  love,  boy,  you're  not  to  blame  ; 
Cha.       As  much,  kind  Sir,  I  have  heard  you  fay, 

I  love  my  charming—— 

McGil.  Ay  ? — what's  her  name? 

Cha.       Twang  lango  dillo,  lang  twango  dillo  day. 

Cha.       My  Chriftmas  box, 

McGil.  Oh,  I  underftand, 

Thy  faithful  fervices  I'll  repay  ; 

Here's  five  bright  {hillings,  (takes  out  money) 
Cha.  And  here's  my  hand. 

McGil.  Twang  lango  dillo,  lang  twango  dillo  day.     (puts  it 
up,  mimicking  Charity) 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE  II. 

An  open  Country — A  View  of  the  Sea — Sun  rifwg. 

Enter  McGiLPiN. 

A/cG/7.  No,  no,  my  kind  Charley — I've  a  great 
regard  for  you ;  but  touch  my  pocket  and  our 
friendihip  ends ;  fmce  they've  rais'd  me  out  of  my 
bed,  I'll  walk  down  to  the  beach,  and  like  another 
Demofthenes,  praclife  one  of  my  declamations, 
roaring  with  pebbles  in  my  mouth ;  a  fine  high 
wind  ror  it. — This  preverfe  girl !  Oh,  yes,  with 
Moggy's  beauty  and  my  talents,  I  muft  raife  a  for- 
tune 
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tune  by  going  to  London.  (Sandy  Jlngs  without) 
Here  comes  the  iimple  Sawney,  that  prefers  love 
to  money. 

Enter  SANDY,  with  a  fmall  bundle. 

Ha,  Sandy  !  welcome  home,  my  boy  ! 

San.  (joyfully)  Here,  Sir,  I've  got  all  our  wed- 
ding geer  in  the  neweft  Edinbro'  tafte. 

McGil.  But  when  comes  the  Parfon  ? 

San.  He's  gone  over  to  Raafey !  fo  I  defired 
Jamy  M'Kenzie  to  fend  us  their  new  Curate. 

McGil.  Stop,  Sandy,  I've  one  word  to  fay  to 
you. — Hem  ! 

San.  Delay'd  now  by  his  nonfenfical  oratorical 
fpeeches,  and  my  foul  on  the  wing  to  love  and 
Jenny  !  (af.de) 

M'Gil.  Sandy,  you  have,  by  fkill  in  agriculture, 
which  you  acquir'd,  as  you  fay,  in  an  excurfion 
to  England,  not  only  improv'd  your  own  farm, 
but  diffus'd  fuch  a  fpirit  of  induftry,  that  my 
matter,  Laird  Donald,  if  he  fhould  deign  to  vifit 
us,  will  find  his  Ifle  of  Col  as  finely  cultivated  as 
any  patch  of  land  in  all  Scotland  ;  therefore  to  re- 
ward you,  your  Jenny  you  mail  wed  this  day. 

San.  And  yonder  (lie  comes,  bright  as  the  morn 
that  gives  the  flowers  their  beauty;  welcome  as  the 
gale  that  wafts  their  fweetncfs. 

AIR.— SANDY. 

Oh,  had  I  Allan  Ramfay's  art 

To  fing  my  paflion  tender, 
In  every  vcrfe  {he'd  read  my  heart, 

Such  foothing  drains  I'd  fend  her; 
Nor  his,  nor  gentle  Rizzio's  aid 

To  mew,  is  all  a  foJy, 
How  much  I  love  the  charming  maid, 

Sweet  Jane  of  Griffipoly. 

02  She 
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She  makes  me  feel  what  all  defire, 

With  fuch  bewitching  glances, 
Her  modeft  air  then  checks  my  fire, 

And  ftops  my  bold  advances. 
Meek  as  the  lamb,  on  yonder  lawn, 

Yet  by  her  conquered  wholly  ; 
Sometimes  fprightly  as  the  fawn, 

Sweet  Jane  of  Griflipoly. 

My  fenfes  flie's  bewildered  quite, 

I  feem  an  amorous  ninny  ; 
A  letter  to  a  friend  I  write, 

For  Sandy  I  fign  Jenny. 
Laft  Sunday  when  from  kirk  I  came, 

With  looks  demure  and  holy, 
I  cry'd,  when  afk'd  the  text  to  name, 

Sweet  Jane  of  Griflipoly  f 

My  Jenny  is  no  fortune  great, 

And  I  am  poor  and  lowly, 
A  flraw  for  pow'r  and  grand  eftate  ? 

Her  perfon  I  love  folely. 
From  every  fordid  felfiOi  view, 

So  free  mv  heart  is  wholly, 
Ah  !  Ihe  is  kind,  and  I  am  true, 

Sweet  Jane  of  Griilipoly! 

Enter  JENNY. 

Jett.  Welome  home  my  Sandy  ! 

San.  My  love  !  (they  embrace) 

McGil.  Ah,  hah  ! — Egad  my  Highland  Lad  and 
Rowland  Laffie,  you'il  make  a  neat  couple. 

Jen.  Dear,  Sir,  take  the  only  return  in  my 
power,  my  thanks,  my  gratitude,  for  your  unme- 
rited goodnefs. 

McGil.  Ah,  Jenny,  were  I  the  man  that  boafted 
of  his  goodnefs,  I'd  remind  you,  that  I  gave  you 
an  Afylum,  when  you  were  but  a  fqualling  bairn 
— tho'  I  did'nt,  nor  I  fuppofe  I  ever  mall,  know 
what  family  you  are  of;  your  mother  coming  here 

to 
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to  Col  to  lye-in,  privately,  and  dying  in  my  houfe 
— yet  my  aftonifhing  benevolence,  Oh  !— 

San.  Your  benevolence  would  be  aftonifhing 
indeed  !  (afide} 

McGil.  1  fay,  my  amazing  charity  did— 

San.  Well,  Sir,  we  have  often  heard  that  {lory. 

McGil.  To  be  fure  ;  wou'd  you  have  me  put 
my  candle  under  a  bufhel  ?  Speak,  Jenny,  didn't 
I  bring  you  up  equal  to  my  own  daughter,  Mifs 
Moggy  McGilpin  ?  fent  you  to  the  tip  top  board- 
ing-fchool  in  Invernefs,  kept  by  Mifs  Carolina 
Killcooberry  ? 

Jen.  You  did,  Sir. 

McGil.  Tho'  your  forlorn  mother  didn't  leave 
you  a  bawbee,  (but  500!.  which  you  lhall  never 
fee)  (ajide)  fo  out  of  pure  friendfhip,  Sandy,  there 
take  her — off  my  hands  {afide) 

Jen.  Dear,  Sir! 

McGil.  I'm  a  kind  friend,  Jenny  ;  an't  I  a  gay 
old  fellow  ? — Why  I'm  a  fecond  Robin  Gray  ! 

Jen.  Ah,  Sir  ! — this  laft  proof  of  your  kindnefs, 
leaves  me  not  awifh  but  to  know  my  parents. 

AIR. — JENNY. 

Such  pure  delight  my  bofom  knows, 

My  thanks  are  due  to  Heav'n  and  thee, 
With  gratitude  my  heart  o'erflows, 

Kind  agent  of  his  clemency! 
Humanity,  thou  good,  fupreme, 

To  chafe  the  orphan's  tear  away, 
Alike  the  brig'.t  all  chearing  beam, 

Brings  comfort  from  the  God  of  Day. 

M'Gil.  Hey  !   yonder's  a  boat  put  in  from  that 
fliip  in  the  Offing— fome  Grangers  landed. 
San.  Red  co.us! 
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Enter  SHELTY  with  a  Letter. 

SheL  A  little  drummer  boy  defired  me  to  give 
you  this. 

McGil.  You  bufy — cou'dn't  he  have  found  any 
one  elfe  to  carry  me  a  melfagc,  than  fuch  a- — you 
are  a  bad  man! — 

Shel.  The  letter,  Sir— 

MfGil.  Seems  a  fmall  running  hand. 

SheL  Then  faddle  your  nofe,  and  run  after  it. 

MlGil.  (puts  on  his  fpeftacles,  and  reads)  "  Mr. 
"  McGi!pin,  The  Gentleman  that  delivers  you 
"  this"— 

Shel.  Gentleman  f  that's  me. 

McGil.  "  Is  a  foldier." 

Shel.  Not  me. 

McGil.  i(  Commands  a  company  in  my  regi- 
"  mem."  And  who  is  yaurfelf? — "  Robert  Do- 
"  nald!" — Oh,  dear!  why  Jenny,  Sandy! 

SheL  Well,  Sir? 

.  McGil.  Get  along,  you  bufy  impudent — Why 
here,  young  Laird  Donald's  gone  into  the  army. 

San.  Indeed  ! 

McGil.  Stay — (reads) — "  delivers  you  this,  is  a 
"  Gentleman — foldier— company — my  regiment. 
"  — His  name  is  Captain  Dafn,  I  have  difpatch'd 
'*  him  and  Serjeant  Jack,  to  raife  recruits  in  the 
"  Hie  of  Col,  the  poffefiion  of  which  my  father 
"  fome  time  back  made  over  to  me" — So  then 
young  Robert  is  our  landlord,  (reads}  "  I  defire 
4<  you  will  give  Captain  Dam,  all  the  afliftance  in 
"  your  power,  get  him  as  many  good  men  as  you 
"  can" — you'll  go — '.to  Shelly) 

Sbcl.  You  know  I'm  a  bad  man, 

McGil.  "  He's  a  friend  I  efteem,  therefore 
*{  every  civility  you  iliew  him  will  oblige  yours, 
"  Robert  Donald."  Sun. 
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San.  This  is  the  firft  I  heard  of  young  Laird  Do- 
nald's being  in  the  army. 

McGil.  I  muft  drefs,  to  meet  and  welcome  this 
Captain,  with  one  of  my  moft  eloquent  orations. 

(Exit. 

Shel.  (calling)  Charley  !  get  Mr.  McGilpin's 
Sunday  coat,  bruih  his  three  cock'd  beaver,  and 
powder  his  fcratch. 

San.  I  muft  gather  all  the  lads,  to  make  a  hand- 
fome  wedding  proceffion  to  the  kirk,  Jenny. 

Jen.  And  I  to  affemble  the  lafles.  Oh,  Sandy! 
here,  as  the  packet's  in,  will  you  fee  if  there's  any 
letter  for  me,  I  defired  the  lottery  man  to  fend  me 
notice  if  this  chance  ihould  be  drawn  d  prize. 
(gives  it  him) 

San.  You  never  told  me  you  had  bought  a 
lottery  chance,  but  it  muft,  it  mall  be  a  prize, 
I'll  keep  it  fafe  for  you — this  day  proves  I'm  a 
favourite  of  fortune,  and  Ihe  fhall  fmile  upon  my 
Jenny. 

Shel.  Huzza,  for  good  fortune!  now  thefe 
foldiers  are  come,  I  may  have  the  rendezvous  at 
my  houfe — fo  now  to  finge  the  fheep's  head,  bake 
the  bannocks,  tap  a  barrel,  and  tune  my  chaun- 
ter !  and  then  your  wedding,  Tol,  lol,  lol!  high 
doings ! 

AIR.— TRIO. 

Jen.   Excufe  a  fond  maiden's  confefiion, 
Shel.       Her  bluuies  exhibit  her  blifs, 
San.   My  joy  is  too  great  for  expreffion, 
Shel.       Suppofe  then  you  fpeakin  a  kifs  , 
Jen.  Affeft'tons  moft  pure  now  unite  us, 
San.  Chafle  pleafures  now  wait  to  delight  us  ; 
Shel.        The  rnufic  and  bottle  I'll  bring, 
Jen.  The  finch  and  the  linnet  invite  us, 
&hcl.       Fond  turtles  fhou'd  pair  in  the  fpring. 

San, 
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San.  Let  laflcs  purfue  your  example, 

jfen.       The  youths  may  take  pattern  by  thce, 

S/iel.  You  give  me  of  love  fuch  a  fample, 

Soon  married  I'll  certainly  be. 
jfen.    Oh,  what  is  the  gay  blooming  flow'r, 
San.    The  tranfient  fweets  of  the  hour, 
Both.       Compared  to  the  charms  of  the  mind  ? 
Sliel.    Good  humour  to  charm  has  the  power, 
Tho'  time  leaves  no  beauties  behind. 

[Exeunt  federally. 


SCENE  III. 

Before  SHELTY'S  Houfe. 
Enter  Captain  DASH  and  Serjeant  JACK. 

Serf.  Yes,  the  letter  you  fent  by  little  Tom  the 
drummer,  has  prepar'd  the  old  tax-man,  ha,  ha, 
ha  I  he  hasn't  a  doubt  but  you're  a  real  Captain  in 
the  army. 

Capt.  And  my  fole  commiffion  only  the  promife 
of  a  pair  of  colours  in  the  Eaft  India  fervice,  on 
condition  I  can  raife  an  hundred  men. 

Serj.  By  this  iham  of  pretending  their  young 
Laird  isour  Colonel,  from  the  affection  of  a  Scotch 
Highlander  to  his  Chieftain,  I'll  warrant  they'll 
flock  to  our  ftandard — and  yet,  now,  tho'  'tis  I 
that  have  brought  you  to  the  field  of  action,  fome- 
thing  whifpers  here,  ^points  to  his  heart}  Friend 
Jack,  don't  impofe  upon  thefe  honed  innocent 
people. 

Capt.  Pihaw  !  nothing's  an  impofition  till  found 
out  ;  and  our's  cannot  before  we  have  got  our 
number  of  recruits,  and  fhip'd  them  off — you 
knpw  we're  certain  their  young  Laird  is  in  Eng- 
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k'nd,  learning  the  neweft  fafhion  of  {"owing  oats  ! 
in  order  to  improve  his  eftate  here  !  and  his  father, 
the  old  Laird,  in  London,  in  full  cry  after  jobs 
and  places !  our  impolition  can't  be  eafily  detecVd. 

Serj.  We  know  our  ground,  and  the  character 
of  old  McG51pin — flatter  his  eloquence,  promife 
him  an  army  agency,  and  we  have  every  man  in 
the  Ifland. 

dipt.  I'd  rather  have  one  pretty  girl  I  faw  juft 
now,  than  the  honor  of  planting  my  ftandard  on 
the  walls  of  Belgrade,  (a  loud  laugh  of  peafants 
'Without} 

Serj-.  Some  country  gambols  going  forward. 

Caff.  The  time  to  recruit—  introduce  yourfelf 
to  them — fet  'em  on  to  drink  and  play  cards. 

Serj.  Right — for  when  the  poor  devil's  fenfes  and 
money  flip  off,  honor  glitters  on  a  bayonet,  and 
riches  gingie  in  a  Britifh  {hilling. 

Sbel.  (without)  Come  along,  boys  ! 

Capt*  To  'em,  Jack — coax,  wheedle,  drink, 
{wear — zounds !  make  'em — 

Serj.  As  wicked  as  ourfelves.  [Exit.  Capt. 

Enter  SHELTY  playing  the  Pipes,  followed  by  BOYS 
and  PEASANTS,  drejl  fancifully. 

Shfl  Aye,  lads,  I  think  we'll  honor  Sandy's 
wedding  j  but  the  lafles  muftn't  fet  out  for  kirk 
before  us. 

Serj.  Ha,  my  hearties !  my  honeft  lad  fluke 
hands,  (to  Sbel.) 

Shel.  Every  man  fliake  his  own  hand. 

Serj.  Why,  you  all  feem  ve  y  merry,  to-day. 

Shel.  Yes,  and  we'll  be  merry  to-morrow,  ha, 
ha,  ha  !  and  we  were  merry  yefterday. 

VOL.   iv.  R  Serj. 
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Serj.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  why  you're  a  pleafant  fel- 
low ! 

Sbel,  Yes  I  am — I  was  born  laughing  inftead 
of  crying,  my  mother  laugh'd  out ;  my  daddy 
lik'd  to  have  drop'd  me  out  of  his  arms  on  the 
floor  laughing  at  me.  What's  the  child's  name  ? 
faid  the  Parfon  that  chriften'd  me :  Shelty,  fays 
my  god -daddy  ;  then  the  Parfon  laugh'd  ;  Amen, 
fays  the  Clerk,  and  he  laugh'd  !  Since  that  mo- 
ment, every  body  has  laugh'd  at  me,  and  I  have 
laugVd  at  every  body, ! 

terj.  I  fhould  like  to  enlift  fuch  a  pleafant  fel- 
low— your  good  humour  wou'd  keep  us  in  fuch 
fpirits,  you'd  be  the  drum  of  the  corps. 

Shel.  Yes,  and  your  rattan  would  be  the  drum- 
Hick  of  the  corps,  to  beat  thetravally  on  my  back, 
row  dy  dow  ! — good  morning  to  you. 

Serj.  I  tell  you  you'd  make  a  develifti  good 
foldier. 

$hel.  That's  more  than  my  daddy  cou'd. 

Serj.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  you're  an  odd  fim  1 

Shel.  Yes,  but  I  won't  be  a  red  herring. 

Serj.  No  ?  you're  a  pickl'd  one  tho' — but  pray 
what  are  you  ? 

Shel.  Me !  I'm  a  merchant,  and  a  brogue-ma- 
ker— I  fells  a  horn  of  malt — moreover,  I'm  a  fa- 
mous piper.  My  father,  Mr.  Croudy  is  a  necro- 
mancer—he has  the  gift  of  fecond  fight ;  and  Mrs, 
Cummins,  my  granny,  was  banifhed  for  a  witch — 
and  now  pray,  who  are  you  ? 

Serj.  I'm  Serjeant  Jack— in  the  Company  of 
Captain  Dafh. 

Shel.  Sejeant   Jack,    you    keep  company   with 

Captain  Dafh good  bye  to  you  worthy  Sir 

(giing) 

Serj. 
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Serf.  But  flop,  you  know  your  young  Laird  is 
our  Colonel — this  halbert  is  his  flandard — do  you 
pay  no  refpect  to  it  ? 

Sbel.  Refpeft ! Oh,  I  beg  pardon  (bovs  to 

the  halbert ',  and  is  going] 

Serj.  Very  polite  indeed but  flay 

Shel.  I  muft  tune  my  chaunter. 

Serj.  Any  particular  feflival  to-day  ? 

Shel.  A  wedding  and  here's  the  bridegroom. 

Enter  SANDY  and  COUNTRYMEN,    (drefs'j) 

San.  Come  lads,  quick  !  quick  ! — Shelty  play 
Up — we  muft  rrnrch  two  and  two,  'till  we  join  my 
Jenny  and  the  lalfes  ! 

Serj.  Ah  !  I  could  put  you  all  in  the  neatefl 
method  of  marching 

San.  Yes,  Sir,  but  your  marching  differs  from 

ours you  march  to  face  enemies,  we  to  meet 

friends you  to  affauh  a  town,  we  to  attack  a 

wedding  dinner. 

Serj.  Dinner !  ah  !  my  heroes !  England's  the 
field  for  a  trencher  battle — there  our  drum  head 
is  an  oak  table,  Sir  Loin  leads  the  van,  our  right 
and  left  wing  are  a  goofe  and  turkey — our  balls  arc 
plumb  puddings — our  bullets  fhot  from  a  damfen 
tart;  we  poife  our  knives,  handle  our  forks,  then 

fmoke  flap  dafh,  cut  thro'  thick  and  thin 

Shel.  But  don't  you  fay  grace  ? 
Serj.  Yes,    my  grace    is  a — bumper  of  cherry 
bounce  ! 

San.  Well,  come  to  dinner  with  me  me  to-day 
— and  tho'  in  the  Highlands  of  Scotland,  you 
lhall  find  we  talk  like  French,  eat  like  Englifh, 
and  drink  like  Infh  farmers. 

R  2  Serj. 
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Serj.  Ha  I  well  faid  my  lad  !  you  deferve  en- 
couragement— I've  a  rough  guinea  here,  and  egad 
I'll  make  one  at  your  wedding,  to  drink  our  King's 
health,  and  fuccefs  to  the  young  couple. 

AIR. — SERJEANT. 

For  foldiers  the  feall  prepare, 
Who  friends  protect,  and  foes  annoy,          » 
What  war  has  won.  let's  now  enjoy, 
Good  cheer  bright  mirth  beilowing, 
Sir  Loin  firft  we'll  nobly  dare, 

Our  holt  looks  round  his  table, 
His  breaft  with  friendfhip  glowing  j 

We  jovial  lads  whilll  able, 
Refolv'd  to  do  all  honour 

To  the  donor, 
With  courage  charge 

JHis  boil'd  and  roaft, 
In  goblets  large 

E^ch  loyal  toaft, 
With  Ipark'ling  bumpers  flowing. 

Let  drums  beat,  and  fifes  found 
Ye  Clarions  lenci  your  fweeteil  notes, 
Ye  trumpets  rend  your,  filver  throats, 
Proclaim  in  warlike  meafure, 
When  the  rofy  bowl  we  fill, 

The  Mr  {hall  do  their  duty, 
And  fip  it  s  balmy  treafure, 

Touched  by  the  lip  of  beauty : 
JTis  now  a  draught  for  Heftor, 

'Tis,  ne&ar, 
The  Gods  delight, 

Here's  wine  and  love. 
Like  Mars  who  fight, 

She  u'd  kifs  like  Jove, 
By  tur.is  the  foldiers  pleafure. 

Sbeltfs. 


END    OF    THE    FIRST    ACT. 
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ACT    IL 


SCENE   I. 

Before  SHELTY'S  Houfe. 

Enter   JENNY   and  COUNTRY  GIRLS,    their  drefs 
decorated  with  Jlowers,  ribbands,  &c. 

ALL  GIRLS. 
HA,  ha,  hai 

Enter  CAPTAIN  DASH 

Capt.  Eh !  faith  a  lovely  group,  and  the  very 
charmer  that  pleas'd  me  fo  much,  (retires] 

Jen.  True,  but  no  matter  whether  you  are  all 
in  white. 

i  ft  Girl.  Ay,  but  we  fliou'd  for  a  wedding. 

Enter  MOGGY. 

Mog.  Jennv  ! 

Jen.  Why,  Moggy ! 

Mog.  Oh,  dear  !  I've  fcarce  breath  to  laugh  — 
Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Jen.  Nay,  but  tell  us  how  did  you  get  out. 

Mog.  Ah,  that's  it — he,  he,  he !  Charley  fo 
over-nfted  his  part,  that  he  Jock'd  me  up  in 
earneft,  ha,  ha,  ha  !  and  I  tQ  play  mine  as  well, 
pulhed  back  the  lock,  and  here  have  run  away  in 

earneft 
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earneft — When  Charley  miffes  me,  he'll  aft  his 
furprife  fo  natural,  that  father  will  place  more 
confidence  in  him  than  ever — ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Jen.  Ah,  Moggy  !  you  fet  little  value  upon 
the  protection  of  a  parent,  had  I  one  !— your  father 
is  very  good  to  you,  and  indeed  you  fhou'dn't  vex 
him. 

Mog.  Ay,  but  when  a  hufband's  in  the  way — 
now  if  I  cou'd  but  meet  Charley!  Come  Jenny, 
\v here's  the  bridegroom,  and  the  garland — the 
pipes,  the  parfon,  and  the  harp. 

Jen.  You  wild  one ! — but  love  is  the  theme, 
and  the  fweet  birds  mall  (ing  a  melodious  accom- 
pany men  t. 

AIR.— JENNY. 

What  rapture  to  think  on  the  times  I  have  feen, 
On  May  -day  I  firft  faw  my  love  on  the  green, 
So  charming  his  face,  yet  commanding  his  mem, 
The  King  was  my  lover,  and  Jenny  his  Queen, 

The  garland  prefented  by  Sandy, 

More  fweet  from  the  maker,  'twas  Sandy* 

A  fide  look  I  threw  on  my  lover  by  chance, 
Which  form  he  return'd  with  as  tender  a  glance; 
My  heart  leapM  with  joy  when  I  faw  him  advance, 
And  right  did  1  guefs  'twas  to  lead  up  the  dance  ; 

For  none  danc'd  fo  neat  as  my  Sandy, 

In  all  things  complete  is  my  Sandy. 

Beneath  a  gay  woodbine  with  myrtles  entwin'd, 

On  cowflips  and  violets  one  ev'ning  reclin'd, 

So  charming  a  place  and  a  feafon  fo  kind, 

He  artfully  chofe  to  difcover  his  mind. 
So  fweet  were  the  vows  of  my  Sandy, 
I  then  exchang'd  hearts  with  my  Sandy.  r 

Mog.  Dear !  if  here  isn't  the  ftrange  officer  !  he's 
been  liftening  to  our  nonfenfe !  he's  come  to  take  our 
men  away — he's  the  mofl  impudent  creature 

Capt. 
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Capt.  {advancing)  A  fine  flock  of  chickens, 
upon  my  honor. 

Jen.  You're  not  a  fox,  Sir,  are  you  ? 

Mog.  No,  but  he  takes  you  for  a  lamb,  he 
throws  fuch  a  (lieep's  eye  at  you. 

All.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Capt.  You  feem  to  be  all---ha,  ha,  hat  pray 
don't  let  me  fpoil  the  play — I'll  make  one  myfelf — 
what  is  it?  If  you'd  only  admit  me,  you'd  find 
me  the  the  merrieft  play- fellow  (to  Moggy)  You 
are,  upon  my  foul,  a  beauteous  noiegay — but  here's 
the  rofebud  of  the  bouquet,  (to  Jenny)  Tell  me, 
fweet,  what's  your  play  ? 

Mog.  A  rofebud  grows  in  an  angry  bufli,  and 
about  fair  maids,  \they  take  bands ,  and  dance  round 
him,  finging)  "  A  rofebud  grows  in  an  angry  bum, 
and  about  fair  maids,  and  about  my  merry  maids 
all." 

Enter  M'GiLPiN,  drefled.     The  GIRLS  run  off. 

McGil.  Hey!  this  is  the  recruiting  Captain? 
why  Sir,  I  fufpect  you're  come  to  beat  up  among 
our  wives  and  daughters,  for  a  regiment  of  in- 
fantry. 

Capt.  Was  ever  fo  fweet  a  charmer?  (looking  of) 

MfGil.  Captain,  if  your  General  faw  you  like  a 
maypole,  and  the  petticoat  regiment  frifking  round 
you  !  t 

Capt.  Who  are  you,  Sir  ? 

M'Gil.  I  am  young  Laird  Donald  your  Colonel's 
Steward,  and  Collector  of  his  Majefty's  Taxes,  and 
am  come  to  bid  you  welcome  to  our  Ifle  of  Col. 

Capt.  Zounds!  they've  fet  me  all  on  fire  !  Your 
hand,  (offers  bis  hand) 
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M'Gil.    Stop,    you'll   burn  my  ruffles  !     But> 
Captain,  what  think  you  of  the  bride  ? 
Capt.  Bride  !     Eh  ! — which  ?—  who  ? 
M'GiL  She  in  the  white  and  tartan  ribbands. 
Capt.  The  very  charmer!  going  to  be  married  ! 
— that  lovely  fprig  to  be  worn  by  a  clown  ! 

M'GiL    Clown  !     Oh  no,    I'll  aflure  you  her 
Sandy  is  a  very  clever  lad. 
G.ytf.  He  muft  not  have  her. 
M'Gil.  Hey  ! 
Capt.  I'll  have  her  ! 
M'Gil.  You  I 
Capt.  Oh,  yes. 

McGil.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !     This  is  recruiting  f 
Capt.    Damn  your  grinning,    Sir  !    what   d'ye 
mean  ? — Hark'ee,  Mr.  Steward,  put  that  treafure 
into  my  poffeflion,  and  what  is  there  I  will  not  do 
for  you  ? 

McGil.  Suppofe  you  tell  me  what  you  will  do 
for  me — 

Capt.  Eh — ftay — Jack  told  me  the  bait  to  have 
him.  (ajide)  What  think  you  of  the  agency  of 
our  regiment? 

M'Gil.  Good  picking  in  an  agency. 
Capt.  'Tis  yours — fay  no  more — I'll  fettle  that 
xvith  rnv  Colonel. 

MeGil.  Eh  !— oh,  no,  no — I  promis'd  her  to 
Sandy. 

Capt.  I  promife  you  a  contract. 
McGil.  Good  cutting  in  a  contract. 

Capt.  My  honeft 

McGil.  I'll  certainly 

Capt.  Bravo  ! 

M'Gil.  Give  her 

Capt.  Aye 

M'GiL 
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JM&il.  To  Sandy. 

Capt.  S'death,  Sir!— Dare  to  tantalize  me — 
Come  my  worthy,  dear>  fnug  little  fellow,  procure 
me  that  girl,  and 

M'Gil.  Procure  you  a  girl ! — fury,  Sir  !  What 
do  you  take  me  for  ? 

Capt.  For  a  wife  man,  that  prefers  his  own  inte- 
reft  to  all  other  confiderations. 

McGil.  I  am  a  wife  man  ;  and  I — oh,  L<5rd  I—- 
but the  wedding's  a  thing  fettled,  clothes  bought, 
Parfon  befpoke,  young  folks  wifhes  on  the  tip  of 
expectation !  dear,  poor  Sandy  wou'd  break  his 
heart. — Eh  !  the  fined  thought — but,  I  fuppofe 
you  never  faw  her  though — you  mall  marry  my 
Mog. 

Capt.  Damn  your  Mog !  I  don't  want  to  marry 
any  body. 

M*Gil.  No !  why  I  thought  Jenny— 

Capt.  Zounds  !  Mr. — think  of  your  intereft. 

AfoGil.  Oh,  Lord  !  I  always  do — 

Capt.  Such  talents  as  yours,  hid  here  in  an 
obfcure  corner  of  the  world  !  Such  powers  of 
eloquence  I  Why,  man,  you're  a  diamond  in  a 
quarry. 

McGil.  I  am  a  rough  diamond — 

Capt.  I'll  dig  you  out  to  fhine  in  London— a 
feat  in  Parliament. 

MGil.  Why,  our  Laird  is  a  bright  man  there. 

Capt.  He  bright !  a  Scotch  pebble  to  you ;  your 
eloquence  once  known,  muft  command  any  thing. 

McGil.  Why,  yes ;  I  think  once  they  find  how 
I  can  fpeak,  I  (hall  get  paid  for  holding  my 
tongue. 

Capt.  Boards !  Jobs  !  Committees !   The  girl-* 

MfGil  Jobs! 

VOL.  iv.  s  Capt. 
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Capt.  Penfion  !  Place  and  Peerage  !  —  Little 
Jenny 

McGil.  Penfion !  Jenny's  yours ;  from  a  Sur- 
veyor, I'll  be  a  Commifiioner,  and  if  I  am  a 
Steward,  it  mall  be  of  the  Chiltern  Hundreds. 

Enter  CHARLEY. 

Cha.  (apart  to  MG/7.)  Sir,  Sir  ! 

McGil.  Eli!  now  you  puppy,  you've  let  Moggy 
give  you  the  flip. 

Cha.  No,  Sir,  I  have  her  fafe — but  as  you 
fufpefted,  Old  Croudy  has  juft  landed  fome  run 
goods. 

M'GH.  Where,  where  ? 

Cha.  With  the  glafs  I  faw  him  hide  them  in 
the  Creek,  behind  the  North  Foreland. 

McGil.  From  his  boat  ?  was  it  the  Swallow  ? 

Cba.  You  know  you  feiz'd  that  laft  week,  it's 
the  other  boat,  the  Angel. 

McGil.  I'll  have  her  and  lading  ! 

Capt.  But  my  dear  Sir,  Jenny 

MGH.  I'll  have  the  Angel  condemned. 

Capt.  My  Angel  condemn'd  !  for  what  ? 

MfGil.  For  running  brandy  and  tobacco. 

[Exit  loftily. 

Capt.  The  old  fellow's  mad — but  he  muft  pre- 
vent this  marriage— holloa,  Sir  !  Mr. —  [Exit. 

Cha.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  there  goes  my  mafter  to  feize 
his  own  goods  that  I  ftole  out  of  his  {lores,  and 
hid  in  the  rocks,  for  him  to  feek,  whilft  I  run  off 
with  his  daughter. 

Enter  MOGGY,  (unperceived) 

I  muft  hafte  and  let  Moggy  out.  (going) 

Hog. 
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Mog.  Dear  Sir,  won't  you  wait  for  company  ? 

Cha.  Moggy  !  how  the  plague  did  you  get 
here  ? 

Mog.  No  matter,  here  I  am,  and  take  me  while 
you  can. 

Cha*  Hey  ?  this  is  doing  things,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
— Charming  !  I've  cut  out  work  for  your  father, 
on  the  oppolite  tide  of  the  Ifland  ;  fo  I'll  run  down 
to  the  pier,  and  get  the  boat  ready,  and  off  we 
ikim  like  curlews.  [Exit. 

Mog.  Make  hade,  Charley — oh !  my  bonny 
Charley. 

AIR.— MOGGY. 

My  father's  hoafe  is  neat  and  nic«, 
My  little  garden  Paradife, 
My  chamber  deck'd  with  trinkums  fine, 
My  w.ndows  grac'd  with  jeffamine; 

I  have  a  black  bird  gny, 
Oh  he's  a  pretty  fellow, 
He  whittles  fweet  and  mellow, 

The  live  long  day. 

My  playful  kid,  for  handfome  pets  I've  many, 
My  wanton  bounding  fnfldng  Nanny; 

Yet  I  love  none  half  fo  well 

As  Charley's  gift,  my  dear  Fidelle, 

My  little  Fidelle, 

Hafte  gentle  lover,  now  for  you  ; 

Papa,  kid,  dog,  and  bird,  adieu. 
In  town  I'll  be,  my  gla(s  can  tell, 
A  monftrous  flaming  married  belle, 
The  ioremoft  in  all  gamefome  bouts, 
At  operas,  plays,  and  balls,  and  routs; 

Ail  in  my  plumage  fine, 
Around  the' i marts  fhali  flutter, 
About  me  what  a  clutter—— 

"  She'i  all  divine  . " 

They  fing,  they  dance,  to  pleafe  me  how  they  caper! 
Whilft  rivals  challenge,  huff  and  vapour; 

82  AS 
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As  birds  all  welcome  here  to  woo, 
For  Charley's  fake  begone  cuckoo  ; 
I'll  ne'er  create  my  fpoufey's  fliame, 
Tq  finge  my  wings  around  the  flame. 

Eh  !  yon's  a  boat  put  in — here's  fome  of  the 
paflengers  coming — what  a  ftrange  looking  man — 
a  harp !  why,  by  the  defcription,  it  muft  be  the 
Parfon  that's  expeded  from  Mull,  to  marry  Jenny 
and  Sandy,  (retires') 

Enter  Laird  of  RASEY,  (difguifed)   followed  by  a 
SERVANT  with  Portmanteau  and  Harp. 

Laird  Ra.  That  dwelling  looks  like  a  public- 
hoiife.  (pointing  to  Shelly' s) 

Ser.  It  is,  Sir. 

Laird  Ra.  Then  engage  a  room,  and  leave  my 
baggage  there — -my  great  coat  was  comfortable  on 
the  water,  but  on  land  its  cumlpreous.  (takes  it  off 
and  gives  it  to  the  Servant)—}  will  enquire  for  thole 
I  want,  and  yoij  may  refrefb  yourfelf  within. 

[Exit;  Servant  into  Shelly' s. 
Here,  pretty  maiden — — 

Mog.  Sir- — -What  a  civil  Gentleman  I  (ajide) 

Laird  Ra.  Do  you  know  one  Sandy  Frazer  ? 

Mog.  Eh,  Sandy— — - 

Laird  Ra.  Whom  I  am  to  marry  to  one  Jenny? 

Mog.  He,  he,  he  !  Lord,  if  I  cou'd  perfuade 
him  Charley  and  I  are  they ;  may  be  he'd  marry 
us.  (ajtde)  Oh  Sir,  dear  Sir,'Reverend  Sir!  you're 

heartily  welcome,  Sir  (curtfying) My  Charley 

• — I  fay,  Sir,  my   Sandy,  is  juft  gone   yonder  to 
the  pier,  to  look  out  for  your,  Sir. 

Laird  Ra.  Oh,  then  you  are  Jenny  ? 

Mog. 
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Mog.  Yes,  Sir — I  am  Jenny,  Sir. 1  hope  he 

won't  find  me  out.  (afide) — (Laird  of  Rafey  views 
her  attentively  and  with  emotion) .Lord  1  I  be- 
lieve he  fufpects  me — (afide) 

Laird  Ra.  Then  it  is  your  wifh  I  Ihould  marry 
you  to  Sandy  ? 

Mog.  Yes,  Sir ;  marry  us  as  faft  as  you  can,  Sir 
—I'm  not  in  a  hurry  to  be  married,  Sir. 

Laird  Ra.  I  fee  you  are  not. 

Mog.  O  no,  Sir,  my  Sandy  wifhes  it,  and  my 
father,  Sir 

Laird  Ra.  I  didn't  think  you  had  a  father 

Mog.  True,  Sir— 1 — I  mean  Mr.  McGilpin; 
he  loves  me  as  well  as  he  does  his  own  daugh- 
ter, Sir. 

Laird  Ra.  Then  he  has  a  daughter  of  his  own. 

Mog.  Oh  yes  Sir,  Moggy—  Mifs  Moggy 
MeGilpin---a  very  pretty  fort  of  a  body  I'll  allure 
you ;  loves  me  dearly,  only  Sir,  fhe's  given  to 
fib  a  little  now  and  then. 

Laird  Ra.  I  cou'd  wifh  to  fee   Mr.  McGi!pin. 

Mog.  Why  Sir,  I — I — don't  imagine  you  can 
fee  him  becaufe  he's  gone  on  great  bufmefs,  but,  he 
left  his  be  ft  compliments  for  you,  Sir,  and  re- 
qu^fts  you'd  perform  the  marriage  as  foon  as  you 
cou'd,  pleafe  your  reverence  (curtjies)  If  Charley 
was  but  here  now,  we  might  put  it  bevond  the 
power  of  father  ever  to  feparate  us.  (a/ide)  Oh, 
Sir,  here  comes  my  Sandy—now,  Sir,  you'll— obi 
Heav'ns !  my  father !  (ajide)  Good  bye,  Sir, 

(going) 

Laird  Ra.  But,  laffv,  flop 

Mog.  Yes,  Sir,  1*11  (lop — when  I'm  out  of  your 
fight.  [Exit  into  Sbtltfs 

Laird. 
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Laird  Ra.  A  whimfical   fort  of  young   lady! 
Oh,  here  comes  her  Sandy 

Enter  CHARLEY. 

Cba.  The  boat's  ready,  hey  !— where  has  flic 
fcamper'd — Sir —  did  you  lee  a  young  woman  ! 

Laird  Ra.  Yes,  your  Jenny  is  gone  into  that 
houfe. 

Cba.  Jenny  !  — -I  mean 

Laird  Ra.  Then,  my  good  Sandy — I — 

Cba.  Plhaw  !  I'm  nut  Sandy— -where  the  plague 
can  Moggy  have  run  to. 

Laird  Ra.  'Well,  I  thought  fhe  meant— but 
I'll  fee  about  the  marriage,  tafle  your  ale  and 
•wedding  cheer,  and  then  ferry  over  to  Inchken- 
neth,  where  I  have  three  or  four  more  couple  to 
tack  together.  [Exit. 

Cka.  This  giddy  tit,  to  be  out  of  the  way  now! 
Her  father!  'tis  well  Ihe  mifs'd  him. 

Enter  McGiLPiN,  in  a  rage. 

McGiL  Fine  police  !  if  the  King's  Officers  are 
to  be  afiauhed  in  the  execution  of  their  duty  ! 

Cba.  Ha,  ha,  ha  (afide)  Oh,  then,  Sir,  you've 
beat  old  Croudy  ? 

McGil  No,  but  he  has  beat  me  !  I'll  let  the 
ruffian  know,  no  body  mall  cheat  the  King  in  this 
Ifland,  but  myfelf— he's  a  poacher  too,  goes 
fowling,  groufing,  and  cocking;  but  I'll  groufe 
and  cock  him  !  I'll  fhew  him,  that  in  Col  I  am 
grand  fowler,  prowler,  and  comptroller.  His  fon 
Shelty  have  a  chiid  of  mine  ! — my  dear  Charley 
take  care  of  Moggy. 

Cba. 
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Cka.  She's  fafe  I'll  anfwer,  Sir. 

Mf^GiL  Have  you  feen  the  Captain  ?  I'll  give 
Jenny  to  him,  to  fecure  my  preferment  there. 

Cha.  I'll  fet  Matter  on  another  hunt,  whilft  I 

look  for  Moggy Sir,  have  an  eye  to  Jenny,  the 

Parfon's  come,  and  if  Sandy  gets  a  hint  of  your 
intention  to  give  her  to  the  Captain,  they'll  be 
married  unknown  to  you. 

McGil.  Ods  fim  !   but  where  is  Jenny  ? 

Cha.  This  inflant  gone  into  Shelty's. 

MfGil.  Run  you  in,  boy,  and  fecure  her,  whilfl 
I  raife  the  pofley  after  Croudy. 

Cba.  Lordl  Sir,  Jenny  wou'd  never  flay  with  me, 
you'd  bed  in  and  fecure  her  yourfelf,  and  I'll  bring 
the  conftables  for  Croudy.  (Moggy  looks  out  at  the 
door)  Look,  there  me  is — after  her,  Sir. 

Mog.  Its  me,  you  fool !  (apart  to  him,  and  re- 
tires) 

Cha    Oh,  the  devil !  its  Moggy,  (afide) 

MtGil.    (going)    Stop    you   Jenny !     I'll    have 


you  ' 


Cba.  Stay  you  Sir — I'll  have  her- 


McGil.  You  !  you  know  fhe'd  never  flay  for 
you — here,  Jenny [Exit  into  Shelty's. 

Cha.  Sent  the  Wolf  after  my  lamb !  I  cou'd 
hang  myfelf !  What,  what  is  to  be  done  ? — Stay, 
as  he'll  find  her  in  Shelty's,  I'll  fwear  it  was  he 
that  Hole  her  out. 

Enter  CROUDY — crojing. 

Odfo  !  there's  old  Croudy  gone  into  Shelty's — I'll 
fetch  the  conflables  upon  him — I  know,  from  his 
wicked  obflinate  fpirir,  it  will  be  a  devil  of  a 
work  to  take  him ;  and  in  the  confulion  I  may  flill 

get 
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get  Moggy  down  to  the  waterside  —  then  weigh 
anchor,  feather  oar,  blow  kind  breezes,  and  adieu 
to  my  old  matter.  [Exit* 


SCENE  II. 

Inftde  P/SHELTY'S  Houfe.— Laird  RASAY'J  Coat, 
Hat,  and  Wig  on  the  Table — A  Harp. 

Enter  SHELTY,  with  a  Mug* 

Sbel.  Yes,  Sir,  Fm  here,  Sir — I'm  there,  Sir- 
coming,  Sir.  (drinks}  Lord,  what  nice  ale  I  do 
fell — Yes  Sir !  my  houfe  is  fo  full — oh,  what  a 
mortal  fine  chance  have  I  to  make  money — but 
father's  wrangling  with  M'Gilpin,  will  kick  down 

all here  he  comes ;  now  if  he  hasn't  been  in 

fome  new  combuftifications. 

Enter  CROUDY, 

Crau.  Ha  !  (takes  the  mug  from  Shelty  and  drints) 
a  fcoundrel !  tell  me  I  rob  tlie  King!  the  Cuftom- 
houfe  Officer  takes  his  pay  and  fmuggles — and  he's 
a  bad  fervanr,  indeed,  that  robs  his  mafter.  Boy, 
McGilpin  wou'd  have  feiz'd  my  boat,  tho'  'twas 
only  laft  week  he  claw'd  up  my  other,  (drinks)—' 
Loft  my  poor  Swallow  ! 

Shel  (looking  in  the  mug]  Father,  you  feem 
to  have  ftill  a  very  good  fwallow. 

Crou.  This  tax-man— Oh  !  I'll 

Shel.  Lord,  father !  how  you  do  put  one  out 
of  all  forts !  here's  my  houfe  full — there's  the  Ser- 
jeant has  got  Sandy  and  all  the  lads  at  cards ;  and 

here's 
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here's  Sandy's  marriage — and  here's  this  new  Par- 
fon  feems  a  wet  clergy — and  then,  now  your  quar- 
rels with  McGilpin  will  fet  my  houfe  in  an  uproar. 

Crou.  Go  froth  your  ale,  and  {core  double  boy, 
—  Tve  threfh'd  M'Gilpin. 

Sbel.  You  han't? 

Crou.  I've  bang'd  him,  firrah. 

Enter  AT  IE. 

Apte.  Oh,  mercy,  Matter  Croudy !  here's  the 
Conftables,  and  M'Gilpin  in  the  houfe  ! 

Shel.  Lord,    Lord  !    you'll  be  taken A  pie 

do  you  go  down,  and  let  nobody  come  up  [Exit 
Apie}  Eh  !  this  is  the  luckieft — (feeing  the  clothes} 
here  ftep  into  this  great  coat,  hat,  and  wig,  the 
Parfon's  fervant  left  here— no  time  for  thinking- 
do  father  take  a  fool's  advice. 

Crou.  Eh! 

Sbel.  If  you  are  taken,  to  jail  you  go— do  you 
want  to  make  a  riot  in  my  houfe ;  give  him  a  pre- 
tence to  take  away  my  licence  ?  no,  do  things  eafy 
—-here,  quick,  quick,  father  !  (he  helps  him  on  with 
a  cloak)  Theie,  the  devil  a  one  of  them  can  know 
you  now— I'll  run  and  get  the  boat  ready—you're 
fo  nicely  difguifed,  you  may  eafily  get  to  it— |  Exit. 

Crou.  Oh,  you  cowardly  cur !  you're  no  fon  of 
mine— my  cudgel  is  but  a  poor  defence— if  I  had 
only — is  that  my  broad  fword  yonder?  I  made  a 
prefent  of  it  to  this  pigeon  ;  but  he  never  had  fpi- 
rit  to  ufe  it  takes  it  from  over  the  chimney;}  and  fhall 
it  be  faid,  that  a  Highlander  fneak'd  out  like  a  pol- 
troon, with  his  broad  fword  in  his  hand  !  no,  no!  no 
difguife  now.  (  flings  off  the  cloak)  All  fair  and  open 
—-it  they  take  me,  they  muft  firft  take  this  (draws) 
'twas  once  drawn  in  what  I  then  thought  a  right 

VOL.  iv.  T  caufc 
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caufe,  but  ready  now  to  defend  my  King ;  tho'  I 
clo  run  a  few  anchors  of  brandy  to  quaff  his  health, 
and  bring  up  my  children  to  fight  his  battles.  [Exit. 

Enter  MOGGY,  frightened. 

Mog.  Oh,  kid  !  where  fhall  I  hide  from  father  ? 
If  I  cou'd  ftand  behind  the  door,  and  flip  out  as 
he  comes  in ;  but  what  cou'd  bewitch  Charley  to 
fend  him  after  me  ?  If  I  cou'd  but  get  down  to  the 
pier—what's  this  (looks  a t  clothes,  &d]  Ha!  the 
rarfon's — I've  a  great  mind  to  try  now  if  I  can't 
hide  myfelf  in  them — Ha,  ha,  ha  !  on  they  go, 
{puts  them  on]  and  wig  too ! 

M^Gil.   (without)   She  is  here. 

Mog.  O,  Lord  there's  father  (mt/ffles  the  cloak 
round  her] 

Shel.  (without]  She  is  not. 

AfcGil.  (without}  Sirrah!  Charley  told  me  me 
came  in  jufl  now- • 

Enter  SHELTY. 

Shel.  (looks  at  Moggy)  Ay,  now  you've  adeu* 
like  a  fenfible  man. 

Mog.  Man  !  (afide) 

Shel.  I'll  get  you  off. 

McGilpin    without}  I'll  have  the  houfe  fearch'd— ; 

Shel.  Its  Mr.  M'Gilpin ;  don't  fpeak,  and  I'll 
get  you  out. 

Mog.  Thank  ye  (apart} 

ShtL  But  pray,  don't  cudgel  him  again  (goes. 
to  the  door,  and  returns  —Hark  ye,  old  one, 
only  keep  cool  ;  for  if  it  comes  to  the  worft, 
I've  feme  lads  drinking  in  the  next  room,  every 
one  owe  Mr.  M'Gilpin  fome  grudge,  and  if  he 
will  arreft  you,  I'll  have  'em  all  on  him  at  a 

beck; 
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beck  ;  I'll  engage  they'll  cut  your  way  thro*  fifty 
conftables. 


Mog.  I've  a  mind  to  try  a  race  for  it 
Shel.  Here  comes  the  old  firmer  -  Hufh,  not 
a  word. 

Enter  M'GiLPiN. 

MGil.  Where  is  flie  ? 

Shel.  (pretending  to  have  been  in  converfatwn) 
Oh  yes  Sir,  for  certain  :  if  the  infular  cncumfe- 
rence  cou'd  but  round  about  the  leger-de-main  of 
three  fquare  canonicals—  the  goais-beards  may 
abrogate  our  Caledonian  fyftem  with  longitudinal 
parallel—  ramifications—  Dr.  Lexicon  told  me  the 
fame  thing. 

M'Gil.  Eh!—  W4hat? 

Shel.  So  did  Bofee—  (not  feemlng  to  fee  McGilpiri) 

McGil.  Sirrah  !  where's  Jenny  ? 

Shel.  Oh!  how  are  you,  Sir?  (affeRing  furprize) 

McGil.  What's  that  to  you  ?  Deliver  up  Jenny— 

Shel.  Don't  fpeak,  daddy  (apart  to  Mog<>y)— 
Jenny  !—  Why  Sir,  you  think  I'm  a  devil  amongfl 
the  girls—  this  morning  I  was  running  away  with 
Moggy  —  now  it's  Mr.  Shelty,  Sir,  you've  been 
killing  Jenny  !  - 

McGil.  Sirrah  !  where's  the  knave,  your  father  I 

Shel.  My  father  is—  a  —  oh  —  1  dare  fay  he  is  — 

M'GIL  Where? 

Shel.  I  fuppofe  fo—  (Shelty  Jiands  between  Mog. 
and  McGilpin) 

McGil.  What  are  you  humming  me,  you  impu- 
dent rafcah 

Shel  Keep  quiet,  father,  (apart  to  Mog.) 

M'Gil.  But  I'll  have  the  old  rogue  I 

SbcL  Keep  your  temper,  Sir.  (apart  to  Mog.) 
T  2 
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Mog.  How  comes  this  miffo.ke  of  Shelty's  ?  bur 
I'll  give  into  it,  if  it  brings  me  off.  (afide) 

MGil.  What  old  fellow's  that  ?  (to  Mog.'} 

Shtl.  Over   the   chimney?      Oh,    that's   Lord 
Lovett. 

McGil.  Over  the  chimney  !  no,  that. 

Sbel.  Yes,  poor  Simon  Frazer.  (looking  towards 
a  print,  pafted  over  the  chimney} 

MsGiL  Simon  Frazer !  I  mean  that—  (to  Mog.) 

Set.  Oh !  againft  the  cupboard  ?  Jenny  Ca- 
meron. 

McGil.  The  cupboard  !  no 1  mean  he,  that 

ftands  there,  next  to  a  faucy  knave. 

Shel.  That  ftands  next  an  old  crazy  knave,  Sir— - 

(goes  over  and  ftands  clofe  by  McGil.) that's 

me.  Sir. 

McGil.  Get  along,   you  audacious 1  mean 

that,  that  fellow !  (looking  at  Mog.) 

Shel.  Fellow  !  this  ?  Oh,  Sir,  this  Gentleman 
is  the  Welch  Parfon  from  Raafey. 

MCGH.  'Od,  I  beg  his  pardon- --How  do  you 

do,  Doctor? Oh,  true,  you're  come  to  marry 

Sandy  and  Jenny — ah  !  that's  all  up  \  ha,  ha,  ha ! 
I  fee  you've  brought  your  harp — I'm  glad  o'that 
— Sandy  told  me  how  finely  you  touch'd  it — a  fa- 
vourite inftrument  of  mine,  'caufe  my  daughter 
Moggy  plays  it ;  and  fweetly  my  child  does  tune 
it  too ;  though  I  have  her  now  lock'd  up  at  home. 

Mog.  I'm  now  lock'd  up  at  home  !  Ha,  ha, 
ha  !  (ajtde) 

A/<G/7.  It's  all  along  of  you,  you  curfed  tapfter! 
'tis  you  that  has  drawn  her  from  her  duty. 

Shel..  Hey  !  don't  abufe  me,  Sir. 

MfGil.  Doclor,  I  ihou'd  like  to  hear  the  harp 
tickled  in  the  genuine  Welch  ftrain  j  pray,  Sir,  fa- 
vor me  with  a  tune  ?  Sktl. 
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Shel.  Yes — now  my  father  muft  be  found  out; 
he  cou'd  as  foon  carry  a  houfe  as  play  a  harp. 

Now,  come  Sir.  (places  the  harp  before 

Shel.  Don't  fpeak  to  him,  Sir. 

A&G/7.  Hold  vour  tongue  you  bufy ycni 

envious  cur  !  you're  afraid  that  his  fweet  harp  will 
put  your  barbarous  pipes  out  of  favour.— Dear 
Doctor,  play — 

Shel.  Father,  you  muft  play  up  with  your 
cudgel. 

MtGil.  Charm  my  ears. 

Shel.  Yes ;  he'll  be  foon  about  your  ears !  (afide) 

MfGil.  Sir,  we  are  all  attention. 

Shel.  Throw  it  by,  and  fight  your  way  out, 
(apart  to  Moggy,  who  prepares  to  play) 

McGil.  Silence,  puppy — not  a  breath. — (places 
him f elf  in  a  liftening  attitude — Shelty  feems  uneafy: 
— Moggy  plays  with  much  tafte  and  execution} 

McGil.  Charming ! 

Shel.  He  has  been  my  father  thefe  fix  and  twenty 
years,  and  I  never  knew  he  cou'd  play  the  harp 
before  1  (afide} 

McGiL  Fine  indeed  Doctor  \  but  not  quite 
that  angelic  Cecilian  fublimity,  that  certain  fweet 
feminine  delicacy  of  my  daughter's  touch. — You 
are  the  caufe  of  my  child's  prefent  diftrefles,  you 
mifcreant ! — but  I'll  revenge  all  upon  the  rogue 
your  father. 

Shel.  Father,  you  fee  you  muft  fight  your  way. 
(apart.} 

MGil.  Oh  !  here  Charley  has  brought  the  con- 
ftables. 

Enter 
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Enter  CHARLEY  and  CONSTABLES. 

Cha.  Sir,  I  faw  Croudy  enter  here.  If  I  cou'd 
raife  a  purfuit,  I  may  find,  and  take  Moggy  off. 
(afde) 

McGil.  There  Charley,  yon  Ihew  the  Doctor 
here  (pointing  to  Moggy}  to  my  houfe  j  whilft  the 
conftables  and  I  fearch  this,  for  Croudy. 

Shel.  {apart  to  Charley)  Do  Charley,  take  the 
Doctor — it's  my  father — get  him  off.  (apart) 

Cha.  What !  I  help  the  efcape  of  fmugglers  ! 
Sir,  (to  M*G ilpin)  that's  Croudy,  in  difguife. 

Mog.  It's  me,  you  blockhead  !  (apart  to  Cha.) 

Cha.  Moggy  again  !  (afide)  ay,  come  along, 
Doctor,  (takes  Moggy's  arm  under  his,  and  is  going) 

McGil.  Stop  !  Doctor !  didn't  you  fay  'twas 
Croudy,  'tis  too— I  fee  the  gleam  of  his  wall  eye. 
Conftable,  lay  hold  of  him. 

Shel.  Keep  off— I'll  defend  my  father  with  my 
life  !  (brandifoes  a  cudgel  andjlands  before  Mog.) 

Conjl.  Surrender. 

Shel.  Nay  then—Lads !   (whiftlts) 

Enter  fever al  HIGHLAND  PEASANTS  (armed). 

Down  with  the  Cuftom-houfe   Officer !    or  he'll 
fcize  all  your  boats. 

Mog.  Oh!  they'll  murder  my  father!  Heavens! 

Conjl.  Keep  the  peace. 

Shel.  No.  (flourijlring  his  cudgel) 

Conjl.  No  !  Then  here's  no  bufmefs  for  a  peace- 
officer.  [Exit. 

Shel.  Father,  when  they  knock  him  down,  you 
make  off.  (apart  to  Mog.)  Down  with  M'Gilpin 
— Hurraw  !  Lads ! 

All. 
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All.  Hurra!  (as  thy  raife  their  weapons  to 
Jlrike  MGilpin — Moggy  fuddenly  flings  off  her  dif- 
guifc,  and  throws  herfelf  on  her  knees  between  them) 

Mog.  Oh,  fave  my  father ! 

McGil.  My  daughter  i 

Shel.  This  my  daddy  ? 

McGil.  My  dear  child  ! 

Cba.  I've  done  this  well,  (afide) 

McGil.  Before  I  lock'd,  but  now  I'll  double 
lock  you. 

Mog.  Don't  put  me  again  in  Charley's  care. 

McGil.  No,    I'll  take  care  of  you   myfelf,   my 

dutiful,    affectionate but,    you  jade,  who  got 

you  out  ? 

Mog.  Who,  but  my  dear  Shelty  ! 

Sbel  I!  Me? 

McGil.  Aye,  thefe  were  all  your  lies your 

Simon  Frazer's  and  Jenny  Cameron's  againft  the 
cupboard  ! 

Shel.  But,  where  the  devil  can  old  Croudy  be'? 
Eh !  as  I  found  Mifs  Moggy  under  a  gteat  coat, 
perhaps  I  may  find  my  daddy  under  a  petticoat. 

[Exit. 

McGil.  However,  Moggy  for  your  concern  for 
me,  juft  now,  you  mail  fee  me  reward  defert,and— - 

Enter  JENNY  and  SANDY. 


Give  Jenny  to 

San.  Good  Sir 

Enttr  CAPTAIN  DASH. 

McGil.  To  Captain  Dafli,   (Hands  her  to  him") 
Capt.  Sir,  you  mall  be  a  great  man  upon  my 
honour. 

San.  Sir,  have  not  I  your  promife  ? 
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MtGil.  Eh  !  I  believe  I'm  a  great  man  already, 
for  I  totally  forgetv  my  promife. 

San.  But,  Sir,  I  hold  yon  to  it,  and  with 
my  life  I'll  juftify  my  pretenfions  here,  (takes 
ler  hand) 

Jen.  Nay,  Sandy- 

Capt.  Hark'ee,  young  bull  calf,  if  you've  a 
Jife  to  fpare,  in  my  regiment,  it  may  ferve  your 
King  and  country. 

San.  Sir,  the  officer  that  could  difgrace  his  pro- 
feffion,  by  injuring  the  individual,  will  prove  but 
a  poor  protector  to  his  country,  and  is  unworthy 
the  favour  of  his  King. 

Capt.  A  fpirked  fort  of  a  fcoundrel  this  ! — Old 
one,  I  muft  have  him.  (apart  to  M(Gil) 

McGil.  You  mail  (apart)  Sandy-— remember 
my  agency — tho'— I  fay,  Sandy,  upon  recollec- 
tion, I  can't  affign  over  a  leafe  of  the  farm  I 
promised  you,  unlefs  you  immediately  pay  me 
down  a  fine  of  50!. 

San.  You  know  'tis  impoffible  for  me  to  raife 
fuch  a  fum 

McGil.  I  do.  (ajtdi)  Oh,  Lord  !  can't  you  ?  I'm 
fb  forry — but  you  muft  quit  ihe  premifes. 

San.  No  indulgence — no  confederation  for  the 
fei  vices  I  have  render'd  the  eftate  1 

M'GiL  Indulgence  !  Sandy  ! 1  thought  you 

were  as  honefl  as — as  myfelf ;  but  now  I  fee  you'd 
have  me  turn  an  unfaithful  Steward. 
'San.  You're  a  wretch  !  a  mean  petty  tyrant !  and 
may  every  unfaithful  fervant,  who,  like  you, 
ufes  his  delegated  power  to  opprefs  the  poor,  and 
bring  curfes  on  the  name  of  a  worthy  mafter,  meec 

the   villain's  reward lhame   and   punilhment ! 

[Exit. 
M'Gil. 
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JW  Gil.  Dimme,  you  go  on  the  fodorn  hope 
ftr  this !  Captain,  you  mall  have  him. 

Jen.  After  all  his  labour  and  toil  to  improve  the 
country,  is  my  love  to  be  driven  thus  out  of  it  ? 

MeGii.  Come  home,  you  huffey.      (to  Moggy) 

Mvg.  Ah,  do,  father,  do  lock  me  up,  but  don't 
be  fo  cruel  to  poor  Jenny 

MCGIL  What  are  locks  and  brick  walls  againft 
fuch  an  Algerine  family  as  Sli city's?  Even  the 
old  water  thief  his  father  wou'd  rob  a  Bilhop  of 
his  butter  boats ! 

[Exeunt  McGil  Capt.  and  Moggy. 

Jen.  And  this  is  the  completion  of  my  happincis ! 

AIR.— JENNY. 

The  bleak  wind  whittles  o'er  the  main, 

The  feaman  trolls  his  jovial  fong, 
He'll  fee  his  faithful  maid  again, 

And  blithe  his  tall  fhip  roils  along. 

From  the  maft  head  the  cliff  he  fpies, 

His  joys  in  pleafing  hopes  expand, 
The  temped  roars,   the  billows  rife, 

In  vain  he  tacks  to  make  the  land. 

Relentlefs  breakers  guard  the  coaft, 
His  hope,  his  ftivp,  himfelf  is  loft. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  III. 

Another  Room  in  SHELTY'S. 
Enter  LAIRD  of  COL,  and  SERVANT. 
Laird  Col.  Only  enquire  if  Mr.  McGilpin  is  at 
home  ? 

Ser.  Yes,  my  Laird.  [Exit. 

Laird  Col.  1   find   my    arrival    is   totally  unex- 
pected—The moment  I  fct  my  foot  on   my  little 
VOL,  iv.  v  territory 
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territory  here,  I  found  my  heart  glow  with  all  the 
pride  of  an  ancient  Scottifli  Chieftain  !  but  no 
refpect — no  one  to  welcome  me — no  attendance — 
Who's  there  ?  (with  authority"} 

Enter  SHELTY. 

Shel.  Ha,  ha,  ha  i  there  he  has  taken  Moggy 
home. 

Laird  Col.  Do  you  belong  to  the  houfe  ? 

Sh>l.  No,  but  the  houfe  belongs  to  me — what 
d'ye  want  ? 

Laird  Col.  Manners ! 

Sbel  I  thought  fo,  by  your  making  fuch  a 
noifc — D'ye  want  any  ale  ? 

Laird  Col.  Do  you  know  who  you  talk  to  ? 

Sbel.  Yes — who  are  you  ?  Oh,  one  of  my  fa- 
ther's fmuggling  cuftomeis.  (afde)  You're  a  ped- 

Laird  Col.  How  ? 

Sbel  I  alk  pardon,  I  did'nt  fee  your  laced  waift- 
coat — you're  the  puppet-lhew  man  come  to  Sandy's 
wedding  ? 

Laird  Col.  Sirrah ! 

Re -enter  SERVANT. 

Ser.  Yes,  Mr.  McGilpin  is  on  the  Ifland,  your 
honour. 

Skel  Honor !  (looks  attentively  at  the  Laird) 

Laird  Col  Inform  him  his  Laird  is  here — and 
that  I  command  his  immediate  attendance. 

Ser.  I  (hall,  Sir.  [Exit. 

Sbel  This  Laird   Donald  ?    Oh  dear ! 

[Exit  cautioujly* 

Enter  LAIRD  O/RAASEY. 
Laird  Ra.  (on  entering)  Only  order  my  bill. 
Laird  Col  The  Laird  of  Raafey  !  Why,  my  good 

friend, 
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friend,  what  brings   you""to  Col  ?    and  your    ap- 
pearance,    (furveying  his  drefe) 

Laird  Ra.  Hufh,  my  dear  Donald  ?  I  as  little 
expected  to  have  met  with  you  here. 

Laird  Col.  But  how  !  what  ? 

Laird  Ra.  You  may  remember  my  fitter  Evelyn 
making  a  ftolen  match  with  young  Cameron  ;  the 
Jad  went  for  England  to  acquire  wealth,  the  only 
qualification  he  wanted  j  and  my  fitter,  poor  thing ! 
to  avoid  my  fathers  anger  repairing  here  to  Col, 
died  in  child  birth,  leaving  a  daughter,  of  whom 
1  am  now  in  fearch. 

Laird  Col.  But  your  canonicals !   (to  his  drefi) 

Laird  Ra.  Why,  Sir,  meeting  on  the  road  an  old 
domeftic  of  mine,  who  is  now  in  the  fervice  of  a 
Parfon  Owen  engaged  to  wed  a  couple  here,  I  pre- 
vail'd  on  him,  for  a  little  cam,  to  affift  me  in  a  plan, 
that  on  the  inftant  I  conceived,  to  perfonate  his 
matter,  he  lent  me  thefe  clothes,  for  1  thought,  in  a 
feign'd  charader,  if  I  cou'd  difcover  my  niece,  I 
might  unknown  myfelf,  have  come  to  her  real 
difpofition  :  If  capable  of  polifh,  I'd  have  fnatch'd 
her  from  obfcurity — but  I  find  fuch  a 

Laird  Col.  Oh,  then  you  have  found  her. 

Laird  Ra.  Oh,  yes  j  but  my  niece,  Mifs  Jenny, 
as  they  call  her,  may  make  a  good  farmer's  wife, 
and  in  a  young  fellow,  one  Sandy,  from  his  cha- 
racter, (he's  likely  to  have  a  moft  excellent  huf- 
band — Ha,  ha,  ha  !  fuppofing  me  the  Parfon,  juft 
now,  {he  wou'd  have  had  me  marry  her  to  him  !  Ay, 
me  may  grace  a  dairy,  and  may  thus  be  much  hap- 
pier than  bringing  her  into  a  fphcre  her  ruftic  edu- 
cation has  render'd  her  unfit  for ;  I  ihall  give  the 
lad  fome  cam  with  her ;  but  I  lhan't  difcover  my- 
felf— And  now  for  your  affair" 

u  2  Laird 
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Laird  Col.  I  lately  made  this  liland  over  to  my  fon 
Robert — I  parted  with  him  Lift  in  London  ;  he  had 
then  but  jqft  return 'd  from  Hampshire,  and  the 
ihooting  feafon  approaching,  he  told  me  he'd  fe$ 
what  game  my  new  gift  afforded ;  but  I  don't 
know  how — I  can  hear  nothing  of  the  boy — Fif- 
teen years  fince  I've  been  here,  fo,  during  recefs  of 
Parliament,  I've  taken  a  trip,  ro  fee  if  Bob  has 
made  auy  improvements,  for  his  Hamofhire  jour- 
ney made  him  a  fkilful  farmer,  I  aflure  you; — 
befides,  I  was  anxious  to  know  how  M'Gilpin, 
my  Steward,  has  gone  on  :  but  I  hear  nothing  but 
complaints  of  him.,  and  yet  the  Jiland  wears  a 
fern  ic  :ook. 

Laird Ra.  Like  me,  you  fhou'dhave  cpme  incog, 
then  vou'd  have  teen  the  true  face  of  things. 

Laird  Col.  Ay,  Sir,  but  no  hiding  the  nativ$ 
dignity  of  a  McDonald. 

Enter  SHELTY  (veryfubmifffoety.) 

Sbel.  Mv  Laird,  forgive  me  taking  you  for  a 
pedlar,  (bows  low  "> 

Laird  Ra.  "  The  dignified  McDonald  taken  for 
a  pedlar!" 

Sbel.  Pardon  me,  Sir,  for  taking  you  for  a 
fhtwman  !  (bows  I  w} 

Laird  Col.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  well,  Sir,  I  (hall  ex- 
cufe  your  apologies — now  for  honeft  McGilpin— - 

Sbel.   Yes,  my  Laird,  he's  as  worthy  a  man — 

Laird  Col.   Worthy  !   1  heard— 

Sbel.  All  truth— he's  as  great  a  rogue  as  ever 
flood  in  the  picture  frame. 

Laird.  Col.  Well,  let  the  gentlemen  of  the  Ifland 
attend  me— — 

Sbel  Gentlemen  !  Yes,  we  will  all  attend  your 
Lordftiip.  (bows} 

Laird 
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Laird  Col.  And  let  every  one  that  has  any  charge 
ag  inft  McG'lpin  appear—  If  well  grounded,  I 
fhall  fee  him  punimed  —  My  Laird.  {fo  Laird  of 
Raafey]  \_Rxeunt  Lairds. 

Sbel.  (aping  the  Laird  of  Col.}  I  mall  fee  him  pu- 
nifhed  !  hem  !  a  fine  thing;  to  be  a  great  man—  -call 
the  gentlemen  to  attend  me  ^mimicking]  If  I  was 
a  Lord,  what  a  deal  of  good  I'd  do  to---myfelf  — 
I'd,  if—  -that  is  fuppofing  I  was  a  very  great  man 
indeed—I'd  be  the  patron  of  genius  and  talents, 
I'd  reward  the—  -flone-eater  —  I'd  attend  all  forts  of 
elegant—  cock-fights,  to  fhew  my  good  nature,  and 
to  fhew  my  courage  —  I'd  go  to  the  mod  fcientificai 
academies  for—  boxing  —  and  then  there's  your  con- 
certs, public  and  private,  where  fome  great  Lords 
play  the  violin  ;  fo,  amongft  thofe  famous  quality 
hautboys,  who  knows  how  far  my  chaunter  might 
be  efteemed  in  polite  harmonifications  J 

AIR.—  SHELTY. 

Boys,  when  I  play,  cry  oh  crimini, 
Shelty's  chaunter  fqueaker  imini; 
In  love-tunes  I'm  fo  emphatical, 
Fingers  fhaking  quiveratical  ; 

With  agility, 

Grace,  gentility, 

Girls  fhake  heel  and  toe, 

Pipes  I  tick:    fo  ; 


Titilate,  pretty  mate, 
My  hops,  love,  mirth,  young  blood  circulate. 

Oh,  my  chaunter  founds  fo  prettily, 
Sweeter  far  than  pipes  from  Italy; 
Crofs  the  Tweed  I'll  bring  my  tweedledum, 
Striking  foreign  flute  and  fiddle  dumb  ; 

Modern  Rizzio's  fo, 

Pleafe  ma'ams  mifles  fo, 

Peen 
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Peers  can  merry  ftrum, 
Aft  pJays  very  rum, 
I'll  puff  at  fquare  Hanover, 
Can  over,  man  over, 
AH  the  puny  pipes  irorn  |tajy> 

I'm  in  talk  a  pedant  mufkal, 
In  fine  terns  I  lug  intrufkal, 
glap  Bavura's  alt,  the  rage  about, 
Hayden,  JVfc-ra,  opera,  ftage  about ; 

Oratvorio?, 

Cramers  Florios; 

Things  at  jubilee, 

Neither  he  i-or  fbe, 

Die  at  Syren's  note, 

Tiny  throat,  petticoat, 
This  1$  amateur  high  muficaL 

[Exit. 


END  OF    TH£    SECOND   ACT. 
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ACT     III. 


SCENE    I. 

The  Country. 
Enter  SANDY  and  JENNY. 

JF.NNY. 

Y  dear  Sandy  don't  grieve ;  why  fliould  ill 
fortune  difturb  our  tranquility,  unlefs  it  cou'd 
lefien  our  affeftion. 

San.  M'Gilpin's  defign  of  giving  you  to  the 
Captain  diltra&s  me. 

Jen.  But  he  (hall  not;  my  obligations  to  him 
are  great,  yet  this  tyrannic  attempt  to  fetter  my 
inclinations,  and  a  fufpicion  that  his  motives  are 
not  quite  difiriterefted,  have  fomewhat  abated  my 
debt  of  gratitude. 

San.  And  here  won't  let  me  continue  in  my 
farm,  without  this  fine  of  fifty  pounds,  fo  I  muft 
give  it  up  ;  but  he  laid  it  on  to  ruin  me. 

Jen.  Well,  and  even  fo,  are  there  not  other 
farms,  or  no  farm,  cou'd  you  not  be  happy  with, 
your  poor  Jenny  ? 

San.  My  fource  of  happinefs !  when  mine,  I 
mall  efteem  you  as  a  friend,  refpecl:  you  as  a  wo- 
man, and  adore  you  as  an  angel — be  for  ever  grate- 
ful 
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ful  for  your  honoring  me  with  your  choice,  before 

Ib  many  more  worthy I'll  cherifh  you  in  my 

heart— love  you  till  death-— and  protect  you  with 
my  life. 

Jen.  When  you  are  rhy  hufband — if  you  can 
have  faults,  to  me  they  (hall  ieem  failings,  buc 

your  virtues  I  lhall  efteem  perfections I'll 

advife  you  with  candour,  obey  you  with  cheer- 
tulnefs,  make  your  home  the  feat  of  comfort ;  yet, 
if  you  ever  mould  quit  your  door  with  a  frown, 
*ny  fmile  of  welcome  Ihould  meet  you  at  the 
th remold  ! 

San.  My  fweet  Jenny  !  this  Captain  1 — I  cannot 
think  of  refigning  you  to  him  ;  but  if  I  truly  love 
you,  mould  1  make  you  the  partner  of  my  mifer- 
a»ble  fortunes  ? 

Jen.  Ill  follow  you,  my  Sandy,  the  world  over  j 
equally  prepar'd  to  partake  of  your  good  fortune, 
or  comfort  you  in  forrow — —oh,  don't  deny 
me! 

fan.  My  dear  Jenny  ! let  me  wipe  thefe 

tears  from  your  cheek,  they  hang  like  rain  upon  an 
apple  bloffbm. 

AIR. — SANDY. 

At  dawn  I  rofe  with  jocund  glee, 

For  joyful  was  the  day 
That  cou'd  this  bleffing  give  to  me  ; 

Now  joy  is  fled  away,  Jenny. 
No  flocks,  nor  herds,  nor  ftore  of  gold, 

Nor  houfe,  nor  home  have  I ; 
If  beauty  muft  be  bought  and  fold, 

Abs  !  I  cannot  buy,  Jenny. 

Yet  I  am  rich,  if  thou  art  kind, 

So  priz'd  a  fmile  from  thee ; 
True  love  alone  our  hearts  mail  bind, 

Thou'rt.all  the  world  to  me,  Jenny. 

Sweet 


THE  HIGHLAND  REEL;  161 

Sweet  gentle  maid,  tho'  patient  meek, 

My  lily  drops  a  tear, 
Ah  !  raife  thy  drooping  head,  and  feek 

Soft  peace  and  comfort  here,  Jenny. 

This  is  the  firft  time  I  ever  was  convinced  money 
was  a  bleffing. 

Enter  BENIN,  with  a  Letter: 

Sen.  Mifs  Jenny,  Mifs  Jenny,  a  letter  by  the 
boat. 

Jen.  A  letter  for  me  !  (opens  if,  and  reads)  "  Ma- 
"  dam,  the  ticket,  No.  125,  of  which  you  pur- 
"  chas'd  one  fixteenth  at  my  office,  is  drawn  a 
prize  of  loool.  Your  humble  fervant, 

"    GEORGE  ROSS." 

Heavens!  what  good  fortune!  now  Sandy,  you 
may  keep  the  farm ! 

San.  Eh! 

Jen.  My  lottery  chance — where  is  it? — you  know 
I  gave  it  to  you 

San.  Did  you  ?  (with  emotion) 

Jen.  What's  the  matter  ? — let  me  fee  the  paper 
•*— its  a  iixteenth — flay — fixteen  fifties — Lord  !  you 
can  pay  the  fine— and  we  fhall  have — aye — 1  don't 
know  how  much  in  our  pockets. 

Enter  Serjeant  JACK,  Singing. 

Serj.  Eh  !  isn't  this  the  lad  I  broke  at  cribbage  ? 
— 'tis — hah,  my  worthy  !  I'm  ready  to  give  you 
your  revenge  at  the  boards  again — or  any  game 
from  lanfquenet  to  tee-totum,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Jen.  Why,  have  you  been  playing  at  cards, 
Sandy  ? 

VOL.  TV.  X  San. 
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-  San.  F.h!«- no — yes,  my  love — I— I  had  not 
the  finalleU  idea— but— that  is — diftraclion !— Oh, 
my  Jenny  !  the  die  is  caft  !  [Exit  agitated. 

Serj.  Poor  boy  !  a  generous  lad  too— fpent  his 
money  freely  on  our  recruits  at  cards.  I  touch'd 
him  for  three  guineas  at  Shelty's,  befides  a  lottery 
chance 

Jen.  (with  emotion)  Sir,  did  you  win  a  lottery 
chance  from  him  ? 

Serj.  Yes,  my  dear,  I  did ;  and  I'll  give  it  you 
for  a  kifs. 

Jen.  Sir !  was  it  that  number — but  it  muft— 
he  had  no  other,  (ajide) 

Serj.  The  prettieft  girl  I  ever  faw — (gazing  at 
her) 

Jen.  I  fay,  Sir,  was  that  the  number  ?  {flews 
the  letter) 

Serj.  Oh,  the  number— the  lovelieft  !  a  thou- 
fand !  no,  no,  my  dear,  I'm  not  fo  lucky  as  that 
— but  let's  fee — aye,  here  it  is — ha,  ha,  ha  !— 
125 — tol  lol  lot  ! — a  lucky  dog  am  1 — (fings) 

Jen.  Yes,  it  is  it my  poor  Sandy  ! — (burfls 

into  tears) 

Serj.  Eh  !  is  this  becaufe  the  lad  has  loft  it  ? 
this  is  the  girl  he  was  to  have  married — thro* 
my  whole  life  I've  been  a  petty  fhifting  dog, 
always  on  the  lurch — yet,  damme  if  I  can  enjoy 
this  firft  vifit  from  good  fortune,  as  it  brings  tears 
into  the  eyes  of  a  pretty  girl. 

Jen.  By  the  lois  of  this,  Sandy  lofes  his  farm, 
and  I  lofe  my  Sandy  ! 

Serj.  Farm  !  true,  the  Captain  told  me  this  feat 
of  his  feparating  two  lovers,  and  getting  a  man 
turn'd  out  of  bread  ! 

Jen.    I   fuppofe,    tho'   it  was    I    bought  the 

chance, 
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chance,  they  won't  pay  it  me,  as  I  cannot  bring  it 
to  them. 

Serj.  Aye,  the  poor  fellow  was  turn'd  out  of 
his  farm,  becaufe  unable  to  pay  the  fifty  pounds 
the  old  rafcal  laid  on  it— now  this  wou'd  juft  clear 
it — this  is  the  firft  time  I  ever  had  it  my  power  to 
do  a  generous  action,  and  I've  a  ftrange  curiofity 
to  know  how  a  man  feels  after  one — (afide)  Look 
y'e  my  lafs — before  I  knew  this  bit  of  paper  was 
worth  fixty  pounds,  I  offer'd  it  you  for  a  k.fs — 
I'm  not  quite  a  nabob  in  point  of  cam — but  if  it 
was  worth  an  hundred  I  fcorn  to  go  back  of  my 
word  to  one  that  can't  call  me  to  an  account  for 
breaking  it — There's  your  ticket — a  kifs  was  the 
price — but  tho'  my  mouth  waters,  pay  .it  to  the 
lad  you  love,  [Exit. 

Jen.  Can  there  be  fo  much  worth  where  fo 
little  is  expected  ?  now  to  impart  my  joy,  and  make 
my  Sandy  happy  !  [Exit. 


SCENE  II. 

McGiLpiN's  Houfe. 
Enter  MOGGY. 


Mog.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  father  thinks  he  has  me  now 
fure,  but  I  think  if  our  trufty  Benin,  the  black, 
procures  me  the  clothes,  as  hepromis'd — yes,  my 
kind  papa,  I  fufpect  I  (hall  furely  flip  off  from 
you  again— Oh,  here's  poor  Jenny-— fhe's  as  unfor- 
tunate in  her  love  affairs  as  myfelf. 

x  a  Enter 
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Enter  JENNY,  agitated. 

Jen.  Oh,  my  dear  Moggy  !  for  ever  I'm  urn 
done  !— Sandy  is— 

Mog.  Well,  I  know  father  has  turn'd  him  out 
of  his  farm.  -. 

Jen.  But  then  he  is  gone,  in  a  fit  of  defpair, 
and  enlifted  himfelf  among  the  foldiers  ! 

Mog.  What  a  fool— -make  him  run  away  from 
them. 

Jen.  Defert !— Oh,  the  punifhment,  if  taken, 
is  terrible  ! 

Mog.  If  you  cou'd  procure  a  man  in  his  place. 

Jen.  The  equal  of  my  Sandy  !  not  in  Scotland.--- 

Mog.  Oh,  yes,  my  dear,  there's  another  very 
good  man  in  Scotland  ! 

Jen.  I  mean  no  affront  to  your  Charley,  my 
dear— but  I've  fold  my  lottery  chance,  and  I'm 
going  to  offer  the  money  to  the  Captain,  to  fee  if 
he  will  let  him  off. 

Mog.  Money  ! — I  wifh  I  had  a  lottery  chance, 
or  fomewhat — here  I  am  going  to  run  into  the, 
wide  world,  and  I  don't  believe  Charley  and  1, 
between  us,  can  mufter.  up  ten  Ihillings  for  travel- 
ling charges. 

Jen.  My  poor  friend  }-~I  wifh  I  cou'd  affift 
her — (afide) 

Mog.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Jenny,  I  think  you  had 
better  offer  yourfelf  to  the  Captain  1  I  warrant 
he  takes  vou  fn  his  flead — if  not,  you  muft,  as 
the  fong  f.iys,  "  Pack  up  your  tatters  and  follow 
the  drum"— you'd  make  a  very  fmart  little  fol- 
dier's  wife — with  a  brace  of  bairns  in  your  arms, 
and  another  little  fquat  fat  fellow  fqualling  on  the 
knapfack  behind  your  Caledonian  Alexander. 

Jen.  If  it  fhou'd  come  to  that,  I'm  prepar'd  for 
all  weathers. 

AIR. 
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AIR.— JENNY. 

Deareft  youth  this  heart  will  break, 

If  cruel  foldiers  take  thee  far ; 
Why  peaceful  home  and  me  forfake^ 

To  tempt  the  dai.gers  of  the  war  f 
But  all  is  home  where  thou'lt  refort, 

My  Sandy's  fmiles  fuch  comfort  bring* 
The  humble  village  is  a  court,  • 

Graced  by  the  prefence  of  a  King. 
My  filken  gecr  I'll  leave  behind, 
Prepare  to  face  the  rain  and  wind, 
With  him  I'll  meet  the  blaft  fo  keen, 

And  fmile  while  or,  the  billows  toft; 
The  heart  where  love  is  wfcrm  within, 

Enjoys  a  May  in  winter's  iroft.  [Exit. 

Mog.  My  fweet  gentle  friend  ! — ray  father  ufes 
her  very  unjuftly — I'm  certain  her  mother,  for  all 
he  fays  of  her  poverty,  and  his  charity  to  her,  left 
the  money  be-hind  that  has  been  the  making  of 
him — She  mvift  be  come  of  good  people,  from  her 
refined  fentiments  and  elegant  manners — (he  quite 
eclipfcs  me,  yet  J  do  not  envy,  but  love  her  dearly 
— How  long  Benin  flays — if  he  Ihou'd  difappoint 
• — perhaps  betray  me  to  my  father  ! — no,  here  he 
comes,  the  faithful  little  fellow — has  them— oh, 


precious ! 


Enter  BENIN,  with  a  Bundle. 


Well,  Benin,  have  you  brought  them? — ihew  me. 

Ben.  Yes,  Miffy,  and  I  tink  dey  vil  fit  you. 

Mog.  My  beft  creature 

Ben  Ah,  Miffy  !  but  Mafia  lick  a  me,  as  I  was 
vorfe  creature — Miffy,  if  you  run  away,  I  run  too 
— Maffa  killa  me,  if  he  know  I  help  you. 

Mog.  Pfhaw  you  fool,    I'm  not  going  to  run 

Ben. 
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Ben.  Miffy,  dere  Mifs  Jenny  write  letter  in  par- 
lour below — want  me  fetch  it Pray  don't  tell 

Maflli  I  brought  you  clothes.  [Exit. 

Mog.  Let's  fee  what  you  have  brought — -jacket, 
kilt,  bonnet,  complete.  I  won't  even°tell  Charley 
of  my  defign  till  I'm  equipp'd — -ha,  ha,  ha  !  I'll 
furpnfe  him.— There  I'll  lay  all  fnug—(puts  the 
bundle  into  a  prefs)  Now  if  Charley  cou'd  borrow 
cafh  to  carry  us  up  to  Edinburgh,  father  cou'd 
never  find  us  out  there—let's  fee,  hid!  I  havVt 
above  half  a  guinea  left  of  my  pocket  money— 
Oh,  poor  Charley  and  I— 

Enter  BENIN,  with  a  Letter. 
Sen.  M[ifs  Moggy,  Jenny  defire  me  give  you 

dat. 

Mog.  Very  well.  \Exit  Benin. 

What's  this  !  an  Edinburgh  bank  note  for  forty 
pounds— (reads)  "  My  dear  Moggy,  for  cer- 
"  tain  the  Captain  will  never  part  with  fuch 
a  foldier  as  my  Sandy  ;  therefore  I  mall  take 
your  hint  and  *  follow  the  drum/  As  I  mail 
not  want  the  inclos'd,  accept  it,  my  dear  friend, 
for  travelling  charges-  -befides  a  fupply  of  cafh 
you  will  find  necefTary  till  you  can  obtain  your 
father's  pardon  for  the  ftep  you  are  about  tq 
*'  take,  in  which  be  happier  than  your 

"    JENNY  !° 

--My  generous  friend  !— no,  I  will  not  enjoy  hap* 
piriefs  whilft  you  feel  forrow  !-— With  the  affiftance 
of  my  Highland  drefs,  here  in  my  cupboard,  if  I 
once  more  elope,  the  firft  ufe  I  make  of  my 
liberty  is  to  procure  it  for  your  Sandy—ay— tho' 
father  catches  me  the  next  moment. 

Enter 
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Enter  McGiLPiN. 

M<Gll.  I'll  firft  catch  you  this  moment,  {takes 
a  key  from  his  pocket)     Go  in  there. 
Mog.  No,  Sir! 
MGil.  Go  in— —  (pointing  to  tbe  room) 

Enter  CHARLEY. 

Cba.  What's  the  matter,  Sir  ? 

McGd  Here's  a  young  lady  won't  belock'd  up. 

Cba.  Oh,  fie,  Mifs,  refufe  to  be  lock'd  up — 
that's  fo  unreafonable  of  you. 

MtGil.  So  it  is — isn't  it  a  proof  of  what  value 
I  fet  upon  you  ! — Don't  I  lock  up  my  guineas  ? 
You  brazen-face  go  in  there.  ( puts  her  in)  If  I 
fhould  be  obliged  to  go  out,  Charley,  you  will 
have  a  watch  here,  'as  McGilpin  turns  his  head  to 
fpeak  to  Charley,  Moggy,  unjeen  by  either,  Jlips  ouli 
pulls  Charley  by  the  ear,  and  runs  into  the  prefs) 

Cba.  Now  Sir  what's  that  for?  (putting  kit 
hand  to  his  ear) 

McGil.  Charley  don't  fay  a  word  againft  it — it 
(hall  be  as  I  like  with  my  own  family. 

Cba.  Yes,  Sir,  but  when  you  count  ears,  pray 
don't  confider  me  as  one  of  your  family. 

McGil.  Stay  you  there,  my  plague  !  (locks  the 
door)  I  think  I  have  you  faft  enough  now,  my 
deary. 

Cba.  My  poor  girl !  (c.fide] 

MfGil.  Charley  boy,  tho'  I  have  the  key,  yet 
I  fcarce  think  I'm  fure  of  her — fhe's  full  of  hocus 
pouus — fo,  d'ye  hear,  now  and  then  throw  an  eye 
to  the  door — that  rogue,  Shelty,  mull  have  been 
aflifted  by  his  grand-mother,  the  old  witch  I  ba- 
nifh'd,  to  have  got  her  out  before. 

Cba. 
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Cha.  Eh  !  I'll  encourage  this  thought — yet  no£ 
feem  to  give  into  it.  (ajtde)  No,  Sir,  no. 

MCGH.  Well,  well,  I  defy  the  black  art,  I  de- 
pend upon  limple  wit 

Cha.  Simple  indeed ! 

M'Gil.  Charley,  I  am  now  going  into  my  ftudy, 
to  practice  oratory — my  Parliament  oration  on  the 
Have  trade.  If  I  can  but  perfuade  Jenny  to  liften 
to  the  Captain,  I  imagine  I  am  pretty  fure,  by 
his  intereft,  of  fome  handfome  appointment  on 
going  to  London  ;  fo  I  muft  prepare  myfelf  on 
fome  important  queftion — ay — the  abolition  of  the 

Have  trade  is  a  popular  motion. Don't  let  any 

body  interrupt  me,  boy  !  [Exit* 

Cha.  I  find  he  does'n't  know  yet  that  the  old 

Laird  Donald  is  arrived his  ridiculous  idea  of 

Shelty's  grand-mother  being  a  witch,  ihews  his 
poor  brain  is  weak;  and  his  prejudices  of  witchcraft 
are  fo  very  flrong,  that  his  credulity  may  be  eafily 
impofed  on  ;  he  is  prepar'd  to  believe  any  extra- 
vagance that  may  confirm  his  favourite  opinion* 

rlf  I  cou'd  make  it  the  means  to  procure  my 

dear  Moggy's  releafe to  perfuade  him  that 

— ha,  ha,  ha !  Pm  extremely  tickled  with  the 
thought. 

Shel.  (without)  Suppofe  he  is  bufy. 

Ben.  (without)  Well,  I'll  tell  my  mafia— 

Cha.  And  here  comes  Shelty,  in  the  nick  of 
time,  to  help  my  project — I'll  try  it,  however. 

McGil.  (without]  I'll  break  your  bones  1 

Ben.  Me  don't  care — oh — (crying) 

Cka.  Hey  !  what  now  ? 

McGil.  An  impudent  fcoundrel ! 

Cha-  Here  he  comes,  and  in  a  rare  humour  for 
my  purpofe — If  I  can  but  make  him  give  her  up 

to 
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to  Shelty  ! — once  (he's  out  of  thefe  doors,  I  have 
my  dear  girl. 

Enter  McGiLPiN  with  an  open  Paper,  and  BENIN, 
crying. 

MCGH.  You  villian!  you  fhou'dn't  have  inter- 
rupted me  at  ftudy — no,  not  for  the  Lord  Advocate 
of  Scotland. 

Cba.  What's  the  matter,  Sir  ? 

McGil.  This  black  dog  here  difturb'd  me  in  a 
fpeech  which  wou'd  have  done  honour  to  Cictro, 
to  announce  Shelry,  the  piper ! 

Ben.  Why,  Mafla,  I  did  taut 

McGil.  You  thought,  you  Canibal  !  what  have 
you  to  do  with  thought. — There  had  I  got  into  my 
fine  fpeech  on  the  African  flaves — painting  the 
diftrefles  of  the  poor  blackamoores— You  dog, 
you  fhall  live  on  bread  and  water  for  this.  I 
was  defcribing  in  the  mod  pathetic — the  mod 
feeling  manner,  the  cruelty  of  the  planters  to  the 
unhappy  negroes — I  had  work'd  myfelf  up  to  fuch 
a  pathos,  that  even  recounting  their  fufferings, 
brought  tears  in  my  eyes' — (I'll  cut  the  fiefh  off 
your  ugly  bones,  you  mifcreant !)  (to  Eeniny  who 
kneels} — Says  I,  and  Sir,  thefe  inhuman  talk  matters 
have  no  touch  of  pity  for  their  fellow  creatures  I—- 
Eh !  Sirrah  !  don't  you  know  your  black  race  is 
ittl  e  better  than  the  Baboon,  you  Guineafwine  ! 

Cba.  Sir,  don't  put  yourfelf  into  iuch  a  paflion 
— he's  not  worth  your  notice. 

Ben.  Why,  MalTa,  lonlyfaid . 

McGil.  Will  you  prate  ?  interrupted  for  Shelty ! 
(looks  at  the  paper) 

Cka.  Ha,  ha,  ha  [ 

VOL.  iv.  Y  Ben. 
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Ben.  (apart  to  Charley)  Ah,  you  may  well  laugh 
— Mafia  never  beat  you — Oh,  he  did  fo  thump  a 
me. 

Cha.  This  may  give  a  lift  to  my  fcheme — 
(afide)  No,  Benin,  Matter  never  beats  me,  becaufe 
when  I  find  him  in  a  paflion  I  never  anfwer  him. 
(apart) 

Ben.  If  that  faves  me  a  beating,  I  will  never 
make  no  anfwer. 

Cha.  Don't,  you  know  he's  an  orator,  and  likes 
to  have  all  the  talk  to  himfelf. 

Sen.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !— then  he  mail— Thank'ye, 
Charley,  when  I  find  he  raife  his  voice,  I  will  no 
anfwer  him [Exit. 

McGil.  I  wonder  Shelty  dares  thrufl  his  faucy 
face  into  my  houfe. 

Cha.  Now  for  it — if  I  can  but  work  upon  his 
fancy — aye,  Sir,  Shelty  wou'd  feign  make  you 
believe  he  has  the  power  to  bring  you  to  terms. 

McGil.  Power,  and  terms,  what  d'ye  mean  ? 

Cha.  And  yet,  I  allure  you,  Sir,  I  put  little  or 
no  faith  in  thefe  fort  of  old  woman's  fhories — there 
now  his  father  Croudy  too  pretends  to  this  gift  of 
fecond  fight — about  a  month  ago,  he  got  fondling 
that  Laird  Donald  would  arrive  here  in  Col — aye, 
this  day — fo  you  fee  what  a  fine  prophet  he  is. 

Enter  SERVANT. 

Ser.  Sir,  my  matter,  Laird  Donald,  is  arrived 
and  wou'd  fpeak  with  you.  [Exit. 

MFGil.  Eh  ! — why,  Charley  !  did  Croudy -really 
tell  you  that  Laird  Donald  wou'd  come  this  day  ? 

Cha.  Heaven  defend  me  !  he  certainly  did. 

McGil.  Very  aftonilhing ! — his  mother  a  witch 
too— why  this  is  a  bletfed  family — I  begin  to 

fear 
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to  fear  that  nothing  mort  of  magic  can  keep  my 
daughter  from  Shelty.  But  Charley,  you  muft 
inftantly  fet  to  work  to  regulate  my  accounts— 
I  muft  you  know,  colour  over  my  little  tricks—- 
if Laird  Donald  mould  be  for  peeping  into  my 
books—but  I  have  a  fpeech,  with  a  fpoonful  or 
two  of  flattery,  that  is  excellently  adapted  to  talk 
him  over. 

Cha.  A  fpeech  ! — oh— I  fee  Shelty's  intent  as 
he  faid 

MGil.  Why,  what  did  he  fay  ? 

Cha.  Says  he,  juft  now,  Charley,  I  have  your 
mafter  under  my  thumb— I  know  that  the  clue  to 
his  fame  and  fortune  is  his  tongue— therefore  fays 
he,  with  my  fciflars  of  fate  I'm  determined  to 
cut 

McGiL  What !  to  cut  out  my  tongue  with  his 
fciflars  ?  Oh,  the  bloody  minded  wretch  ! 

Cha.  No  Sir ;  to  cut  the  thread  of  your  dif- 
courfe — to  deprive  you  of 

jtf'Gil.  Of  what,  Charley  ? 

Cha.  Your  power  of 

MGil  Of  what,  boy? 

Cha.  Of  voice ! 

MG/7.  What !  make  me  not  fpeak  ?  Impoffi- 
ble  ! — I  will  talk,  tho'  there  were  three  women  in 
company. 

Cha.  Yes,  $ir,  but  what  fignifies  your  talking 
if  you  can't  make  yourfelf  be  heard  ? 

McGil.  I  not  be  heard,  firrah  !  how  dare  you 
fay  fo  ?  Does  not  my  very  whifper  command  at- 
tention ?  I,  that  to  ftrengthen  my  voice,  and 
(harpen  my  articulation,  roar  every  morning  to  the 
fea,  with  mv  mouth  full  of  pebbles  ! 

Cha.  I  tell  you,  Sir,  it  is  his  wicked  determi- 
Y  2  nation 
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nation,  if  you  don't  give  him  Mifs  Moggy,  to  take 
from  your  fpeech  all  found — that  your  voice  fhan't 
pafs  your  own  head — that  you  cannot  be  heard  by 
anybody  but  yourfelf,  though  you  roar  like  fifty 
cannons.  This,  Sir,  I  thought  a  bounce,  'till  this 

E:oof  he  has  given  me  of  foretelling  the  coming  of 
aird  Donald,  has  ftagger'd  my  doubts. 

McGil.  He  cannot  flagger  my  elocution !— my 
rhetoric  is  proof — I  defy  the  power  of  Relzebub— 

Cha.  Blefs  us,  Sir,  look  where  he  comes — and 
fee  the  very  talifman  in  his  hand  ! 

McGil.  Eh  !  what,  that  crab  (lick? 

Cha.  Stick !  its  cut  from  the  yew  tree  in, 
the  church-yard — and  he  told  me  he  had  it  from 
the  witch  his  grandmother — but  this  (JJj'iving  a, 
Jtick)  was  brought  from  Ireland — an  Irim  oak 
againft  the  Pevil  himfelf 

McGil.  Charley  don't  talk  wicked — don't  men- 
tion the  Devil !— ^novv  I  don't  think  the  fellow  looks 
like  a  conjuror ! 

Enter  SHELTY. 

SbeL  Where's  M^Gilpin  ? 

Cha.  You  don't  mean  my  Matter  ? 

SbeL  The  Mailer  now  has  a  Mafter. 

MfGil.  What's  that  firrah  ? 

Shel.  Only  the  kicker  will  be  kicked—Laird 
Donald  is  come — fine  overhawling  of  accounts 
Mafter  Steward,  the  eagle  is  pounc'd,  you'll  have 
fomething  elfe  to  do  than  brooding  over  your  ten- 
der chick,  my  old  cock. 

McGil.  Though  you  wou'd  take  the  chick  from 
the  rooft — aye,  from  under  my  vving,  you  moft 
catirT  hawk,  yet,  you  mall  never  prevent  me  from 
talking  in  fpite  of  your  arts,  the  old  cock  will  crow. 

Skei.  Let's  hear  you  crow. 

Cha. 
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Cha.  You  fee  by  his  infolence,  he's  confcious  of 
his  power,  (apart  to  McGil) 

JisGil.  I  do! 

Cha.  Shelty,  forbear 

Shel.   Forbear! 

Cha    You  know  I  know  your  bufinefs. 

Shel.  Bufinefs!   true,  you  know  I'm  a  piper. 

M'GH.  Keep  off — if  you  dare  to  ufe  your  in- 
fernal fciflars 

Shel.  I've  no  fciflars—  but  I  have— look  here, 
(Jhtws  his  flick}  I  know  you'll  be  hatching  up  a 
ftory  to  Laird  Donald,  but  if  you  dare  open  your 
lips  to  the  prejudice  of  me  or  my  daddy — fee,  let 
this- keep  you  fi'ent. 

Cha.  He  fays  that  fliall  keep  you  filent. — 
(apart} 

McGil.  Keep  off  your  baneful  yew. 

Shel.  I'm  as  good  as  you.    • 

McGil.  Sliver'd  in  the  moon's  eclipfe 

Shel.  Moon's  eclipfe  ! — he's  touch'd. 

MCGU.  Am  I  ?  has  he  touched  me  with  it  ?-— 
then  farewell  tone,  trope,  and  beautiful  figure  1 
My  flowers  of  rhetoric  are  faded — my  period  is  at 
a  full  flop !  You  villain,  you  barbarous  Goth  ! 
wou'd  you  annihilate  the  foul  of  eloquence  ? 
Overturn  pathos  !  climax  !  images ! 

Shel.  Ha,  ha,  ha!     Charley,  do  you  hear  him? 

Cha.  I  do  hear  him,  and  he  mail  be  heard  in 
fpite  of  your  necromancy ;  my  matter  can  and 
fliall  talk. 

M'Gil.  O  dear!-  then  I've  ftill  the  ufe  of  my 
yoice  ? 

Cha.  Yes,  Sir,  and  you  lhall  keep  it.  Hark'ye 
Shelty,  dare  to  come  near  my  matter  with  your 
damn'd  twig  there,  and  I'll  kick  you  and  it  to 
the  Devil  ! 
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Shel.  Kick  me,  yon  little  pick  thank I'll— 

(Jlrikes  Charley  with  his  jiick — they  Jlruggle-Char- 
kj  wrenches  it  from  him,  and  thrujls  him  out.) 

M'GiL   Out  with  him,    my    hero you're  a 

clever  boy,  faith.  (Charley  throws  the  Jlick  down* 
ttfes  much  attion,  and  moves  his  lips*  as  if  talking} 
Charley  can't  fpeak,  he's  fo  very  angry— I  never 
law  him  in  fuch  a  paffion  before-— is  he  gone  ?— - 
He  is,  the  knave!  fo  let's  come  to  ou  felves,  and 
return  ;o  bufmefs— call  Benin.  (Charley  /urns  his 
face  to  the  door,  and  moves  his  lips,  as  if  calling.) 
Why  don't  you  call  him  when  Ibid  you?-  -bin ah, 

call    hirn—— What's    the    fellow     at is     Benin 

coming  ?--- an't  I  worthy  of  an  anfwer  ?  I  Ihall 
knock  you  down  if  you  fland  making  mouths  at 
me,  you  rafcal  !— Why,  can't  you  fpeak?-— Eh! 
I  faw  Shelty  ftrike  him  with  that  fatal  ftick ; 
but  it's  impoflible— it  can't  be— fpeak—  I  won't 

believe   but    you   can  ! none    of  your  capers 

upon  me-— come  fpeak  this  moment— this  inftant 
fay  in  plain  audible  Englifh™ how  dy'e  do,  Mr. 
M'Gilpin-— or  down  you  are  as  flat  as  a  flounder. 
(  Charley  kneels  in  befeeching  attitude^  ftill  moving  his 
lips)-— Eh— poor  Charley  (—faith,  if  he  has  really 
loft  his  voice--  but  I  won't  believe  it — I'm  ftrangely 
tempted  to  try  it  on  myfelf ;  but  then  when  I  get 
into  Parliament,  if  I  lofe  my  voice,  I  fhall  be  fit 
only  to  be  the  Speaker-— I'll  venture— you  Charley, 
firrah,  take  up  that  ftick  and  touch  me  with  it,  very 
gently,  boy  (Charley  Jlrikes  him)  Zounds  that  is 
enough  to  knock  a  man  fpeechlefs. 

Char.  Oh,  if  I  never  recover  my  voice,  I'm  a 
miferable  being  ! 

McGil.  Why  you  have,  I  heard  you  fpeak  then 
very  plain. 

Cha. 
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Cba.  Now  my  matter's  lips  move  as  if  he  was 
talking. 

MCGH.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! — why  I  am  talking,  you 
fool! 

Cba.  Yes,  they  flill  move,  but  no  found — Eh! 
perhaps  I  may  now  have  recovered  my  voice,  by 
the  flick  touching  him — Oh,  true,  Shelty  told  me 
that  the  dumbnefs  was  transferable! 

McGil.  Transferable  ! — the  dumbnefs — what's 
that  you  fay,  boy  ? 

Cba.  May  be  he's  not  inclin'd  for  talking. 

McGil>  Sirrah,  I'm  always  inclin'd  for  talking. 

Cha.  I'll  afk  him  a  queftion  to  prove  it.  Sir, 
what  fhall  I  do  with  this  wand  of  Shelty's  ? 

MGil.  Burn  it. 

Cha.  Speak,  Sir! 

McGiL  I  fay  to  the  flames  with  it ;  and  I  believe 
on  a  flatute  of  James  the  Sixth,  I  cou'd  burn  the 
owner. 

Cha.  Dear  Sir  !  fpeak  if  you  can. 

McGil.  Why  I  am  fpeaking,  you  puppy  ! 

Cba.  Yes,  by  the  motion  of  his  lips,  the  poor 
Gentleman  thinks  he's  talking. 

A£G//  Zounds,  I'm  bawling  ! — I  won't  believe 
but  I'm  heard. 

Enter  BENIN. 

Ben.  (apart  to  Charley}  What  humour  is  he  in? 

Cha.  Shelty  has  put  him  in  a  paffion  ? 

Ben.  I  taught  fo  by  his  roaring — I  won't  anfwer 
whatever  he  fays. 

Cha.  Don't. 

MFG'il.  Now  I'll  fee  if— Know  if  I've  really  loft 
my  voice — (a fide) — Here,  you  fcoundrel  Benin, 
do  you  hear  me  ? 

Ben.  Tank  you,  Charley.  [Exit. 
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MGil.  Tank  you  Charley,  aye,  'tis  plain  I 
cannot  make  myfelf  be  heard — Oh  !  I'm  du.nb— -• 
I  have  loft  my  voice,  (bawling}  bat  it  can't  be  I 
— This  may  be  a  confederacy — hold — if  fo,  my 
daughter  can't  be  in  the  plot  as  no  body  could 
have  fpoken  to  her  fince  I  lock'd  her  up  here 
within.  True,  and  even  the  windows  are  naiPd 
down — I'll  fee  if  fhe  can  hear  me — (unlocks  the 
•door  and  goes  in) 

Cha.  Oh,  the  plague  ! — now  Moggy  will  anfwer 
him,  and  overthrow  all  my  magic. 

[MOGGY  peeps  out  of  the  Prefs.] 

Mog.  Charley 

Cha.  You  there — why,  I  believe  the  black  gen- 
tleman has  been  at  work  in  earneft--how  the  deuce 
got  you  there?  and  the  key,  which  lock'd  you  into 
that  room,  in  your  father's  pocket  ? 

Mog.  Hufh  1  I'm  dreffing--  -why,  you're  hum- 
ming him  nicely— -but  only  get  him  out  of  the 
way,  and  off  we  go* 

Cha.  Pop  in^  here  he  comes. 

Re-enter  McGiLpiN,  in  a  great  rage. 

McGil.  She's  gone — I  fhall  go  mad — he  has  got 
her  out,  but  how  ?  no  other  way  but  the  chimney, 
or  the  key  hole—how  the  devil !— blefs  us---yes, 
if  Shelty  cou'd  carry  her  off,  when  here— I  found 
the  door  lock'd,  I  can  no  longer  doubt  his  power 
to  take  my  fpeech— Oh,  I'm  a  moft  miferable  old 
gentleman \  (weeps) — I'm  in  grief,  and  have  no 
body  to  pity  me — I  complain,  and  none  can  hear 
my  lamentations  but  hold — as  Charley  recovered  by 
my  getting  the  dumbnefs,  I  can  aseafily  transfer  it 
tofomebody  elfe,  and  fo  recover  my  own  voice,  ha, 

ha, 
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ha,  ha  !- —except  his  taking  Moggy — If  this  is  the 
worft,  a  fig  for  his  power — I've  a  great  mind  to 
return  it  again  to  Charley,  but  his  voice  will  be 
necerTary  to  explain  my  accounts  to  Laird  Donald. 

Cha.  Well,  Sir,  what  does  Mifs  Moggy  fay  to 
her  lover's  tricks  ? 

M^Gil.  Pfhavv  !  this  fool  tantalizing  me  with 
queftions,  when  he  knows  I  can't  make  him  hear 
my  anfwers  ! — who  mall  I  confer  this  favour  on  ? 
Eh — ay,  ftupid  Benin,  the  blackamoor,  has  little 
occafion  for  his  gutteral  founds — fome  revenge  too 
for  his  interrupting  my  fludies  juft  now. 

Enter  BENIN. 

Ben.  Sir,  here's  Laird  Donald. 

AftGil.  Oh,  dear !  I  mud  recover  mv  tongue 
to  talk  him  over  ! — Yes,  I'll  give  my  dumbnefs  to 
Benin — I'll  bang  you  into  filence,  my  double  dy'd 
fwarthy  acquaintance  (takes  the  Jlick  from  the  ground) 

Ben.  Tank  y'ee,  Charley.   "  [Exit. 

McGil.  He  has  hopp'd  off  like  a  black-bird— 
wou'dn't  even  wait  till  I  fhook  fait  on  his  tail. 

Cha.  I  fee  my  only  method  to  get  matter  out  of 
the  way,  is  to  bring  him  into  difgrace  with  Laird 
Donald,  which,  from  the  complaints  of  all  the 
tenants,  and  the  Laird's  haughty  temper,  a  little 
thing  will  do.  (afide)  Oh,  dear  Sir,  yonder  comes 
the  Laird,  and  I  believe  the  whole  clan. 

MG;7.  Then  I'll  touch  Charley,  for  fpeak  to 
Laird  Donald,  I  muft,  and  ufe  a  good  deal  of 
palavar  too. 

Cha.  Now,  Sir,  what  will  you  do  ?  flay — odfo 
— well  remembered  ;  Shelty  told  me  one  virtue  of 
that  wand,  whilft  its  held  in  the  left  hand,  aperfon 
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can' be' .heard  by  every  one  but  the  very  perfon 
they  addrefs. 

McGtl   Eh— 

Cha.  Now  Sir,  you've  an  opportunity  of  doing 
what  no  body  does ;  to  fpeak  your  mind  to  a  great 
man. 

McGil    I  never  fpoke  my  mind  to  any  man. 

Cha.  And  my  dear  Sir,  inftead  of  this  fine  com- 
plimentary fpeech  which  you  intended,  I  would 
fpeak  boldly  to  him  ;  by  that  you  may  ftill  keep 
up  your  own  confequence  amongft  the  tenants, 
without  incuiring  his  difpleafure,  as  he  will  be  the 
only  perfon  prefent  that  cannot  hear  you. 

McGil.  I'll  abufe  him  ! — Zounds !  what  a  great 
bird  they'll  all  think  me!  for  a  Highland  Chief  is 
a  Demigod  amongft  his  vaflals — ha,  ha,  ha  ! — 
here  he  marches  at  their  head,  like  a  great  turkey. 

Enter  Laird  of  COL,    SERVANT,    and  HIGH- 
LANDERS. 

Laird  Col.  Well,  Mr.  McGilpin fpaufes) 

with  the  remembrance  of  my  perfon,  you  feem  to 
have  loft  all  duty  for  your  Laird. 

Cha.  Hem  !  my  Laird— Colled  yourfelf,  (apart 
to  McGilpin}  I  fay,  my  Laird,  I  have  the  honor  to 
be  confidential  Secretary  to  your  Lordlhip's  Tax- 
man ;  and,  my  Laird,  in  a  moft  refpedtful  fpeech, 
the  voice  of  your  whole  Ifland  of  Col  conftitute 
Mr.  McGilpin  their  humble  mouth,  (bows) 

McGil.  Humble  mouth  !  I  didn't  think  Char- 
ley cou'd  fpeak  fo  pretty  ! — I'm  glad  I  did'nt 
unvoice  him.  (holds  the  Jlick  in  his  left  hand} 
— As  he  can't  hear  me,  I'll  give  it  him  on  both 
fides  of  his  ears — in  what  a  fuperior  light  they'll 
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all  look  upon  me  in  future — now  for  it — off  I  go! 
hem  ! — Sir,  you  Donald  here — in  the  name  of  the 
atfembly  prefent,  and  the  Ifland  in  general,  I  tell 
you,  you  are  an  oppreffise  upftarr  tyrant — in  a 
word,  you  are  a  proud  old  puppy  !  ( failing,  and 
the  aftion  of  fervile  adulation) 

Laird  Col  Hey  ! 

McGil.  He's  furpriz'd  I  don't  fpeak !  and  they 
are  all  (truck  with  wonder  at  what  I  do— I'll  at 
him  again.  ;  afide] — And  fo  you've  got  into  Par- 
liament ? — a  pretty  reprefentative  of  the  people, 
to  (land  like  a  puppet,  with  your  leg  out,  and 
turn  and  twift,  juft  as  the  Minuter  pulls  the  wire 
faflened  to  your  jaws,  you  ftupid  blockhead  ' 

Laird  Col  How  ! — this  confirms  all  I  have 
heard — but  I  coud'nt  have  believ'd  his  infolence 
rofe  to  fuch  a  height — lay  hold  of  the  ungrateful 
villain  ! 

MCGU.  Why  my  Laird  did  you  hear  me  ? 

Charlev  ! 

Laird  Col.  Apprehend  him  !  (Highlanders  feize 
him)  I  wifli,  like  the  ancient  Barons,  I  had  the 
power  to  hang  you  on  the  inftant. 

McGil    Oh,    my   Laird! Oh,    you  rogue 

Charley  ! 

Laird  Col  On  my  authority  take  him  to  prifon; 
till  he  renders  an  account  of  his  charge — away  with 
him  ! 

AaeG/7.  Oh  that  rogue  Charley ! 

[Exeunt 
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SCENE  III :  and  loft. 

Before  SHLLTY'^  Houfe. 
Enter  Captain  DASH  and  Serjeant  JACK. 

Capt.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !- — —Well,  Jack,  our  fuccefs 
is  even  beyond  my  expectation — I  think  I  lhall  flap 
my  colours,  and  you  fport  your  halbert  in  Calcut- 
ta :  but  as  foon  as  we've  our  compliment  of  men, 
we  muft  decamp. 

Serj.  Fve  done  my  beft,  becaufe  I  undertook 
the  thing  j  but  under  a  falfe  hope,  trapanning  the 
poor  fellows  from  their  homes  and  families — Pref- 
fing  in  the  fea  fervice  is  a  cruel  contradiction  to  our 
boafted  freedom,  and  adifgrace  to  humanity  ! — but 
we  are  worfe — we  have  made  the  Highlander's  loyal 
affection  to  his  Chief  the  inftrumentof  his  ilavery ! 

Capt.  Why,  Jack,  you  had  none  of  thefe  fine 
morals  when  I  found  you  a  drumm'd-out  trooper; 
and  on  my  promife  of  a  halbert,  had  your  con- 
lent  to  join  in  any  fcheme  that  might  better  your 
fortune. 

Serj.  Why  I  was  drumm'd  our,  though  fav'd 
from  iaihes  by  the  clemency  of  my  Royal  Matter ; 
but  my  only  crime  was  infolence  to  my  officer  ;  I 
was  faucy,  and  I  deferv'd  punifhment — yet,  when 
a  foldier,  I  never  forgot  I  was  a  man  ;  and  now 
blufh  to  think,  by  an  act  of  diftionour,  I  have  funk 
beneath  the  noble  character  of  a  Briton. 

AIR- — SERJEANT, 

Qld  England,  great  in  arts  and  arms, 
For  manly  worth,  and  fom^e  charms, 
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RenownM  has  ever  been  ; 
And  now  the  csre  of  bounteous  Heav'n, 
Has  to  happy  Albion  given 

A  gracious  King  and  Queen  ; 

In  their  Royal  progeny  our  blooming  profpe&s  fmile, 
The  fair  poflefs'd  of  every  grace, 
And  in  the  gen'rous  fons  we  trace, 
The  guardians  of  our  ifle. 

On  Crefly's  plains  an  Edward  fought, 

A  captive  King  to  London  brought, 
'Twas  t  .ere  his  glories  fhone; 

Tho'  terrible  in  battle,  he 

Cou'd  fhew,  by  God-like  clemency, 

He  grac'd  the  wreath  he  won. 
Whene'er  ambiton  tempts  the  war,  we're  ready  for  the  fiel<% 

To  find  a  Crefly  (till  in  France, 

A  Royal  Fred'rick  weilds  the  lance, 
And  holds  Britannia's  ftiield. 

Let  fame  record  Eliza's  days, 

Her  trumpet  tune  to  fongs  of  pralfe, 
The  grand  Armada  fee, 

The  Invincible  ihe  overcame, 

Then  Spanifh  pride  was  turn'd  to  fhame, 

By  Britons  great  and  free. 
Old  Neptune  thus  exulting,  to  Royal  Clarence  fpofcet 

"  If  woman  once  cou'd  guard  my  realm, 

What  triumph  now,  when  at  the  helm, 
I  place  a  heart  of  oak." 

Capt.  This  Sandy  that  I've  juft  now  'lifted,  is  a 
clever  lad — old  McGilpin  flioving  him  out  of  his 
farm,  has  plump'd  him  into  our  net. 

Serj.  \  wou'd  certainly  fi{h  up  men  by  hook  or 
by  crook  ;  but  can't  enjoy  the  profperity  that's 
built  on  the  deftruction  of  another. 

Capt.  Pihaw  !  nonfenfe  ! — what  the  Devil  is 
come  to  you  ?  this  Sandy  is — oh,  have  you  feen 
his  Jenny  ? 

Serj.  Yes,  I  have  feen  her,  and  wifli  Ihe  was  his. 

Capt. 
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Capt.  W;fh  fhe  was  his !  very  civil,  when  you 
know  I  love  her  to  diffraction — hey  !  what's  here? 

Enter  MOGGY,  drejfed  as  a  Highlander. 

Mog.  I  beg  your  honour's  pardon,  but  hasn't 
your  honor  Mifted  one  Sandv  Frazer  ? 

Capt.  Yes,  my  lad,  and  I'll  lift  you  too. 

Serj.  Yes,  we'll  'lift  you,  if  you're  willin  g. 

Mog.  It's  for  that  I'm  come,  if  you'll  take  me 
in  my  brother  Sandy's  place. 

Serj.  Why  is  Sandy  your  brother  ? 

Mog.  Yes,  Sir,  he  is,  and  the  eldeft  of  eight 
little  brothers  and  fitters,  not  one  of  them  but  me, 
able  to  earn  a  morfel  of  bread  for  themfelves ; 
Sandy  and  I  did  tolerably  well  for  them  while 
he  had  the  farm,  as  he  was  able  to  take  care  of 
them,  becaufe  he  cou'd  manage  and  provide,  and 
knows  ten  times  more  about  land  nor  1,  from  nis 
having  been  in  England  —  No,  I  can  never  do  it  : 
if  you  take  him  away,  what  will  become  of  my 
brothers  and  fifters — Yes,  they'll  be  ftarv'd — oh, 
merciful  good  Captain  !  take  me,  and  difcharge 
brother  Sandy  ! 'cries) 

Capt.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  you  young  dog,  do  you 
think  I'll  exchange  an  effective  man  for  fuch  a 
whipper-fnapper  as  you  ? — get  along,  you  little 
monkey ! 

Mog.  I  am  a  little  monkey  ! — oh  !  I  fliall  never 
be  able  to  maintain  the  family  ! — oh  !  (cries) 

Capt.  Why,  Jack,  (to  Serj.)  ha,  ha,  ha!  here 
is  another  opportunity  for  your  fentiment  ! 

Serj.  Yes,  and  for  your  humanity,  if  you  have 
any.  (walks  up) 

Capt.  Go  home,  my  boy. 
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Mog.  Sir,  I  have  rais'd  a  little  bit  of  money 
here,  by  felling  fome  of  our  ftock  ;  if  this  cou'd 
make  up  for  my  deficiency,  till  I  grow  bigger  ? 

Serj.  (advancing)  Hey  !  money ! 

Capt.  Money  ! 

Mog.  Yes,  Sir,  if  you'll  accept  this  forty  pounds 
and  me,  in  the  place  of  my  brother  Sandy — Oh, 
worthy  noble  Gentlemen  !  you'll  fee  what  a  good 
fine  foldier  I'll  make  in  time. 

Capt.  Forty  pounds 

Serj.  And  this  younker  will  grow  taller. 

Mog.  Oh,  yes,  Sir,  I  intend  to  grow  a  deal 
taller. 

AIR. — MOGGY. 

Tho'  I  am  now  a  very  little  lad, 

If  fightrig  men  cannot  be  had, 

For  want  of  a  better  I  may  do, 

To  follow  the  boy  with  the  rat  tat  too  ; 

I  may  feem  tender,  yet  I'm  tough, 

And  tho'  not  much  o'me.  I'm  right  good  fluff, 

Of  this  I'll  boaft,  fay  more  who  can, 

I  never  was  afraid  to  meet  my  man, 

I'm  a  chickabiddv  fee.  take  me  now  now  now, 

I'm  a  merry  little  he,  for  vour  row  dow  dow, 

Brown  Befs  Ml  knock  about,  oh,  there's  my  joy! 

With  my  knapfack  at  my  back  like  a  roving  boy. 

In  my  Tartan  plaid  a  young;  foldier  view, 

My  philibeg  and  dirk,  and  my  bonnet  blue, 

Give  the  word,  and  I'll  march  where  you  command, 

Noble  ferjeant,  with  a  {hilling  then  ftrike  my  hand. 

Mv  captain,  as  he  takes  his  glais, 

May  'viihto  tov  with  a  prerty  lafs, 

For  fuch  a  one  I've  a  roguifh  eye, 

He'll  never  want  a  girl  whilft  I  am  by. 

I'm  a  chickabiddy,  &c. 

Tho'  a  barber  never  vet  has  mow'd  my  chin, 
With  my  great  broad  fword  I  long  to  begin, 
Cut,  flafh,  ram  <iam— oh  glorious  fun  ! 
For  a  gun  pip-pop,  change  my  little  pop-gun. 

My 
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My  foes  ftiall  fly  like  geefe  in  flocks, 
Ev'n  Turks  I'll  drive  like  turkey  cocks, 
And  where  ever  quarter'd  I  {hall  be, 
Oh,  Zounds  !  how  I'll  kifs  my  landlady. 

I'm  a  chickabiddy,  &c. 

Capt.  Well,  my  little-tall  boy — (writes  in  his 
pocket-book,  and  tears  a  leaf  out,  which  he  gives  to 
Moggy} — there's  your  brother  Sandy's  dlfcharge— • 
I  take  your  forty  pounds,  and  there's  a  (hilling. 

Mog.  A  (hilling  1 — generous  Captain !  thank'ye 
Sir — this  paper — what  a  prefent  for  my  poor  dear 
friend  Jenny  !  (ajide) 

Serj.  Sir,  we  are  lucky  rogues!  this  forty  pounds 
comes  to  us  mod  apropos !  (apart) 

Capt.  We  and  us ! — In  profit  I  am  folus.  (/d 
Moggy)  Now  you  are  the  King's  man. 

Serj.  And  Sandy  is  his  own. 

Enter  SANDY  (as  a  Recruit)  and  SHELTY. 

Mog.  There's  your  discharge,  Sandy  ;  no  more 
the  King's,  you're  now  only  jenny's  man. 

Enter  JENNY. 

"Jen.  Ah,  Sandy  !  how  cou'd  you  for  fake  me  ? 

Capt.  Jenny's  man — Hey  !  the  Devil  ! — what's 

all  this   about? Here,    you  little  bufy  rafcal. 

(I o  Moggy) — True,  my  lad,  (to  Sandy)  as  he  fays, 
you're  free,  but  I'll  order  your  pert  young  brother 
here  up  to  the  halberts 

San.  Me  ! — I've  no  brother ! 

Capt.  Why,  what  the  devil  is  all  this  you've 
been  telling  me,  firrah  ?  (to  Moggy) 

Mog.  Oh  !  Lord  !  Sir,  I'm  the  greateft  fibber 
you  ever  knew, 

Capt.  Why,  you  little  fon  of  a  gun 

Mog. 


THE  HIGHLAND  REEL.  185 

Mog.  No,  Sir,  but  I  happen  to  be  daughter  to 
an  old  great  gun  ! 

Enter  CHARLEY. 

Here's  my  match,  touch  !  and  hey  !  (gives  him  her 
hand)  I'm  off  like  a  iky-rocket.  (runs  of  with 
Charley) 

Jen.  Sandy,  didn't  you  know  her  ? 

San.  But,  my  dear,  what  has  (he  been  about 
here  ? 

Jen.  Oh,  Sandy,  ftie's  a  worthy  girl. 

Capt.  She  ! — a  woman  ! — have  I  parted  with  an 
Alexander,  to  make  a  foldier  of  a  girl  ! 

Shel.  A  foldier ! — the  Captain  has  been  lifting 
Moggy  McGilpin. 

San.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

J-?n.  My  dear  whimfical  good-natured  friend! — - 
may  flie  be  as  happy  with  the  lad  of  her  heart  as 
Ihe  has  made  me  with  my  Sandy  ! 

Capt.  Oh,  ho— I  fee  it  now — then  you  have 
been  a  confederate  in  this  impofuion,  (to  Sandy) 

San.  Totally  innocent ;  and  yet  Captain,  I'm  an 
impoftor,  as  well  as  yourfclf. 

Capt.  How  ?  Me  firrah  ! 

Laird  Col.  (without)  This  way- 

Capt.  Damme,  I'll — (threatening  Sandy) 

San.  Nay,  Sir,  be  cool,  here  comes  an  old 
gentleman  that  will  find  us  both  out. 

Enter  LAIRD  of  COL,  and  M'GiLPiN. 

Laird  Col.  (to  McGilpin)  Sir,  you  (land  upon 
your  own  guilt  or  innocence — you've  turn'd  the 
fword  of  juftice  into  a  reeping-hook,  and  her 
balance  to  a  money  fcale — but  it's  putting  a  weapon 
mto  the  hands  of  a  madman,  to  give  power,  where 
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the  mind  is  bafe  and  venal ;  fo  expect  no  favour 
from  me — And  pray,  Captain,  by  whofe  authority 
do  you  enlift  men  in  this  ifland  ? 

Capt.  The  King,  and  my  Colonel. 

Laird  Col.  Who  is  your  Colonel  ? 

Capt.  The  owner  of  this  ifland,  my  friend,  young 
Robert  McDonald. 

Laird  Col.  Well,  this  is  rather  odd  ;  my  fon  a 
Colonel  !  the  firft  time  I  ever  heard  he  was  even  in 
the  army. 

Capt.  Son! — Jack,  (fo  Serj.)  Zounds,  if — can 
this  be  the  old  Laird  ? 

Laird  Col.  (feeing  Sandy}  Eh  !  is't  poffible  !  Bob  ! 

Capt.  Why,  Sir,  do  you  know  this  Sandy  ? 

Laird  Col.  What  do  you  mean  by  Sandy  ?  This 
is  my  fon  Robert,  your  friend — Colonel  McDonald. 

Jen.  Indeed  ! 

McGil.  What,  Sandy  our  young  Laird  ! 

Laird  Col.  But  fon  if  you  are  a  Colonel,  as  this 
Gentleman  fays,  I  don't  admire  the  mode  of  your 
uniform. 

Donald.  Why,  no,  Sir — but  this  gentleman  dubs 
himfelf  a  Captain,  his  friend  Bob  a  Colonel,  and 
then  cruelly  degrades  me  to  a  private  in  my  own 
regiment,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Capt.  This  young  Donald  ?  confufion  ! — Jack, 
we  are  undone — they'll  hang  us.  (apart) 

Serj.  "  We  and  us! — In  hanging  you  are 
fol  us' ' (mimicking  ) 

Laird  Col.  Then  Robert,  you  are  the  Sandy 
'I've  heard  fo  much  of  for  improving  the  land  ; 
but  why  difgrace  yourfelf  and  family,  by  turning 
plough-boy  yourfelf,  lad  ? 

Donald.  Sir,  nothing  difgraces  any  family  but  a 
dishonourable  adtion ,  and  of  that  I  am  unconfci- 

ous 
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ous.  I  came  hither,  as  I  told  you  I  mould  on 
my  fhooting  fcheme  ;  but  on  the  inftant  of  my 
arrival,  a  tranfient  fight  of  this  lady  infpir'd  me 
with  the  defign,  which  has  made  me  the  happieft 
of  men.  In  this  fequefter'd  Ifle  I  have  found  this 
lovely  flower,  whofe  difinterefted  fmiks  upon  the 
farmer,  have  proved  me  muft  grace  the  bofom  of 
the  Laird. 

Laird  Col.  But,  {till  your  whole  conduct  to  me 
wears  a  face  of  my  fiery  ;  your  turning  common 
foldier — how  ? — Come,  Sir,  I  infill  upon  a  full  and 
clear  explanation. 

Donald.  Sir,  my  motives  for  enlifling  were,  to 
fecure  this  gentleman's  conviction,  for  his  very 
impudent  fraud,  founded  on  a  forgery  of  my 
name — and  by  fabricating  imaginary  diftreffes,  I 
have  prov'd  how  far  true  love  wou'd  go  to  alleviate 
a  real  one. 

Enter  Laird  of  RAASEY.     (in  Us  Difguife) 

Laird  Ra.  Well,  I  am  come  to  bid  you,  farewel, 
my  Laird. 

Laird  Col.  Going  ? 

Laird  Ra.  Yes,  but  where  is  this  lad  ?  J  don't 
know  how  to  find  this  Sandy  Frazer. 

Laird  Col  Ha,  ha,  ha! — Oh,  Sir,  there  (lands 
the  gentleman  (points  to  Donald) 

Laird  Ra.  An  honeft  looking  youth — fo  then 
young  man  you  purpofe  to  marrying  Jenny 

Donald.  If  flie  will  honor  me, 

Laird  Ra.  It  is  an  honor,  if  you  knew  all.  (ajlde) 
Here's  an  hundred  pounds  with  her;  don'c  afk  why 
I  give  you  this — Ihe's  wild  and  vulgar,  but  keep  a 
tight  rein,  and  you  may  reclaim  her. 

A  A  2  Donald. 
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Donald.  Sir,  whoever  you  are,  keep  your  advice 
and  money  for  thofe  who  want  them. 

Skel.  Want  them  !  then,  Sir,  give  my  father 
the  advice,  and  me  the  money. 

Jen.  Sir,  tho'  I  have  not  the  honour  of  knowing 
you,  and  wou'd  wifh  not  to  deterve  the  character 
yon  are  pleas'd  to  give  me,  yet  I  .humbly  thank 
you  for  your  generous  intention. 

Laird  Ra.  You,  madam  ! — I  mean  Jenny  ! 
Donald.  Well,  Sir,  this  is  Jenny. 
Laird  Ra    This  ! — why,  you  are  not  the  young 
woman  that  was  wanting  me  to  marry  you  to  Sandy 
juft  now  ? 

Jen.  Me,  Sir,  to  my  recoiled  ion,  I  never  faw 
you  before. 

Shel.  The  Doilor  has  been  taking  his  whiikey. 
Laird  Ra.   Very  odd  this;   I  muft  have  been 
impos'd  on. 

Shel.  Oh,  yes,  they  forgot  to  mix  it  for  you. 
Laird  Ra    Pray,  Madam,  who  are  your  parents  ? 
Jen.  I  know  nor. 

Laird  Ra.  (to  M^Gil]  Sir,  from  you  I  expect:, 
and  muft  exact,  a  confirmation  of  what  indeed  I 
fcarce  now  entertain  a  doubt,  (looking  at  Jenny) 
Tell  me  what  you  know  of  this  young  woman. 

McGil.  Firft,  Sir,  tell  me  am  I  obliged  to  tell 
you  ? 

Laird  Col.  You  are.  (authoritatively) 
MCGH.  Then,  Sir,  you  muft  know — upon  my 
word,  my  memory  is  fo  very  bad,  I  can't  recollect: 
any  thing  at  all  of  the  matter. 

Laird  Ra.  What,  Sir,  not  recolleft  the  500!. 
left  her  by  her  mother  ? 

M'GiL  The  five  pounds !  I  tell  you,  were  I 
even  on  a  trial,  I  never  could  remember  what  I 

was 
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was  determined  to  forget—  however,  Sir,  if  as  'I 
now  find,  vou  are  me  Laird  of  Raafey,  Til  make 
a  free  confeffion,  if  'twill  do  me  any  good. 
Laird  Ra.  Well,  Sir. 

MfGil.  This  is  your  very  neice,  the  fweet  babe 
thar  jv«  born  in  my  houie. 

Laird  Ra.  Tis  confirm'd — I  faw  there  the  fea- 
tures of  my  beloved  unhappy  fitter,  (embraces 
'Jenny')  I  now,  with  pride  acknowledge  her  for  my 
neice. 

Laird  CoL  Do  you  ? — then  J  acknowledge  her 
for  my  daughter-in  law. 

hel    Hard  now  that  I  can't  turn  out  to  be  fome 
body  elfe. 

MfGil  (to  Donald)  I  proteft,  Sir,  had  I  known 
you  were  our  young  Laird  Donald,  I'd  never  have 
turn'd  you  our  of  your  farm. 

Donald.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! — Why,  I  believe  you. 
McGil.  So,  Sir,  I  hope  you'll  procure  my  Laird's 
pardon  for  the  genteel  manner  in  which  I  had  Mifs 
Jenny  brought  up  at  Mifs  Kilcooburry's  boarding- 
fchool,  at  Invernefs— you  know,  Mifs,  what  afufs 
I  made  about  you  when  a  little  fat  puppet. 

Jen.  Indeed,  Sir,  whatever  may  have  been  his 
other  failings,  to  me  he  has  prov'd  an  affectionate 
guardian — permit  me,  alfo  Sir,  to  recommend  to 
your  favour  the  worthy  ferjeant  here,  to  whofc 
unexpected  genercfity  I  partly  owe  my  prefect 
hapninefs. 

Serj.  Thank'ye,  Ma'am — I  own  I  came  here 
on  a  very  roguifh  plan,  which,  if  you  can  prevail 
on  the  young  Laird  to  pardon,  let  it  extend  to  my 
friend,  the  Captain — 'twas  I  that  led  him  here,  to 
help  my  recruiting  fchemc — we  were  partners  in 
the  guilt. 

Donald* 
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Donald.  Recruiting,  call  you  it — kidnapping— 
a  diigrace  to  you1  profeflion---for  in  your  zeal  for 
the  fervice,  remember,  that  honour  fhou'd  be  the 
characteriftic  of  an  Englifh  officer. 

McGll.  But  now  you'  juftice,  my  laird,  on  this 
curs'd,  juggling,  conjuring  piper  Sheky,  who  has, 
without  my  confent,  run  away  with,  and  married 
my  daughter. 

Enter  CHARLEY,  and  MOGGY  in  boy's  cloaths. 

Cka.  (to  MCGHI.}  Sir,  give  me  leave  to  intro- 
duce Captain  M^ilpin.  (prefenting  Moggy} 

McGil.  Moggy!   hey--turn'd  fuldier  ? 

Mog.  \  am,  Sir,  and  under  the  command  of  Ge- 
neral Charley—the  real  parfon  Owen,  who  is  now 
below,  gave  the  word-— 'twas  love,  honour,  and 
obey. 

Laird  Ra.  (looking  at  Mog]  Ay,  ay,  this  is  the 
young  lady  that  is  fo  clever  at  fibbing  j  how  do 
you  do  Mifs  Jenny  ? 

Mog.  Pretty  well,  I  thank  you,  mafter  Parfon  ! 

Laird  Col.  My  dear  fpn,  the  noble  manner  in 
which  you  have  made  your  choice,  with  all  my 
family  pride,  gives  me  pleafure-f-Madam,  I  wifh 
you  joy.  (to  Jenny)  Your  affections  have  been 
proved,  and  you  muft  both  be  happy— where  vir- 
tue and  innocence  refide  Heaven  is  the  orphan's 
friend  ^  and  I  wilh  every  fond  pair,  who  marry 
for  love,  may  thus  be  rewarded  with  unexpected 
felicity. 

Skel.  If  I  was  fare  of  that,  I'd  marry  for  love 
myfelf. 

Donald.  All  we  want  now  is  the  parfon. 

Parfon 
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Parfon  Owen  (without} — Cot's  fplutter  !  hur 
will  fee  if  dinnity  can  hafe  law,  and  if  law  can 
have  juftice. 

Mog.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Then  here  comes  the  Parfon. 

Laird  Ra.  What  then  becomes  of  me? 

Enter  Parfon  OWEN  (in  a  great  rage}  and  TAFFY,  j 

Parf.  Shew  him  to  me  you  knave. 

Vajjy.  That  is  the  man,  Cot  knows  (points  to 
Laird  Ra.} 

Parf.  Yes,  here  is  the  wolf,  not  in  the  coat  of 
the  fheep,  but  in  the  fleece  of  the  fliephcrd — If, 
in  my  name  you  have  chriftened  any  young  cou- 
ples, or  married  any  little  childers,  they  muft  pay 
me — or  if  you  h.ive  buried  any  body,  cot  fplut- 
ler  !  they  muft  pay  me  ! 

Laird  Ra.  Stop,  my  good  doctor,  don't  be  in 
a  paffion — I  contefs  myfelf  an  importer;  but  you 
prove  your  miffion  by  Chriftian  meeknefs — Here, 
for  the  hire  of  your  cloak  of  fanclity— Here's 
Peter's  Pence  (gives  money.) 

Parf.  This  proves  you  no  churchman— You're 
not  a  curate,  for  you  hafe  gold  to  give  away — 
you're  not  a  beefhip,  for  you  do  give  it  away— 
Taffy,  you  knave,  your  matter  has  gold  !— Sir 
(to  Laird  of  Ra,)  If  you're  an  anabaptift,  I'll 
chriften  you— if  you're  a  fool  I'll  marry  you-— if 
you  were  dying,  I'd  bury  you  look  you,  but  as  you 
are  a  wife  chriftian,  to  keep  you  alive  and  .merry, 
oh  !  for  my  harp  !  thefe  fingers  fhou'd  fo  play, 
that  every  one  fliou'd  dance  to  the  tune. 

Sbel.  Doctor,  give  me  half  the  money,  and  my 
pipes  to  your  harp,  will  make  a  choice  duetto— 
I'm  a  conjuror  !— thefe  are  comical  conjura- 
tions 
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lions  !—  The  tenant  is  the  landlord— the  poor  or- 
phan is  the  lady  of  the  land—the  captain  is  no 
fuldier— the  foldier  is  a  woman— the  'prentice  is 
a  matter — the  matter  is— nobody— -the  Welch 
parfon  is  a  laird  of  much  land—and  poor  Sheky 
the  Scotch  piper,  your  humble  fervant  to  com- 
mand. This  is  the  happieft  day  I  ever  faw  in 
the  Highlands  of  Scotland  !  and  whether  I  tap  the 
barrel,  or  tune  the  chaunter— Hey  !  let's  all  be 
merry. 

FINALE. 

Don.      Come  fprightly  Lowland  lafs, 

Shtl.  And  Highland! 

Lad*  trip  hefe  in  jovial  glee, 
Jen.      Gentle  winds  from  ev'ry  iftand, 
Don.          Waft  hearts  merry^  blythe  and  free. 
SItel.  At  Shelty's  houfe^ 

In  gay  caroufe, 
Your  hours  employ, 
McGil.  Oh,  well  faid  boy  ! 

Serj.       Lay  fupper  down,  and  broach  the  booze, 
To  wifh  the  young  folks  love  and  joy. 
Chorus.  Whilkey,  Trilky, 

Prancing,  dancing! 

Sorrow  kick  to  Nick  the  De'el,  1 

Care  or  trouble  who  can  feel,  V 

Lilting  up  the  Highland  Reel  ? 

Mog,      Mind,  deareft  lad,  I  tell  you  fairly, 

Married,  I  muft  have  my  way, 
Chd.      I'm  fure  dear  lafs,  you'll  govern  rarely^ 

Love  and  honour,  I'll  bbey. 
t)on.  Nor  marriage  chain? 

She}.  Nor  bit  nor  rein  ? 

3%.  Theduceabitf 

McGil.  A  gamefcme  tit  f 

SM.       Gadzooks  !  poor  hen-peck'd  Charley  ( 
McGil.       A  wife  man  I,  my  child's  a  wit. 
Gtorus.  Whifkey,  &c, 
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Don.      The  torch  of  love  by  Cupid  lighted, 

Never  (hall  extiagu  fti'd  lye 
Jen.      True  vows  at  Hymen's  altar  plighted, 

Rofy  hours  the  knot  fhali  tie, 
Don.  Earned  this 

Jen,  Of  heavenly  blifs, 

Both  My  only  love 

McGil.  Wellfai'd,  by  Jove  ! 

Don  Sweet  bloflbm,  ne'er  be  blighted! 
McGil.  She'll  coo  like  any  turtledove. 
Chorus.  Whiflcey,  &c. 

Cha.      Great  Cicero,  (to  McGifyin)  this  grand  occafian, 

cince  you've  now  your  tongue  fo  free, 
Calls  forth  your  fineft  declamation, 
McGil.       Sir,  a  pinrh  of  yourrapee,  (to  Laird  tf  Col.) 
My  pate's  fo  full, 
My  empty  mull, 
Don.  As  all  depend 

On  each  kind  friend, 
Firlt,  laft  of  your  oration, 

Indulgence  hoping  lowly  bend. 
Chorus.  Whiikey,  frifky, 

Prancing,  dancing, 
Sorrow  kick  to  Nick  the  De'el, 
Care  or  trouble  who  can  feel, 
Lilting  up  the  Highland  Reel. 


THE    END. 
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ACT    I. 

SCENE  I. 
A  Clofe  Wood. 
Alarms   and  Jhouts. 
,  running  (with  a  Standard). 

SWENO. 

Y  head  has  efcaped  a  thoufand  uplifted  Englifh 
fauichions,  but  my  heart  is  pierced  by  the  eye  of 
an  Englifh  damfel.  A  poor  exploit  for  a  lufty 
warrior  to  take  my  body  prifoner,  when  my  foul  is 
already  captive  to  a  puny  girl,  (retreat  founded  with- 
out )  The  difmal  trumpet  of  our  flying  Danes.— 
(march  wit  bout)  The  exulting  clarion  of  the  victo- 
rious S  txons.  If  they  make  a  prifoner  of  me— the 
bold  Danifh  ftandard  bearer — our  magic  enfign 
mail  be  fafe.  (retires  to  a  thicket) 

Enter 
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Enter  BLANCHE. 

Bla.  Silly  I,  in  fuch  times  of  peril,  to  run  about 
the  country  feeking  Euftace — but, my  joyful  heart 
tells  me  he's  not  kill'd — if  fo,  this  precious  fcarf, 
prefented  by  my  love,  will  be  my  only  fad  remem- 
brance. Now  to  make  my  way  home,  thro'  bufli 
and  bramble — mould  any  ftraggling  Danes  meet 

ift  Sol.  (without}  Hollo  !  hollo  ! 

Enter  two  Danljh  SOLDIERS  (with  drawn  fwords) 

2d  Sol.  Thus  far  we  have  brought  our  lives. 
Surely  our  ftandard -bearer,  Sweno,  came  this  way 
. ha !  (feizes  Blanche) 

Bla.  Help  !  help  ! 

Sweno.  (advancing  from  the  thicket]  The  very 
beauteous  girl  !  (aftde)  How  now,  brother  fol- 
diers  i — a  rare  prize  you've  got  there. 

i  ft  Sol.  Oh,  Sweno  !  Ay,  a  prize — won  by  me. 
She's  mine. 

ad  Sol.  But  I  firft  faw  her,  and  therefore  (lie's 
mine. 

iftSb/.  'Twas  1  that  feiz'd  her,  and  by  this 
fwcrd  I'll  have  her. 

2.d  Sol.  Oh,  if  you  fwear  upon  fwords,  I'm  there 
as  (harp  as  you.  (they  prepare  to  engage} 

Sweno.  Hold — Here  are  two  curft  barbarous 
brutes,  going  to  fight  for  this  dainty  morfel  i  if  I 
cou'd  play  the  fox  and  fnap  it  up.  (afide) 

i  ft  Sold.  Come  this  way,  damfel. 

2d  Sol.  I  fay,  come  to  me.  (they  lay  hold  of  her) 

Sweno.  Stop — Is  the  poor  creature  to  be  drawn  to 
pieces  between  two  wild  affes  ?  I'll  decide  this  point 

—Here 
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— Here  I  flioot  an  arrow,  and  he  that  brings  it  to 
me,  flic's  his. 

Bla.  Oh,  heavens ! 

Both  Sol.  Agreed.  (Sweno  Jhoots  an  arrow,  the 
Soldiers  run  off) 

Bla.  I  fee  your  purpofe  to  fave  me,  kind-hearted 
generous  ftranger. 

Sweno.  Yes,  I've  fav'd  you  for  myfelf Aye, 

you  may  run,  but  I  win  the  prize come. 

Bla.  In  pity  fpare  me  i  Oh — where — where  now 
is  Euftace !  (Jlwgglixg) 

Sweno.  Take  Sweno  to  your  arms,  (ht  clafps  her, 
Jhe  winds  her  fcarf  round  his  head,  then  runs  and 
hides  in  a  clufier  of  trees'] — Eh  !  (takes  it  off} — 
Gone !  then  our  game  has  been  blindman's  buff — 
Oh,  you  treacherous  little  pullet — I  muft  give  up 
my  character  of  fox,  I've  made  myfelf  as  great  an 

afs  as  my  rival  comrades Englifh  1  I'm  taken. 

[Runs  off. 

Enter  Earl  BURRHED,  OSWALD,  KNIGHTS,  and 
ATTENDANTS  (as  hawking). 

Earl  B.  Is  not  that  a  Dane  that  fled  ?  Bring 
him  back.  \_Exeunt  Attendants. 

But  to  return  to  our  fport. 

Ojw.  If  your  humbled  vaffal  might  offer  an 
opinion,  when  an  enemy  ravages  our  country,  it  is 
not  a  moment  for  a  Saxon  Baron  to  give  up  his 
time  to  amufement. 

EarlR.  Audacious  villain!  haven't  Icaftles,  lady, 
family,  and  vaffals,  as  great  a  (lake  as  any  Noble 
in  the  land  ?  Befides,  the  Danes  are  routed*  You, 
the  high  prieft  of  my  diverfions,  my  head  falconer, 
to  prate  !  At  home  and  abroad  to  be  teiz'd  thus 

—my 


— my  wife  Albina,  hangs  upon  my  arm,  with  "  do, 
'*  my  dear  Lord,  ftay  at  home  with  me;  why  wJl 
"  you  prefer  the  airy  fw^ops  and  fkirmilhes  of  filly 
"  birds  to  my  company/' — then  fhe  tuinks  to  melt 
me  with  her  tears — and  here  you  to  cloud  the 
bright  meridiarr  of  my  fport Begone  ! 

Ofw.  Then  thus  I  throw  up  my  employment  -, 
and  while  there's  a  Dane  in  England,  here's  the 
implement  of  my  future  game,  \draws)  Alfred 
the  King  is  now  my  only  mafter.  [Exit. 

EarlB.  So  now  I'm  without  a  falconer;  un- 
lucky the  defection  of  this  knave. 

..,.,-  Re-enter  ATTENDANTS,  with  SWENO. 
•Sweno.  (kneels)  Mercy,  moft  valiant  Baron — 
Re-enter  \ft  DanlJJ}  SOLDIER,  with  the  arrow. 

i ft  Sol.  Huzza  !  the  damfel's  mine — Oh,  ho  ! 

[Sneaks  off. 

Earl  B.  What  are  you  ?  (to  Siveno,  fiercely) 

Sweno.  A  lie  is  my  only  (hicld.  (afide)  Now 
your  'prifoner,  but  formerly  I  was  grand  falconer 
to  Hubba,  our  General. 

Earl  B.  Indeed  !  this  is  fortunate,  (afide)  If  I 
lend  you  life,  cou'd  you  repay  it  with  faith  and 
diligence  ? 

Sweno  Let  me  take  your  hawks  to  the  field, 
my  Lord,  there  lies  my  approved  fervice. 

Earl  B.  And  (hall,  firrah 

Knigbt.  My  Lord,  take  a  Dane  into  your  houfe! 
our  perfidious  enemy. 

Earl  B.  We'll  try  his  fkill  in  hawking,  and  if  he 
fails,,  his  flelh  illall  ferve  as  a  breakfaft  for  my  be- 
loved birds. 

Sweno. 
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Sweno.  (ajide}  I've  left  our  Danifh  banner  yonder 
—without  it  our  army  will  tail — if  To,  Sweno 
bid  good  night  to  fortune. 

Earl  B.  To  our  fport,  and  then  for  a  morning 
beverage  at  Gog,  the  carpemer's  cottage  yonder. 
Go  (to  S  eno  — I  always  keep  a  rogue  berore  n  c. 

Sweno.  And  I  iometimes  keep  a  rogue  behind 
me.  \Extunt. 


SCENE  II, 

A  Carpenter's  Yard  before  GOG'J  Houfe* 
Enter  GOG,  carrying  large  Timber. 

Gog. '  (throwing  it  down}  Yes,  that  bit  of  ftick 
will  make  two  lhafts  for  Gaffer  Cramp's  waggon — 
{Jits  and  fans  himfdfwith  his  bat')  I'm  a  man  that's 
uleful  and  generous — giving  up  my  pretty  time, 
and  my  handfome  labour,  to  make  carts  and  wheel- 
barrows, only  to  oblige  every  neighbour  that  will 
honeftly  buy  them  of  me — Wife  !  Bertha  '  calls) 

Bert,  (fpeaking  at  a  window)  Is  that  Gog?— 
whither  haft  been,  hufband  ? 

Cog.  How  fond  thete  women  are  of  afking  quef- 
tions.  What  haft  got  in  the  houfe? 

Bert.  A  good  wife's  in  the  houfe  when  I'm  not 
out  of  it. 

Gog.  Come  out  then,  and  in  good  company,  with 
a  (lice  of  bread  and  bacon,  for  I'm  a  man  that  loves 
delicate  fare. 

VOL. iv.  c  c  Enter 


20*  ALFRED ; 

Enter  EUSTACE  loftily  (in  Peafanfs.  drefs)  anl 

BERTHA,  from  tie  houfe. 

Eujl.  How  we  have  fought !  Oh,  what  a  gol- 
den day ! 

Gog.  And  left  me  to  an  iron  day  among  my  faws 
and  hatchets.  Was  this  your  promife  when  you 

hired  to  chop  trees  for  me. What  haft  been 

about  ? 

Bert.  I  muft  excufe  the  poor  lad.  (afide)    Why, 

hufband,  I  fent  Euftace 

Eujl.  Yes,  dame,  you  know  you  fent  me 

Bert.  Down  to  the  garden 
Gog.  What  did  you  want  in  the  garden  ?  Speak, 
I'm  a  man  that  loves  the  truth. 
Bert.  To — to — cut  a  few  cauliflowers. 
Euft.  Yes,  f  was  cutting  cauliflowers,  (a  bloody 
fword  drops  from  Euftace* s  cloak) 

Gog.  (takes  it  up]  Cauliflowers !  Why  you've 
been  cutting  fed  cabbages.  You  villain,  you've 
been  chipping  fomebody's  head  off.  Oh  you  moft 
bloody-minded  rogue  !  Get  from  my  houfe — I 
woudn't  fleep  under  one  thatch,  where  there's  fuch 
a  fi'ft  as  yours,  and  half  a  dozen  hatchets  at  your 

elbow . 

£uft.  Then  the  truth  is,  I've  been  diverting 
myfelf  among  the  Danes. 

Gog.  Diverting  yourfelf !  Pretty  morning's  paf- 
time  this ! 

Etfft.  Aye  ;  and  you  fliould  have  been  with  us. 
Gog.  Me  !  I'm  an  old  Briton.  As  the  Saxons 
came  over  and  took  our  inheritance,  let  the  Danes 
come  and  take  it  from  them — its  only  one  thief 
lobbing  another.  But  I  fay,  how  dare  you  go 
hack  men,  when  I  wanted  you  to  faw  deal  boards, 
you  great  rogue  you  ?  (Eujlace  throws  down  apurfe, 

which 
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which  Bertha  picks  upt  and  Gog  fnatchss)  how  nim- 
ble finger'd  thefe  women  are — what's  this  my  ho- 
neft  boy  ? 

Euft.  A  proof  that  the  Danes,  befides  heads  on 
their  fhoulders,  brought  money  in  their  purfes. 

Gog.  My  pretty  lad  go  out  and  divert  yourfelf 
every  week  day— and  we'll  all  be  merry  on  Sunday. 
I'm  a  man  that  loves  to  be  merry,  (jhaking  //)— 
Euftace,  fome  poor  foul  has  died  for  this- -ah!  it 
will  add  another  bunch  to  Blanche's  portion, 

Bert.  Now  Gog  don't  you  confent  Euftace  fhall 
have  our  daughter  Blanche  ? 

Gog.  Certainly,  no  man  more  willing  than  I  to 
marry  off  his  daughter,  when  its  the  fon  in-law  pays 
the  dowery. 

Euft.  Thanks  my  dear,  dear  Bertha,  (kjffes  her 
hand} 

Gog.  Be  quiet,  I  want  no  journeymen  at  that 
work.  Euftace  you  mall  be  a  bridegroom ;  oh, 
its  a  pretty  thing,  how  I  fhou'd  like  to  be  a  bride- 
groom. 

Bert.  What  Gog,  wifh  to  have  another  wife  ? 

Gog.  Oh  !  no,  dear  fpovify— ojie  wife  is  full 
enough.  Come,  don't  be  angry,  you  know  I 
took  you.  tho?  I  might  have  married  the  rich 
young  lady  that  fell  in  love  with  my  dancing. 

Euft.  But  where's  m,y  iweet  Blanche  ? 

Bert.  Aye,  fhe  loves  you  Euftace— (he  wou'd 
go  look  for  you  all  thro'  the  dangers — — 

Gog.  Let  a  handfome  young  rellow  run  to  the 
devil,  he'll  always  find  a  woman  to  run  after  him. 

Enter  BLANCHED 

Euft.  Blanche  !  you  feem  faint  my  love— What's 
the  matter  ? 

c  c  2  Bla. 
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Bla.  Only  a  little  weary.  (Jhe  leans  on  Eujlace, 
they  walk  up) 

Gog.  i  looking  out}  Lord,  lord,  here  comes  the 
EarJ,  and  all  ais  train  \ 

Enter  Earl  BURR  RED,  attended. 

Earl  B.  My  new  falconer's  fkili  is  bevond  what 
I  cou'd  have  imagined—but  wnere  is  this  gallant 
Sweno? 

Gog.  My  Lard  you  are  right  welcome  to  the 
dwdJmg  of  Gog  ;  and  your  Lordlhip  is  come  moft 
timely  to  let  ihe  Benediction  of  your  Grace  Ihine 
out  on  the  folemnity  of  our  aforefaid  wedding. 
{bows} 

EarlB.  Aforefaid  wedding  !  who  are  to  be  mar- 
ried, Eh* 

Bert  Pleafe your Lordfhi pour daughterBlanche— < 

Gog.  Will  you  hold  your  tongue  wife — Yes,  Sir, 
as  I  told  you  our  daughter  Blanche  to 

Bert.  My  hufband's  journeyman. 

Gog.  Shut  your  mouth,  and  keep  your  teeth 
tvaim.  Yes,  Sir,  as  1  faid  to  my  journeyman,  he's 
the  hand fomeft— cutter  of  red  cabbages. 

EarlB.  But  is  this  a  time  for  joy  when  your 
country  is  drowned  in  forrow 

Gag.  Sorrow  !  wife  bring  a  Hoop  of  wine. 

[Exit  Bertha  into  the  houfe. 

Earl  B.  A  hofpitable  peafant !  I  confent  to  this 
wedding. 

Gog.  You  confent !  you  might  have  waited  till 
it  was  afked  :  now  this  bluftering  Baron  I  war- 
rant is  meek  enough  before  his  betters — aye,  he 
that  is  proud  in  one  houfe  is  generally  a  fycophant 
in  another, 
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Re  enter  BERTHA,  with  wine. 

Pert.  Will  your  Lordfliip  honour  this  flagon 
with  your  noble  mouth. 

Earl  B.  drinks  You'll  make  her  a  good  huf- 
band.  (to  Eujla^c) 

Gog.  Aye,  and  me  a  good  grandchild. 

Enter  SWF  NO. 

Earl  S  Ha  !  my  trufty  falconer,  here  drink  to 
the  happmtfs  of  that  young  couple.  (Sweno  drinki) 

Gog.  Why  this  is  a  Dane — eh,  he  may  cut  my 
throat  whilft  I've  the  cup  to  my  lips — Euftace 
when  I  drink  watch  and  be  my  furety  and  then 
whtn  you  tipple  I'll  be  your  guard  and  pledge  you^. 
as  is  now  the  cuftom  when  Danes  and  Englifh 
drink  together,  (apart) 

Sweno.  By  heavens  my  wood  nymph  again — Ihe 
the  bride  !  oh,  oh — (afide)  My  Lord  in  your 
commendations  of  my  trifling  Ikill  you  promised 
your  favor,  and  left  me  to  name  how  you  cou'd 
bellow  it :  here  the  means  offcr ;  yon  fair  damfel 
is  betroth'd  to  me.  (pointing  to  Blanche) 

Ei<Jl.  (advancing)  How  ! 

Gog.  Why  you  moft  portentous  brock,  fhe  never 
faw  you  before. 

Sweno.  Speak  my  love,  is'nt  this  the  dear  pledge 
of  your  affection  that  wicii  your  own  lily  hand  you 
threw  round  my  unworthy  neck  ?  (Jhews  the  fear f) 

Euft.    The  very  icarf  I  gave  you  !  oti  Blanche  ! 

Bla.  My  fenfes  are  loft  in  furprife  and  indig- 
nation. 

Euft.  Treacherous  girl !  with  my  own  will  I'll 
never  fee  you  more.  "  [£.v;/. 

Gog-.  Will  he  never  come  back  ? 

Bla. 
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Bla.  Oh  Euftace  !  (weeps) 

Bert.  Euftace  !   (calls) 

Gog.  Hum  wife,  I  owe  him  fix  weeks  wages. 

EarlB.  I'll  have  this  marriage  folemnized  at 
Corfe — here  is  the  bridegroom—  (prefenting  Sweno) 

Gog.  That !  my  daughter's  mine,  I've  (aid 
Euftace  fliou'd  have  her,  and  whilft  I've  a  leg  at 
liberty  I'll  kick  any  varlet  that  dares  take  her 
againft  my  will. 

Earl  B.  So  ready  with  your  legs,  (afide)  Well, 
well,  I  admire  your  fpirit,  you  certainly  have  a 
light  to  give  your  daughter  to  whom  you  pleafe. 

Gog.  Your  Lordmip  is  very  good,  I  hope  you're 
not  offended,  (bows)  I  fliou'd  be  forry  that  the 
folid  wedge  of  your  genteel  kindnefs  ihou'd  be 
knock'd  away  by  the  mallet  of  my  rufticability. 

Earl  B.  You're  a  very  clever,  induftrious  me- 
chanic. 

Gog.  His  Lordfhip  is  mighty  civil,  (afide)  why 
I  don't  boafl  of  genius,  but  my  foolim  brain  has 
hit  upon  tolerable  improvements  in  my  trade. 

Earl  B.  Did  you  make  all  thofe  implements 
yourfelf  ? 

Gog.  Aye,  and  moreover  invented  many. 

Earl  B.  What  is  the  ufe  of  this  ?  (pointing  to  a 
pair  of  Jlocks) 

Gog.  Thar,  Sir,  is  to  bind  refractory  people  by 
the  "legs  ;  it  is  to  be  put  before  the  church  porch 
next  Sunday, 

Earl  B.  Compleat,  no  doubt,  but  I  don't  com- 
prehend the  principle  of  the  mechanifm. 

Gog.  Oh,  very  fimple  !  I'll  ihew  you,  my  Lord 
— Suppofe  moft  noble  Baron,  you  were  a  public 
difturber  and  I  the  beedle  ;  I'd  fay — "  Sit  down 
you  vile  ruffian" — there  he  fits,  (fits)  put  in  your 

hinder 
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hinder  paw,  you  noify  dog — (pufs  his  leg  in)  now 
my  Lord  you're  the  beedle — look  at  me  as  foft  as 
a  hand  faw — very  well,  turn  that — there  the  cul- 
prit's faft. 

Earl  B.  So  now  the  offender  can't  get  out  ? 

Gog.  Oh  no,  Gog  don't  make  his  work  fo  flight 
as  that.  If  I  was  at  this  moment  to  fee  a  hawk  run 
away  with  one  of  my  chickens,  I'm  the  man  that 
here  muft  fir. 

EarlB.  Very  well — now  Sweno,  take  your  bluih- 
ing  helpmate,  (to  Sweno  who  feizes  Blanche) 

Ela.  Oh  father !  Euftace  ! 

Gog.  My  daughter ! 

EarlB.  Bear  her  toCorfe  Caftle.  There  the  pious 
Auftin,  my  Chaplain,  fhall  join  your  hands. 

[Sweno  carries  her  off. 

Bert.  Blanche  !  my  child.  [Exit. 

Gog.  Murder !  thieves !  and  the  devil  !  The 
hawk  has  got  my  chicken — I  can't  even  get  one 
leg  out  to  hop  after,  (ftrv.ggling) 

EarlB.  "  Oh  no,  Gog  don't  make  his  work  fo 
flight  as  that— you're  a  man  that  there  muft  ftay." 
So  farewell  moft  ingenious  mechanic — fit  quiet — 
and  contemplate  on  the  viciflitudes  of  fortune. — 

[Exit, 
The  Scene  clofes  on  Gog. 


SCENE  III. 

King  ALFRED'J  Camp,  near  War  eh  am. 
Enter  ODUNE  and  ANLAFF. 

Odu.  Well,  you  like  the  terms  ? 
Anl.    No — but  we  perforce  muft  fubfcribc  t» 
them. 

OdK, 
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Odu.  You  Danes  have  taken  rather  too  much 
trouble,  to  fail  here  merely  to  he  conquered. 

Anl.  Aye,  feoff  now,  but  fortune  may  yet  be* 
friend  us. 

Odu.  Then  you  defign  to  break  the  treaty  ? 

Anl.  Oh  no uoi  till  occafion  offers. • 

(Grand  four  ifo\ 

Odu.  Here  come  Alfred  our  victorious  King^ 

and  Hubba  your  beaten  General,  to  fign  it. - 

(Flourijh). 

Enter  at  oppojite  jides,  ALFRED  and  SAXONS — 
HUBBA  and  DANES. 

Alfred.  Cruel  and  pitilefs  Dane  !  So  thou  art 
beaten,  and  now  come  to  fne  for  peace  ;  for  thy 
unprovoked  ravages  upon  our  happy  ifland,  thy 
tapine,  and  thy  murders  the  avenging  hand  of 
Heaven  hath  ftruck  thee  down  !  Yet,  vanquifh'd 
as  thou  art,  had  the  contention  been  for  thine  own, 
I  ftill  would  fay— Hubba,  thou  haft  fought  nobly. 

Hub.  Alfred,  when  your  S  ixon  anceftors  invaded 
Britain,  did  they  then  fight  for  their  own  ?  But 
pofieflion  giveth  right. 

Alfred.  Then  why  difpute  ours  ? 

Hub.  We  are  no  ufurpers  j  we  come  not  hither 
merely  to  fnatch  the  crown  from  Alfred's  head—- 
we are  here  againft  England. 

Alfred.  Therefore  do  I  oppofe  you.  My  enemy  I 
regard  not — Supine  and  paffive  tho'  I  bear  a  pri- 
vate injury,  I  mall  be  ever  adtive  to  revenge  a 
public  wrong. 

Hub.  We  march'd  to  the  field  for  war — but 
hither  are  we  come  for  peace — Say,  is  it  granted 
us? 

Alfred.  Danes  and  Saxons  hear  the  terms. 

Odu. 
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Odu.  (reads}  "  The  Danes  fhall  reftore  the  for- 
<c  treifes  they  have  taken,  and  inflantly  evacuate 
c*  the  dominions  of  Alfred." 

Hub.  What  on  our  fide  ? 

Anl.  (reads}  "The  Saxons  ihall  not  interrupt 
c<  the  Danes  in  the  conqueft  of  any  other  part  of 
"  the  Ifland." 

Hub.  Take  notice,  Danes,  on  thefe  conditions 
peace  is  hereby  ratified  with  our  natural  enemy. 

Alfred.  Natural  enemy!  expremon  moft  unnatural! 
— Away  with  fuch  diftinctions  among  men  !  If 
the  affections  for  our  families  Ihould  be  exceeded 
by  that  for  our  country,  let  the  circle  ftretch 
round  the  globe.  The  falacious  and  execrable 
policy,  couched  in  fuch  a  phrafe,  is  the  fource  of 
inceflant  variance.  Nay,  what  is  even  our  mining 
patriotifm,  but  the  centre  of  a  narrow  prejudice, 
that  only  contracts  the  mind,  and  (huts  it  up  from 
the  glorious  flame  of  univerfal  brotherhood. 

Odu.  Our  warlike  fpirit.  King,  well  might 
prompt  us  to  fign  this  bond  in  blood. 

Alfred.  But  we  are  Chriftians,  therefore  in  milk 
be  it  fubfcrib'd — pure  and  white  as  my  intent  to 
keep  it.  (figns) 

Hub.  (figns)  The  chance  of  war  compels  and 
here  J  fign. 

.Enter  OSWALD,  la/lily. 

Ofw.  Where's  the  King  ? — my  liege,  the  fea  off 
Purbeck  is  cover'd  with  a  new  arrived  fleet  of 
Danifli  fhips  ! 

Enter  if  Danijh  SOLDIER. 

i ft  Sol.  Joy,   noble  General  !   (to  Hubba)  the 

reinforcements  under  your  colleague  Haftings,  the 

VOL.  iv.  D  D  Briton, 
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Briton,  have  already  landed — fome  are  now  on  their 
march  to  our  relief;  the  frighted  Saxons  fly  before 
them. 

Hub.  Alfred,  there's  your  treaty  of  peace— 
(tears  the  bond)  and  thus  your  beloved  England 
lhall  we  fcatter  to  fragments  !  where  now  is  your 
boafted  hand  of  Heaven  ? — Come  Danes — adieu 
Saxons;  farewel  gentle  King  you  may  fow  in 
peace,  but  we  will  reap  in  conqueft.  (  fiourijb} 

[Exit  with  Danes — Saxons  oppofite. 

Alfred.  Perfidious  enemy  ! 

Enter  EUSTACE,  richly  habited. 

Euftace  ! — fay  how  has  the  coaft  been  guarded—- 
where was  Earl  Burrhed's  care  ?  this  his  viligance  ! 
his  fcouts  from  Corfe  did  they  fleep,  or  were  they 
bribed  to  treachery  ?  And  Euftace  where  haft  thou 
been  ? 

Euft*  Mv  King  !  I've  bafely  trifled  away  the 
time  that  mould  have  been  devoted  to  your  f  rvice 
— difguis'd,  I've  labour'd  like  a  fervile  hind  to  win 
a  peafant  beauty. 

Alfred,  (with  feverity)  Pleafure  may  be  the  hap- 
pinefs  of  vice,  but  happinefs  is  the  fure  pleafure  of 
virtue.  Thefe  are  no  times  for  dalliance.  (Jhouts 
and  alarms  without)  The  Danes  approach  Ware- 
ham — We  muft  cut  our  paifage  thro',  (going) 

Euft.  Hold  ! — Alfred's  hand  can  only  grafp  one 
fword,  whilft  his  life's  a  fhield  for  millions. 

Alfred.  And  that  life  fhou'd  not  be  refign'd  but  to 
the  command  of  Heaven  that  gave  it — Tell  Odune 
quickly  to  repair  to  Devonshire  ;  his  holds  are 
there  ftrong  and  impregnable.  The  Barons  too — 
they  muft  preferve  communication  from  their 
caftles  till  we  can  mufter  ftrength  to  oppofe  our 

barbarous 
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barbarous  foe.  Bat  hold — Know,  Euftace,  the 
hoftile  leader  of  this  expedition  is  like  yourfeif  a 
Briton — this  is  not  the  moment  for  doubt — une- 
quivocally declare— -do  you  with  me  refift  Haftings 
your  rebel  countryman,  now  leagued  with  our 
invaders,  or  will  you  raife  a  weapon  againft 
England  ? 

Ei/fl.  Oh  Royal  Alfred  !  far  dearer  to  me  than 
my  natural  parent— the  tears  for  whofe  death  thy 
kind  adoption  hath  wiped  away— thou,  the  indulgent 
guardian  of  my  youth— the  flar  of  fcience  and 
virtue  that  illumin'd  my  early  mind  —never  will  I 
forfake  thee.  (they  embrace)  (Jhouts  encreafe)  My 
liege  under  the  femblance  of  a  peafant---look 
yonder  (points  of)  the  garb  I  wore  in  my  truant 
ramble--  clad  in  that  difguife  you  may  pafs  the 
Danifh  hoft  in  fafety. 

Alfred.  Come  then—- juft  providence  pour  every 
hardlhip  on  me,  but  let  me  live  to  fave  my  country  ! 
(alarms  without) 

[Exeunt  Alfred  and  Euftace  hajlily. 


SCENE  IV. 

The  IJle  of  Purbeck, 
Enter  HASTINGS  and  Danifb  SOLDIERS. 

Haft.  No— ftill  keep  under  arms — Oh,  Britain  ! 
where  firil  I  drew  my  breath,  do  I  come  to  thee 
an  enemy  ?  as  I  approach'd  thy  much-loved  coaft, 
whilft  that  thought  drew  colour  into  my  face,  it 
feemed  that  thy  pale  cliff  blufh'd  with  the  reflection 
%  D  D  2  from 
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from  my  glowing  cheek — ere  my  impious  foot 
trampled  on  thy  green  bofom,  why  dklft  not  thy 
iiony  limits  dafh  my  mip  in  pieces,  and  thy  white 
virgin  mound  grow  truly  red,  ftained  wirh  a  traitor's 
blood  ! — but  I  am  fworn  to  affift  the  Dane. 

Enter  HUBBA  and  DANKS. 

Hub.  Oh  welcome  Haftings !  welcome  my  noble 
auxiliary  ;  arc  all  your  forces  landed  ? 

Haft.  Yes,  every  man  a  phalanx  in  himfelf; 
his  foul  a  flaming  brand  ;  his  body  a  mighty 
javelin — But  you  have  had  a  defeat? 

Hub.  Only  trading  in  blows,  took  more  than 
we  gave-— you  plaguy  Britons  are  pretty  liberal 
dealers  in  that  fort  of  barter  ;  but  all  our  ill-fortune 
is  owing  to  that  daftard  Sweno,  who  at  the  nrft 
onfet  diiappeared  with  our  magick  flandard  ;  had 
this  battle  been  fought  under  the  aufpices  of  the 
Sacred  Reafen,  we  Ihou'd  as  heretofore  have  been 
crown'd  with  vi&ory.  (trumpet  without) 

Haft.  The  trumpet  of  the  enemy. 

Enter  EUSTACE,  HERALD,  SOLDIERS,  &c. 

Eujl.  I  come  from  Alfred — When  he  granted 
the  peace  you  implored,  why  renew  your  ab- 
horred work  of  devaluation  ?  Why,  (ungrateful 
to  the  power  that  fpared,  when  it  might  have 
crufhed)  do  you  appear  ready  again  to  (lain 
thofe  hands  in  blood  that  have  been  newly 
wafh'd  with  the  tears  fallen  from  the  helplefs  vic- 
tims of  your  ruthlefs  fury  ?  Alfred  afks,  why  you 
have  broke  the  treaty  ? — and  requires,  that  in  com- 
pliance with  its  terms,  you'll  inftantly  depart  his 
territory. 

Hub.  England  is  ours 

Eujt. 
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Enft.  Yours  !  by  what  tenure  ? 

Hub.  This  !  (touches  bis  fivord) 

Haft.  Inform  your  King,  a  Briton,  who  fled  to 
Denmark  from  Saxon  ufurpation,  now  returns — 
Say,  true  Haftings  comes  to  drive  Alfred  from  the 
field  of  his  fathers. 

Euft.  I  alfo  am  a  Briton  ;  but  learn,  country- 
men, from  me  that  the  liberal  mind  expands  beyond 
the  narrow  bounds  of  local  affection  ;  what's  in  a 
word,  a  found  of  breath— no  matter  how  pronoun- 
ced— Briton,  Dane,  Gaul  or  Saxon  ?  Alfred  is  a 
man,  great,  becaufe  he's  good ! 

Hub.  (furveying  Euft  ace  with  contempt)  Oh 
I've  heard  of  this  itripling  when  a  babe — found, 
as  'tis  rumour'd,  in  an  eagle's  neft ;  and  fofter'd 
here  by  AUred 

Haft,  (agitated)  Indeed  ! — the  peculiarity  of  this 
circumftance — So  ere  my  precipitate  retreat  from 
Britain,  my  infant  boy,  my  Euftace,  was  loft. 

Eufl.  How  ! 

Haft.  It  may  be — I  would  wifti  to  think  it  fo — 
Tell  me,  young  man,  what  truth  is  there  in  this 
ftory? 

Euft.  Do  I,  at  this  fit  ft  meeting  with  a  parem, 
behold  his  fword  raifed  ngainft  my  Sovereign,  my 
youth's  proteflor  ? — (Hajiings  and  Euftace  embrace) 

Haft.  My  fon  ! 

Hub.  Why  wafte  the  precious  moments  in  cant 
and  whine  ?  Suppofe  you  arc  fon  and  father—- 
What are  kindred  ties  ? — Knots  of  ftraw,  to  the 
burning  ardor  of  a  foldier's  fury. 

Euft.  Oh,  father!  thefe  the  monfters  you  have 
leagued  wirh,  againft  the  generous  Alfred  !  You 
are  human,  this  a  brutal  favage,  whofe  pafiions 
are  his  law.  Prevail  on  them  to  keep  the  facred 

oath 
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oath  they  have  tak°n,  rather  than  become  a  party 
in  the  deftru6tion  of  that  country  which  nature 
and  juftice  urg^  you  to  protect. 

Hub.  Eh !  why  LUS  prating  boy  has  ftaggered 
our  trufty  prop. 

Haft.  Euftace,  prove  you  are  my  fon,  and  fol- 
low the  Danifh  ftindard — meet  Alfred  as  a  foe. 

Efft.  Never  ! — whilft  I  revere  a  parent,  let  me 
not  forget  hat  gra.itude  is  the  firft  bond  of  hu- 
manity ! 

Hajl.  He's  right — Shou'd  the  firft  precept  of  a 

father  teach  treachery  to  a  friend Euftace,  let 

me  not  warp  your  purpofe — throw  your  (hield  be- 
fore Alfred  ;  but  as  I  came — -I  am,  his  enemy  ! — 
Yet  hold — father  and  fon  oppos'd  in  battle  ! 
Boy,  give  me  thy  helmet ;  by  this  exchange  we 
may  avoid  each  other  in  the  field,  {they  change 
helmets] 

Hub.  You  warriors !  giving  parting  tokens,  like 
a  bafe-born  ruftic  and  a  dairy  wench  !  Nothing 
but  talk — to  ad  ion  !  Inftantly  fet  fiie  to  the  caftle 
at  Wareham  !  (to  the  Soldiers} 

Haft.  An  example  which  I'll  follow  at  Corfe. 

Euft.  My  father,  you  may  attack  the  noble 
Alfred  j  but  my  fwotd  mall  teach  yon  boafting 
Dane,  that  to  defend  the  opprefs'd  is  the  genuine 
glory  of  a  foldiei  !  [Exit. 

Hub.  Come,  let  us  pour  like  a  torrent  on  the 
head  of  Alfred. 

Haft.  This  is  lofing  a  wild  beaft  on  a  man — 
No — I'll  lead  my  forces  againft  Wareham,  you 
attack  Earl  Burrhed  at  Corfe.  [Exeunt  Jeverally. 


END    OF    THE    FIRST    ACT. 
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ACT     II. 


SCENE    I. 

In/Me  of  Corf e  Caftlc. 
Enter  BLANCHE. 

BLANCHE. 

JL  HIS  is  a  fine  caftle ;  but  to  force  one  into 
finery,  is  putting  rich  trappings  on  a  filly.  That 
malicious  wretch,  Sweno,  to  fay  I  gave  him  the 
fcarf !  Euftace  thinks  me  falfe — Oh  that  I  cou'd 
but  fee  the  Lady  Albina — (he's  good,  and  I'm  cer- 
tain wou'd  let  me  run  home  again.  They  may  kill 
me,  but  marry  Sweno  I  never  will. — Eh — here 
comes  my  Lord's  jefter. 

Enter  HOLLYBUSH,  with  a  Friar's  Drefi  on.  his  arm. 

You're  the  Earl's  fool  ? 

Holly.  Yes,  I'm  the  fool,  for  I  live  well  and  do 
nothing.  Very  ftrange,  that  the  only  wit  in  a 
court  mould  be  a  fool  ! 

Bla.  What's  your  name  ? 

Holly.  I  don't  remember  being  chriftened  ;  but 
let  any  man  fay,  "  Hollybufli,  take  this  horn  of 
M  wine,  and  I'm  the  man  that  drinks  it." 

Bla, 
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Bla.  But  if  any  man  fays,  "  I  want  to  give  Hol- 
lybufli  a  beating — where  is  he  ?"  are  you  the  man 
that  will  fay,  here  am  1  ? 

Holly.  Who'd  be  fool  then— ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Bla,  How  unfortunate  that  the  Lady  Albina  is 
abfent — ihe  would  not  fuflfer  her  wicked  Lord  to 
tear  me  from  my  dear  Euftace,  and  my  fbrrowful 
parents.  What's  that  ? 

Holly.  The  cowl,  dole,  and  all  that  of  Father 
Auftin.  Tho'  I'm  a  fool  and  he's  a  friar,  yet  one 
of  us  two  is  my  Lady's  Confeflbr. 

Bla.  How  (hall  I  efcape  ? — Eh,  isn't  that  the 
villain  falconer  that  brought  me  here  ?— ( paufes) 
By  what  I  heard  fiom  Sweno  himfelf,  he  can't  read 
— ha,  ha,  ha!  I'll  try.  (afidi) — {tears  paper  from 
her  pocket  book  and  writes]  Hollybufh,  give  this  to 
Sweno.  Mind  don't  fay  you  faw  me  ;  tell  him 
that  was  fent  from  Gog's  houfe ;  this  will  be  doing 
a  very  good  deed— there's  money,  (offers  money) 

Holly.  It's  only  a  knave  muft  be  paid  for  doing 
good,  but  I'm  a  fool.  Keep  your  money. 

Bla.  Lend  me  this  cowl ;  (takes  the  drefs]  and  if 
Sweno  aiks  you  to  read  that  paper  for  him,  be  fure 
you  don't.  [Exit. 

Holly.  I'm  very  kind,  really  I'm  a  worthy  crea- 
ture— my  generofity  is  that  of  the  lion ;  whereas 
in  general  human  kindnefs  is  of  a  cat-like  difpofi- 
tion — Call  it,  it  tums  tail  and  walks  away  ;  don't 
feem  to  want  it,  and  it  comes  purring  about 
you. 

Enter  SWENO. 

Sweno.  Where  the  plague  is  my  fweet  Blanche  ? 
—Hollo  !  heark'ye,  fellow  ! 

Holly. 
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Holly.  You  my  fellow  !  Oh  then  the  Earrhas 
got  a  new  fool  !  (furveying  him) 

Sweno.  Eh — why,  my  friend,  you're  rather  fa- 
tirical. 

Holly.  Moft  people  would  be  fo,  Sir,  were  they 
not  afraid  of  Satire.  I've  been  looking  for  you 
thefe  three  hours,  to  give  you  that ;  it  was  fent  to 
7011  from  Gog's  houfe.  (gives  tbe  note} 

Sweno.  Read  it. 

Holly.  Can'c  you  ?  Let  my  fpeech  teach  you 
— to  read  naturally,  and  fpeak  correctly,  read  as 
if  you  were  fpeaking,  and  fpeak  as  if  you  were 
reading. 

Sweno.  But  I  never  learned  to  read  ;  I  was  a 
natural  wit  j  now  they  taught  you  becaufe  you 
were  a  fool. 

Holly.  Then  the  difference,  Sir,  between  you 
and  me  is,  I'm  a  fool  and  you're  a  natural  ? 

Sweno.  Why  you're  clever. 

Holly.  Am  I  fo,  Sir  ?     Good  bye.  (going) 

Sweno.  Stop — I  want  you. 

Holly.  You  do  not.  When  a  man  extols  our 
abilities  in  our  hearing,  it's  a  fign  he  does  n't  Hand 
in  need  of  them. 

Sweno.  Pfhaw  !  I  want  to  hear. 

Holly*  You  mall  hear,  Sir — Hollo  !  (bawls  very 
loud}.  [Exit. 

Sweno.  There's  an  impudent  varlet  !  Oh  here's 
a  friar ;  he  (hall  read  it. 

Enter  BLANCHE,  (difguifed  as  a  Friar). 

Ela.  Now  if  I  can  but  efcape,  and  for  retalliation 
make  Sweno  himfelf  guard  me  home,  (afide) 
Sweno.  Holy  Father,  read  that  for  me. 

VOL.    IV.  E  E  Bla. 
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Bla.  Invention  befriend  me.  (ajtde)  (reads  in  a 
feigned  voice)  "  Kind  Sweno — Tho'  hid  by  my 
"  terror,  my  love  for  you  is  much" 

Sweno.  Why  this  muft  be  from  Blanche — love 
for  me  !  Excellent  !  But  how  could  this  come 
from  her  father's  and  me  here  in  Corfe  ? 

Bla.  (reads)  "Your  caftle  was  fo  dreadful,  I 
"  found  means  to  get  to  my  father's,  where  I 
"  now  am" 

Sweno.  Fury  !     How  did  me  efcape  ? 

Bla.  (reads)  "  Come  to  me  ;  there's  a  friar  in 
"  the  caftle,  coax  him  along  with  you.  If  you 
<f  delay,  my  father  gives  to  Euftace  your  affec- 
"  donate,  •«  BLANCHE." 

Sweno.  Oh  joy  ! — I'll  be  with  her,  and  bring  a 
friar  too.  (ajide,  looking  at  Blanche — takes  the  note} 
Why  my  young  faint,  there  feems  very  little  writing 
for  the  number  of  words  you  read. 

Bla.  Oh  that  is  becaufe  its  writ  in  Laconian 
character.  I  am  now  going  to  chriften  a  babe. 

Sweno.  Stop Marriage  mould  come  before 

chriftening— therefore,  you  muft  firft  marry  me 

to  a  beauty. You  muft  go  with  rne  to  Gog's 

houfe. 

Bla.  Charming  !  (ajide)  [  cannot  go  with  you 
— I  walk  now  to  a  holy  well,  round  which  I  fcram- 
ble  twelve  times  on  my  knees.  I  mall  proceed 
in  fear,  left  I  be  met  in  my  way  by  any  of  thofe 
pagan  Danes,  they  have  little  refpeft  for  our  holy 
order.  Yet  the  duty  of  my  function  calls,  and  if 
even  murdered,  I  (hall  die  a  martyr. 

Sweno.  I'll  be  your  defender. 

Bla.  You  are  yourfelf  an  infidel. 

Sweno.  On  my  life  I'm  a  true  believer — for  I  do 
moft  fmccrely  believe,  if  you  refufe  to  go  with  me 

this 
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this  inftant,  I  lhall  the  next  fend  you  up  to  Hea- 
ven, with  your  head  under  your  arm.        [Exeunt. 

Enter  Earl  BITRRHED,  ALBINA,  and  ATTENDANTS. 

Earl  B,  But,  Albina,  why  contradict  my  plea- 
fure,  when  it  is  an  honorable  match  'twixt  Sweno 
my  falconer  and  this  ruftic  maiden. 

Alb.  Nay,  my  Lord,  think  lefs  of  your  falconer 
and  amufements  abroad,  and  give  me  your  thoughts 
and  your  company  at  home. 

Earl  B.  Very  true,  my  fweet  Lady — where  is 
Friar  Auftin  ? 

Enter  HOLLY  BUSH. 

Holly.  Juft  walk'd  out  of  the  caftle  with  Sweno 
— the  damfel,  Blanche,  has  run  away  with  Father 
Auftin's  caflbck.  (afide)  My  Lady,  when  you 
want  the  friar,  you'll  find  him  all  fanctity — a  nut 
without  a  ihell. 

Alb.  Reflect,  my  Lord,  the  Danes  expected 
every  hour  to  attack  the  caftle — ftay  to  defend  your 
Ian Js,  your  property — nay  more,  your  wife,  who 
loves  your  tenderly.  You  would  not  at  home  be 
expofed  to  greater  dangers  than  thofe  you  daily 
encounter  in  the  perilous  pleafures  of  the  chace. 
Have  I  been  remifs  in  tenderdefs  of  affectionate 
duty.  Why  this  cruel  indifference?  Come,  my 
Lord,  prepare  to  repel  the  expected  invaders—- 
your Albina  wou'd  be  your  fhield — I  wou'd  receive 
the  fhaft  aim'd  at  the  heart  I  fear  no  longer  mine. 
(weeps) 

EarlB.  Nay  my  dear  Lady—indeed  I  love  you 
WC\\—(kiJ/is  her  hand'  and  fo  adieu,  I'll  fee  you  pre-  N 
fently,  don't  be  melancholy ;   here  you  dull  fool, 
why  don't  you  divert  your  Lady  ?     [Exit  attended, 

£  E    2  Holl)', 
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Holly.  If  (he's  to  be  diverted  only  by  a  dull  fool, 
your  ill  fuc  el  m.-.kes  me  afraid  to  attempt  the 
trial. 

Gog.  (without^  Tell  not  me  of  crofs  bows  and 
port-cullis's,  I  will  have  my  daughter. 

AIM.  Who  is  that  ? 

Holly.  Gog  the  carpenter. 

Albi.  Call  him  hither  ? 

Holly.  Hither,  no  Lady,  I'll  calf  him  by  his 
name — Gog ! 

Enter  GOG, 

What's  the  matter  ? 

Gog.  The  matter— I'm  angry, 

Holly.  Angry  before  a  woman- --wear  my  fool's 
cap  till  the  fit's  over. 

Gog.  Clap  me  in  the  flocks !  I'm  a  man  that's 
induftiious.  Yet  like  an  idle  fellow  there  I  ftuck 
in  my  own  work.  But,  madam,  my  lord's  wife 
(hall  know  it  all— where's  the  Lady  Albina  ? 

Holly.  Why  that  is (Albina  makes  figns}  ha, 

ha,  ha  !  oh,  oh,  oh  ! 

Gog.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  oh,  oh,  oh!  what  the  devil 
do  you  mean  ? 

Alb.  (afide]  I  may  know  more  by  not  being 
known  myfelf— did>you  want  our  lady  ? 

Gog.  Madam,  I've  had  a  heavy  lois. 

Holly.  Heavy  !  wrong  in  your  phrafe ,  if  you 
have  loft,  you're  the  lighter. 

Gog.  Oh  if  I  had  that  gobbling  turkey,  the 
Baron's  falconer,  Sweno  here,  how  I  wou'd  dance 
upon  his  bre'afl  bone — Madam,  I've  been  fo  ill 
ufed. 

Holly.  Wrong  again,  to  have  people  ufe  you 
well  never  tell  them  you've  been  ill  ufed  by  others : 

you? 
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your  firft  complaint  is  liftened  to,  your  fecond  h 
thought  troublefome,  and  for  your  third  you  are 
defpis'd — Kick'd  down  flairs. 

Gog.  What's  that  ? 

Alb.  Come  tell  me  your  grievance,  and  I'll  lay 
it  before  my  Lady. 

Gog.  I'll  let  my  Lord  know  I'm  an  old  Briton—- 
my  veins  fwell  like  blue  ropes  with  the  biood  of 
the  great  Caradtacus — and  tho'  I'm  an  humble 
carpenter  I  can 

Holly.  Throw  the  hatchet. 

Alb.  Nay  be  calm,  fo  much  do  I  know  of  my 
Lady  Albina's  heart  that  I  can  allure  you  jhe  will 
feel  moft  fenfibly  for  any  miferies  brought  upon  her 
vafTals  by  the  mifdeeds  of  an  injurious  and  oppref- 
five  Baron. 

Gog.  Madam,  Earl  Burrhed  took  my  daughter 
Blanche  from  a  young  man  that  loved  her,  how 
wou'd  he  like  to  have  his  wife  taken  by  another  ? 

Alb.  In  truth  he  deferves  fomewhat  of  that  by 
way  of  punimment. 

Holly.  Lofb  his  Lady  !  punifhment  indeed — fuch 
. a  good  Lady,  fo  beautiful,  fo  charming  ! 

Gog.  I'm  a  man  that  loves  thedamiels  myfelf, 
but  1  never  thought  of  fuch  claw  work — I'll  tell 
you,  Madam — fool  liften — one  Eafter  Tuefday, 
this  very  Lord's  father  bringing  all  the  company 
from  the  caftle  down  to  our  green,  we  danc'd  be- 
fore them,  at  firil  they  laugh'd  in  a  fort  of, flour, 
but  at  length  their  hearts  got  fo  merry,  they 
coudn't  keep  their  own  iiluftnous  timbers  quiet, 
but  needs  muft  join  in  our  dance.  Here  they 
went,  and  there  tt.ey  went,  (jnimicks)  Swept  and 
fwam  with  fuch  grace  and  ftatelinefs  that  they  put 
las  all  cut.  However  the  Lady,  my  partner,  was  fo 

taken 
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taken  with  my  footing  it  up  to  her,  that  foon  her 
languifhing  eyes  faid,  1  wifh  you  and  I  were  partners 
for  life — So  Gog  never  went  about  the  bum,  but 
put  the  quellion  fo  plump,  that  on  the  fpot  ihe 
prcmis'd  to  marry  me. 

Alb.  Well,  and  fhe  did  marry  you  ? 

Gog,  Oh,  no  !—  my  father  fcnr  me  the  next 
morning  to  finifli  a  job  in  the  North  j  and  I've 
never  heard  any  thing  of  the  Lady  from  that  bleffed 
hour  to  this. 

Holly.  Madam,  join  in  rny  joke,  and  you  {hall 
have  revnge  on  your  noble  indifferent  hufband. 
(apart}  Well,  Gog,  this  is  the  ft  range  ft  affair! 
the  Earl  has  taken  your  daughter,  and  you  have  a 
moft  excellent  opportunity  for  vengeance. 

Gog.  How  ? 

Alb.  Ay,  how,  good  Hollybufh  ? 

Holly.  Why  the  Baron's  lovely  wife,  our  great 
Madam  Aibina,  is  that  very  identical  Lady  you 
danc'd  and  fell  in  love  with,  on  the  green. 

Gog,  What's  that ! 

Holly.  Come,  Ma'am,  you're  my  Lady's  favorite 
confidante — Sure  you,  as  well  as  myfeif,  have  heard 
Lady  Aibina  mention  this  circumftancc. 

Alb.  Excellent  fool  !  (apart^  Is  it  poffible  this 
can  be  the  charming  youth,  her  rural  partner,  that 
my  Lady  fo  often  fpeaks  to  me  of  with  fuch  rap- 
ture ? 

Holly.  It  is  this  very  clumfy,  aukward,  ftupid 
looking  dolt  ;  but  the  fancy  of  women  !  every  eye 
makes  a  beauty — Come,  Ma'am,  now  do  tell  poor 
Gog  what  the  Lady  Aibina  faid  of  him 

Gog.  Criminating}  That  fweet  young  creature 
Lady  Aibina — then  after  dancing  with  me  ihe 
muft  have  married  my  Lord. 

Alb. 


OR,  THE  MAGIC  BANNER;  2*3 

Alb.  "  Oh  friend" — faid  ihe  to  me  no  later  than 
yefterday — "  though  my  perfon  is  wedded  to  the 
"  Baron,  my  foul  is  united  to  my  fuft  and  only 
"  love." 

Holly.  Then  Gog  Ihe  really  prorrif ;d  to  marry 
you  ? 

Alb.  Yes ;  but  what  are  promifes. 
Holly.  By  King  Alfred's  new  law,  they  are  folemn 
contra&s. 

Gog.  (paufes)  Solemn  contract ! — Was  her  bars 
promife  lo  very  binding  ! — it  was — The  B^ron  has 
married  my  wife — She's  my  betrothed. 

Alb.  Oh,  no  no 

Holly.  I  fay  aye,  aye — Lady  Albina  is — Mrs. 
Gog. 

Gog.  You're  right,  fool,  me  is  Mrs.  Gog — to 
all  inrents  and  purpofs.  Aye,  one  of  the  Mrs. 
G-.'gj's,  I  was  forgetting  my  poor  Bertha.  ^I'll  have 
my  L.idy — I'll  claim  her  of  the  Baron. 

Alb.  Delightful  !  {apart)  Now,  Holly-bum, 
what  wicked  mifchief  are  you  railing.  Don't  think 
of  fucn  a  thing,  (to  Gog) 

Gog.  I  will — What  do  you  prefume  to  advife  a 
man  about  his  wife  !  Go  brufh  your  Lady's  toiler, 
Madam  Prattlechops. 

Holly.  I'll  lay  this  noble,  that  if  you  do  claim 
her,  me  quits  the  Baron,  and  goes  home  with  you. 
Gog.  He  tcok  my  child,  and  I  will  have  his — 
no,  my  wife — And  as  for  my  old  fpoufe,  Bertha, 
fhe  mail  be  my  befom  ;  I'll  fweep  the  houfe  with 
her,  if  fhe  dares  to  talk,  (traverfes) 

Alb.  Well,  I'd  wifli  to  fee  my  Lord  puniflied  for 
his  flights,  and  alfo  my  Lady  happy;  but  after 
fo  long  a  feparation,  ihe  (hould  fee  you  better 
attired. 

Holty. 
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Holly,  She  mall  too — 1  know  the  way  to  the 
wardrobe,  tho'  a  yeoman  you  {hall  look  a  Knight.  ' 

Gdg.  Alfred  is  a  juft  King,  he'll  give  her  to  me 
— if  he's  beat  out  by  the  Dane,  the  Dane  will 
give  her  to  me — -if  the  Dane's  beat  out  by  the  for- 
tune of  war,  I'm  a  man  that  will  beat  the  Baron, 
and  take  her  herfelf.  [Exit. 

Alb.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  thanks  for  this  device — it 
may  reform  my  negligent  Lord  into  an  affectionate 
huiband. 

Holly.  Aye,  my  Lady ;  when  he  fears  to  lofe, 
he'll  itrive  to  hold  you. 

Alb.  That  Gog  may  not  know  me  againj  I'll 
drefs  moft  magnificently  ;  and  as  a  pretext,  a  ban- 
quet muft  be  ordered. 

Holly.  And  4hou'd  the  Danes  vifit  us,  nothing 
like  jovial  cheer,  to  put  ill  tempers  into  good  hu- 
mour. [Exeunt. 


SCENE  II. 

A  wild  Country,  and  diftant  View  of  the 
Scattered  Cottages,  on  fire. 

Enter  ALFRED  (in  EUSTACE^  Peafant  Drefs). 

Alf.  In  this  humble  garb  I  am  thought  too  mean 
a  prize  to  be  purfued— no  gems  or  ftudded  arms 
to  tempt  the  fpoiler.  Thofe  ruffians  that  fell  like 
wolves  on  yon  defencelefs  village,  muft  have  been 
an  harafling  party,  detached  from  the  main  body 
of  brutal  Hubba's  force— Ha  !  I  knew  not  I 
was  wounded — my  limbs  fail  me  (leans  againft 
a  tree) 

Enter 
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Enter  HASTINGS,  with  a  drawn  fivord,  andDanifo 
SOLDIERS. 

Haft.  Diforderly,  lhameful  conduct !  This  is 
not  the  march  of  an  army,  but  the  irregular  ram- 
bling of  freebooters.  On  pain  of  death,  no  Dane 
let  fire  to  another  cottage.  In  chace  of  the  lion 
Alfred,  and  delay  in  the  daughter  of  fheep  !— 
See  !  the  unhappy  peafants  fly  their  blazing  hovels  ! 
— I've  work'd  myfelf  into  a  fever,  by  haftening  to 
their  refcue — and  this  burning  defiblate  plain  af- 
fords nor  melter  from  the  fcorching  ray,  nor  fpring 
nor  refrelhment — Oh,  you  have  found  water. 

Enter  Danijh  SOLDIER  (with  water  in  a  helmet). 

How  difficulty  creates  value.  The  moft  fparkling 
juice  of  the  richeft  grape  never  look'd  half  fo 
tempting — now  for  luxury — every  drop's  a  liquid 
gem.  (going  to  drink) 

Alfred,  (not  feeing  them)  Oh — I — faint 

Haft,  (in  a  low  fonf)  Who's  this  ? — a  Saxon 
peafant. 

i  ft  Sol.  One  of  the  bafe  herd  that  dar'd  to  pre- 
vent us  from  plundering  their  mud-built  hovels. 

Haft.  Soft!  (puts  the  Soldiers  ajide) 

Alfred.  The  torments  of  extreme  thirft  ! 

Plaji.  Thirft  ! — poor  fellow—his  greater  necef- 
fity  has  banifh'd  mine — I'll  firft  allay — but  hold  ; 
my  flinty  companions  wou'd  deride  my  weaknefs, 
and  call  pity  cowardice— (ajide)  March  on,  whilftl 
queftion  this  wretched  boor ;  by  promifes  or  threats 
1  may  extort  fome  ufeful  information. 

[Exeunt  Soldiers. 

VOL.  iv.  FF  (Haftings 
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looks  after  them,  then  turns \  raifes  Alfred 
head,  and  holds  ihe  helmet  to  his  lips}.  Here,  flake 
thy  parched  throat.  (Alfred  drinks}  Don't  thank 
me,  'tis  I  that  have  receiv'd  the  greater  pleafure. 

[Exit. 

Alfred.  A  Dane  ! — Kind,  generous  barbarian  ! — 
That  a  friend  to  man  mould  be  an  enemy  to  Al- 
fred.  Now  refrem'dj  I  may  find  flicker  from 

the  ftorm  that  overwhelms  my  unhappy  fubjefls. 
I'm  uncertain  as  to  the  fate  of  Euftace.  Can  he 
have  deferred  me  !  Thofe  Barons  too,  my  inti- 
mates, who  fliared  with  me  the  cheerful  ray  of 
courtly  funfliine — where  are  they  now  ?  In  the 
height  of  our  jocund  moments,  when  we  chufe 
our  gay  companions,  it  were  well  to  thro  a 
thought  on  the  real  r  nd,  who  would  alfo  par- 
take with  us  the  trying  hour  of  foirow. 


SCENE  III. 

A  Banqueting  Room  in  Corfe  Caftk. 
Dijliint  Alarms. 

Enter  HOLLY  BUSH. 

Holly.  Very  many  dangers  without — there  they. 

are Many  comforts  within,  here  I  am. — Well, 

thefe  are  rare  times,  when  a  hundred  wife  men  are 
fent  out  to  fight,  to  keep  one  fool  at  home  in 
fafety,  ha,  ha,  ha !  Sweno  takes  Blanche  home, 
with*  ut  knowing  he's  fo  kind — Euftace,  fword  in 
fljunfhes  in  here,  to  protect  the  damfel, 

little 
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little  thinking  that  he  only  defended  my  all  worth- 
lefs  Lord,  who  ran  away  with  her.  But  Euftace 
beating  the  Dane  from  the  caftle,  has  1  eft  me  and 
my  lady  a  clear  ftage  for  our  merry  play  upon  the 
Baron.  Oh,  here  he  ftruts,  crowing  at  the  vic- 
tory, tho'  he  hid  himlelf  whilft  the  work  of  death 
was  going  on. 

Enter  Earl  BURRHED,  KNIGHTS,  tec. 

Earl  B.  I  think  we  gave  our  uninvited  vifitors 
fuch  expreffive  hints  of  their  no-welcome,  that 
they'll  not  again  come  here  till  fent  for. 

ift  Knight.  Euftace  purfued  the  routed  troops 
too  far. 

EarlB.  If  he  falls,  I'll  take  the  merit  of  the  vie- 
tory.  (afide)  Yes,  Euftace  was  indeed  fool-hardy. 

Holly.  You  had  it  between  you,  my  Lord,  he 
was  hardy,  and  you  were— tol,  lol,  lol.  (fings) 

Earl  B.  Ha,  my  Lady  wife !  (looking  out} 

Holly.  And  bravely  attired.  I  think  Gog  can't 
know  her  again,  (a  fplendid  banquet  ferved) 

Enter  ALBINA  (richly  drefid)  and  ATTENDANTS. 

Alb.  My  dear  Lord,  are  you  fafe  ? 

Earl  B.  Why  how  now,  Lady  mine !  did  you 
predid,  that  my  fimple  efforts  in  your  defence, 
were  to  give  a  moft  briUiant  occafion  for  feaft  and 
fplendour  ? 

Holly.  Yes,  my  Lady,  in  fight  my  Lord  is  a 
moft  valiant — looker-on,  (afide)  Here's  to  the 
honor  of  my  victory  !  (drinks) 

Earl  B.  Why,  'twas  I  that  beat  the  Dane. 

Holly.  Well  j  didn't  I  drink  to  the  fool's  vidory. 
F  F  2  Eari 
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Earl  B.  How,  firrah! 

Holly.  I'm  filent — Thofewho  are  empty  of  ideas 
talk  much  and  very  loud — a  drum  makes  a  great 
noife. 

Earl  B.  Let's  have  mufic. 

Holly.  I'll  give  you  the  vocals. 

Earl  B.  You  ! 

Holly.  Nay,  my  Lord,  I'm  fure  I've  as  fine  a 
voice  to-day — as  I  lhall  have  to-morrow,  (they  Jit 
—mujiaans  play} 

Holly.  Stop — let's  have  morality — The  firft  glafs 
of  wine  we  drink,  after  what  is  neceflary,  is  a  fin 
againft  heaven  (drinks] — the  fecond  againft  nature 
(drinks] — and  the  third  againft  reafon  (drinks] — 
that's  my  morality. 

Earl  B.  Eh  !  Where's  my  new  falconer,  Sweno  ? 
(rifes). 

Holly,  (apart  to  Albino)  Madam,  here  comes 
Gog  j  havn't  I  drefs'd  him  very  fine,  and  to  give 
him  courage,  I've  primed  him  with  a  couple  of 
bottles.  Now  if  he  Hands  but  buff  to  the  claim 
we  have  made  him  believe  he  has  a  right  to  make, 
my  Lord  will  know  how  to  value  you,  my  good 
Lady. 

Enter  GOG,  (Are ft  ridlculoujly  fumptuous') 

Gog.  Every  man  fit  down  by  his  own  wife  (Jits 
ly  Albino)  eh! — Lord,  (he's  very  grand,  I  am 
almoft  afraid — but  an't  I  grand  myfelf.  (afide) 

Alb.  How  now,  Sir  Knight  who  are  you  ! 

Gog.  Who  are  you  ! — why  you're  my  Sunday 
wife  ! — matter  Baron,  you  fet  me  down  this  morn- 
ing leg-lock'd  in  the  flocks;  this  evening  I  fet 
mvfelfdown  hand-lock'd  to  my  Lady,  (takes  her 
land) 

Earl 
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Earl  B.  If  this  is  gambol  mummery,  it  affords 
but  coarfe  divertion — be  gone  ! 

Gog.  Man  and  wife  are  one,  he  bids  me,  and 
consequently  you  go,  Lady — Come. 

Alb.  Who  are  you  that  dare  accoft  me  with  fuch 
infolence  ? 

Gog.  Look  at  this  face — no  recollection  of 
the  charming  youth  ? — true,  'twas  my  dancing 
ftruck  her — Here,  don't  you  remember  this 
(dances)  for  a  hop  on  the  grafs  that  foot  is  the 
daify  cutter. 

Alb.  Heavens  ! — can  it  be — my  early  long  loft 
love  !  (affefting  fur  prize} 

Gog.  I  thought  that  fhuffle  cou'd  never  flip  her 
memory,  (dances)  That's  the  caper  for  the  mutton 
— that  cuts  up  your  feather,  (lays  his  band  on  Earl 
Eitrrb'tfs  bead] 

Earl  B.  Retire  ! 

Holly.  Retire  ! — Oh  my  Lord,  to  a  merry  gueft; 
where's  your  hofpitality  ? 

Earl  B.  Well,  regale  in  the  buttery  with  rny 
fervants. 

Gog.  In  the  bedchamber  with  thy — my  wife ; 
for  mine  me  is — and  before  you  and  all  I  claim  her. 

Alb.  Ah  !  my  Lord  who  cou'd  forefee  this  heavy- 
hour  ?  Noble  Knights  mark  ! — this  man,  I  muft 
confefs,  had  my  plighted  faith,  ere  the  Baron 
woo'd  and  won  me  ;  therefore,  on  this  unexpected 
fight  of  my  true  hufbarid,  I  confider  myfelf  now 
but  as  the  Baron's  widow,  free  to  return  both  heart 
and  hand  to  my  firft  lawful  lord  ;  here  he  (lands. 
And  however  griev'd  I  muft  be  to  tear  myfelf  from 
you,  (to  Earl  Burrbed]  I  am  only  his,  if  he  demand 
me.  (pointing  to  Gog] 

Gog. 
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Gog.  I  do  demand,  and  I  command  thee.  What 
the  devil,  isn't  a  man  to  be  matter  of  his  own 
Wife  ? 

Earl  B.  Ha  !  now  I  know  thee,  flave. 

Gog.  I  am  the  flave  of — dimples.  You  fhou'd 
conlider,  Sir,  that  for  this  time  back  you  only 
borrowed  my  wife  ;  you  might  have  had  the  man- 
ners to  afk  whether  I  would  lend  her  or  not  ? 

Earl  B.  (fappr  effing  his  refentment)  A  pleafant 
jeft  this. 

Knigkt.  Jeft  call  you  it,  my  Lord  !  A  moft  feri- 
ous  affair.  And  if  this  man  was  actually,  as  the 
Lady  Albina  declares,  betrothed  to  her  before  your 
marriage,  I  doubt  not  but  the  King,  from  his 
ftrift  love  of  juftice,  would  ratify  the  claim. 

Al^.  Oh,  yes;  Alfred,  ever  impartial  in  his 
dccifions,  where  equity  is  the  point,  'twixt  the 
peafant  and  the  noble  knows  no  diftincYion. 

Earl  B.  Why,  true  ;  yet  though  he  exacts  obe- 
dience to  the  laws  with  much  rigour ;  and  to  keep 
the  common  herd  honeft,  even  hangs  golden 
bracelets  on  the  trees,  which  no  paifcnger  dares 
touch  ;  yet  the  facred  right  of  a  Baron  to  his  owd 
property — Alfred  meddles  not  with  that — Oh, 
no — this  is  but  talk. 

Gog.  My  Lord,  your  own  will  lhall  fettle  this 

affair. Either  my  buxom  dame  mail  trot  up 

here  to  you,  and  your  Lady  walk  home  with  me  ; 
or  you  go  live  in  my  houfe  with  Bertha,  and  I 
ftay  here  in  your  cattle,  with  the  fweet  Albina. — 
That's  all  fair,  I  give  you  your  choice — Isn't  it 
fair  ? 

Holly.  Oh  very,  very  fair. 

Earl  B.  But,  Albina,  why  not  mention  to  me  this 
promife — Pihaw  !  its  all  nothing. — —The  King 

wou'd 
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wou'd  never  take  my  w :  e,  a 
fcum— 

Alb.  How,  Sir  !  (offended) 

Gog,  Neither  feu  ins  nor  dregs — I'll  fhew  you  a 
pedigree,  a  tree  of  genealogy  ftems  and  branches, 
lineal  and  collateral,  ramifications  of  uncles  and 
aunts ;  and  I  myfelf  hanging  from  it  like  a  golden 
pippin. — I'll  venture  a  fcratching  with  the  Danes 
and  bring  my  genealogy,  (going) 

Alb.  Permit  me  to  fee  you  to  the  gste,  deareft 
love,  (takes  his  hand) 

Earl  B.  Shamelefs  woman !— tremble  mifcreant ! 

Gog.  Stop — an  angry  man  th  t  ca  d  mile 
his  pamon  has  a  glais  face,  thro'  which  the  devil 
flares  and  frightens  every  body. — Come  Albina  — 
my  Lord,  till  1  return,  don't  dare  even  to  kifs  her 
little  finger ;  and  I  allure  you,  I  won't  give  one 
kifs  to  Bertha — 1  won't  upon  my  honor. — Wife 
fhew  me  to  the  wicket  of  the  gre.it  portal,  at  the 
outward  gate — tol,  lol,  lol — goodbye. 

[Exeunt  Gog t  Albina,  and  Knights. 

Earl  B.  Seize  them  !  Clofe  the  gates  there ! 
(calling  off) 

Holly.  I'll  tell  you  the  caufe  of  this  important 
change. 

Earl  B.  Well,  quic   — fpeak. 

Holly.  What  a  fet  of  bufy  idlers  were  the  philo- 
fophers,  to  take  and  give  fo  much  trouble  and  after 
all,  tell  us  that  the  end  of  knowledge  is  only  a 
beginning  to  know  that  they  know  norhing. 

Earl  B.  Infolent  caitiff!  (draws)  (Holfybu/hruns 
off)  Keep  up  the  draw-bridge  there.  [Exit. 


SCENE 
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SCENE  IV. 

lnf.de  of  GOG'S  Cottage.     A  fire  on  the  hearth. 
Enter  BLANCHE,    (in  Friar's  drefs)    and  SWENO. 

Sweno.  Hot  fighting  work  yonder  —  lucky  our 
Danes  didn't  know  me—  Well,  holy  friar  havn't  I 
brought  you  fafe  to  the  houfe  of  Gog,  my  father- 
in-law  !  now  you  muft  marry  me. 

Bla.  Marry  him  !  Sure  he  does  n't  know  me 
(afide}  —  Son,  a  bride  is  neceflaryon  thefe  occafions. 

Sweno.  Oh,  I've  one  already  at  hand  ;  but  where 
is  my  fweet  Blanche. 

Bla.  I'm  confeflbr  to  her  mother  Bertha,  and  at 
her  drift  yefterday,  I  left  my  breviary  in  that 
room.  [Exit. 

Sweno,  The  friar,  Blanche,  and  I  ready  at  the 
caftle,  yet  Ihe  muft  fcamper  off  hereto  be  married: 
fb  whimfical,  in  one  wife,  I  (hall  have  all  the 
charms  of  variety,  (Blanche  in  her  own  drefs  un~ 
perceived  re-enters  from  the  clofet  and  goes  oft  at  the 


Enter  EUSTACE,  (unfan]  with  bow  and  quiver. 

Eujl.  I've  almoft  fpent  my  quiver,  but  many  a 
Dane  hath  bled.  By  the  fcols  account  of  Blanche's 
efcape'from  Corfe,  I  muft  have  wrong'd  her  in  my 
furmife  of  her  preferring  Sweno.  My  love  is 
here  —  ('fees  Sweno}  what  the  falconer  too;  and  here 
ihe  trips  towards  him  with  {miles,  (retires') 

Re  enter  BLANCHE. 

Bla.  Oh  Sweno  ! 

Sweuo. 
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Sweno.  Ah,  my  love,  as  your  dear  letter  order'd 
me,  here  I  am,  and  have  brought  a  pretty  litttle 
hojy  friar  too. 

Bla.  I  fear  you  think  me  very  forward  in  fending 
for  you. 

Euft.  Sent  for  him  !  (afide) 

Sweno.  That  you  coudn't  help — a  little  love  is 
in  your  heartj  a  great  deal  in  mine,  and  the  needle 
muft  fly  to  the  magnet,  (embraces  her) 

Eujl.  Shall  I  with  one  (haft  unite  them  forever. 
(afide)  (points  an  arrow  then  drops  //) 

Sweno.  Come  my  dove  now  for  your  promife 
you  know  we're  to  be  married  immediately* 

Eujt.  Promife  to  marry  him  !  flic's  loft !  then 
Love  for  a  worthlefs  girl  give  place  to  affection  for 
my  Kingi 

[Exit. 

Bla.  But  a  priefl  is  ufually  prefent  on  fuch  an 
occafion. 

Sweno.  Egad  that's  juft  what  the  little  friar  faid 
about  a  bride.  But  to  bufinefs*-Hollo  1  little 
pried,  have  you  got  your  book  ?  (calling  in) 

Bla.  That's  my  mother's  room. 

Sweno.  Then  it  contains  a  holy  man,  that  (hall 
make  me  father  to  the  children  of  your  mother's 
daughter — Hollo  ! — Oh  but  I'll  bring  you  out — 
ftay  praying  in  there,  (goes  in) 

Bla.  (runs  and  locks  the  door)  Now  ftay  you  in 
there  and  fay  your  prayers  ;  111  teach  you  to  run 
away  with  young  girls  againft  their  will,  (afide) 
Heavens,  my  dear  Sweno !  here's  my  father  and 
Euftace,  they  have  fuch  an  averfion  to  a  Dane, 
they'll  kill  you,  ib  don't  come  out.  Til  call 
you  when  they  are  gone,  ha,  ha,  ha  !  (runs  of) 

VOL.  iv.  G  c  £nter 
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Enter  ALFRED. 

Alfred,  (calls}  Ho  !  who  dwells  here  ? — my 
wound  is  ftaunch'd,  I  feel  fomewhat  ftronger,  and 
cou'd  go  on  ;  but  where  ?— My  rude  enemy  has 
feared  peace  even  from  the  cottage,  yet  (he  feems 
flill  to  have  a  dwelling  beneath  thefe  oaten  eyes. 
When  the  man  is  weary  this  indeed  is  a  feat  for 
a  King,  (fits}  Of  life  the  paft  has  faded  into 
nothing  ;  the  future  we  know  not  j  the  prefent  is 
ours,  but  that  in  a  moment  becomes  a  paft, 
nothing,  or  future  uncertainty  ;  what  then  is  all 
our  anxious  preparation  for  enjoyment ;  climbing  to 
the  height  of  a  pinnacle,  which  no  fooner  gain'd 
than  we  flip  from  it 

Enter  BERTHA,   (with  a  large  dough   cake  on  a 
flats.} 

Bert.  Very  well,  Blanche — {fpeaking  off}  fo  glad 
the  child  is  return'd  fafe — My  hufband  (hall  have 
a  comfortable  fupper,  and  fome  fweet  new  wheaten 
bread.  My  poor  Gog  to  run  about  out  of  the 
houfe  in  fuch  a  fury. — If  any  of  the  Danes  meet 
him — (fees  Alfred,  lay's  down  the  cake}  Eh  !  who 
are  you,  pray  ? 

Alfred.  That's  not  a  queflion  to  be  anfwered. 
(afide} 

Bert.  Who  bid  you  walk  in  and  fit  down  here  ? 

Alfred  Nay,  Dame,  I  came  in,  for  your  door 
was  open— fat,  becaufe  weary. 

Bert.  Marry  then,  if  my  chair  gives  the  tra- 
veller reft,  I  thank  my  door  for  being  open. — 
Whither  going  ?  want  a  place  ?  have  you  a  trade  ? 

Alfred.  Yes  ;  but  they  won't  let  me  follow  it  now. 

Ben.  What  trade  ? 

Alfred. 
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Alfred.  Its  called  a  Sovereign.  I  make  laws, 
and  work  by  rule. 

Bert.  Rule  !  a  carpenter,  mayhap  ?  Since  our 
lad  Euftace  runs  about  among  the  battles,  my 
hufband  Gog  wants  a  man  -,  he  mall  employ  you  : 
Eh,  what  fayft  thou  ? 

Alfred.  I  would  willingly  be  employ'd— I'll  flay 
with  you  but  I'm  poor. 

Bert.  If  poverty  don't  fink  you  in  the  opinion  of 
the  good,  never  mind  what  the  reft  of  the  world 
thinks  of  you.  (trims  the  fire,  and  lays  the  cake  on 
the  hearth)  I'll  run  and  fee  if  hufband's  coming  ; 
but,  d'ye  hear,  don't  let  that  cake  burn  ;  Watch 
and  turn  it  till  I  come  back.  [Exit. 

Alfred.  But  for  the  trifling  check  I  gave  the 
Danes,  they  might  alfo  have  pillaged  this  cottage. 
Should  they  yet  come,  I  have  no  weapon,  and  I'm 
now  bound  to  defend  this  hofpitable  abode,  for 
the  fhelter  it  has  fo  timely  afforded  me.  Here  is 
genuine  kindnefs.  What,  when  I  had  power,  have  I 
done  for  the  poor  ?— ^Alas  ! — Benevolence  is  man's 
work ;  riches  are  his  tools ;  and,  with  fuch  tools, 
woe  to  the  idle! — Eh!  a  bow  and  quiver,  i  takes 
them)  The  emptinefs  of  the  one  proves  the  other 
has  done  fervice. 

Re-enter  BERTHA. 

Bert.  Hufband  Gog  comes,  and  merrily  too. 

Alfred.  Without  any  fword  in  cafe  of  attack — 
this  may  do  fomething ;  but  then  for  a  fupply  of 
arrows.  (Jits  and  adjufts  the  bow'} 

Bert.  Blefs  me !  (looks  at  the  fire)  my  cake  all 

burn'cl  on  one  fide!    Sat  down  to  divert  }ouricit  ! 

Is  this  the  way  you  mind   what  I  fet  you  to  ?    I 

G  G  2  war- 
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warrant,  when  nicely  baked,  you  wou'd  be  ready 
enough  to  eat  the  cake  ;  and  yet  cou'd  not  give  a 
hand  to  turn  it.  You  idle  lazy  dolt,  get  you,  gone, 
out  of  my  doors,  ^pu/hes  him) 

Enter  Goo,  behind. 

Gog.  Ay,  here's  my  poor  every  day  wife.  I  hope 
me  hasn't  yet  heard  that  I've  got  a  Sunday  wife. 

Alfred.  Pardon  this  my  firft  offence,  kind  dame 
— my  good  woman,  (takes,  her  hand) 

Gog.  Who  are  you  that  dares  call  my  wife  a  good 
woman  ?  She's  not  a  good  woman — that  is,  to 
any  body  but  me. 

Bert.  La  !  Gog,  how  fine  you  are.  (furveying 
hint] 

Gog.  I'm  fine  enough  without  your  ornamenting 
my  forehead. 

Bert.  Go  along,  (tq  Alfred) 

Gog.  He  (han't  go  along. 

Bert.  Then  ftay,  honeft  man. 

Gog.  He  fhant  ftay  ^  I  dont  know  what  the  devil 
you  mean  by  thefe  compliments,  honeft  man  andi 
good  woman  ;  yes,  I  lee  its  a  love  affair,  by 
their  t  ling  lies  to  one  another. 

Alfred.  Friends,  rather  than  occafion  any  con- 
tei  tion  I'll  dj{.art.  My  only  requ^ft  is  thefe 
weapons. 

Re-enter  EUSTACE  hajllly. 

E»ft.  Where,  where's  my  bow  and  quiver  ? 

Gog.  Here's  another;  fo  when  I  catch  them 
coming  about  my  wife,  the  excufe  is — my  bow  and 
quiver. 

Eufl. 
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Eujl.  (fees  Alfred)     My  gracious  Lord ! 

Alfred.  My  friend  !  my  warrior ! 

Gog.  Lord  !  Warrior !  ay,  they're  come  for  no 
good,  by  their  telling  lies  to  each  other. 

Bert.  Hufband,  look,  its  Euftace ! 

Gog.  Our  fon-in-law. 

Eujl.  Not  fo,  good  mafter,  I  flatter'd  myfelf 
Heaven  in  me  gave  Blanche  a  hufband ;  but  (he 
wou'd  chufeone  for  herfelf  from  the  other  place. 

Gog.  Yes,  that  falconer  Sweno  certainly  was  the 
hell  of  a  fellow  :  but  eh,  boy  killed  one  of  thofe  fo- 
reign beaftst  and  roll'd  yourfelf  up  in  his  fkin — But, 
oh  dear !  true,  my  dear  lady  wife,  I  muft  get  my 
pedigree.  Ay,  here  in  the  black  oak  cheft. 

Bert.  Stop,  ftop,  hufband,  Blanche  fays  Father 
Auftin  is  there  faying  his  prayers. 

Goo .  I  will  go  in. 

Bert.  You  fha'n't.  (they  retire  wrangling) 

E-v.Jl.  Oh  !  my  Liege,  how  rejoic'd  to  find,  and 
give  you  notice  that  the  Danes  repulfe  from  Corfc 
brings  no  fafety  here. 

Alfred.  Can  I  reach  again  the  Ifle  of  Athelney  ; 
whence  like  an  enrag'd  tyger  I  may  dart  upon  my 
cruel  hunters ;  but,  no,  I've  proved  the  fuccefs  of 
of  a  difguife — (paufes)  Yes,  under  the  appear- 
ance of  a  wandering  minftrel,  I'll  this  night  enter 
the  Danith  camp,  and  take  a  furvey  of  their  opera- 
tions. 

Euft.  But,  my  Lord 

Alfred.  Affemble  the  Barons,  and  our  fcattered 
forces  in  Sellvvood  foreft ;  keep  my  delign  upon 
the  Danes  a  fecret — Euftace,  you  may  think  me  a 
boafter,  but  vanity  becomes  glorious  enlerprize 
when  effort  is  crown'd  with  fuccefs — I  yet  will 
drive  the  ipoilers  out  of  Britain.  [Exeunt. 

GOG 
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Goc  advances. 

Gog.  Now  I  will  talk  to  Father  Auftin  (kicks 
open  the  door,  enter  from  it  SWENO,  with  Friar's 
tfrefs  in  his  Hand.)  Another  for  the  bow  and 
quiver. 

Sweno.  If  the  friar  went  up  to  Heaven  by  the 
window,  he  caft  his  gown,  to  make  him  fly  the 
lighter. 

Gog.  Where's  my  daughter,  firrah  ? 

Sweno.  Come,  don't  be  ib  rough  with  your  fon- 
jn-law,  for  fuch  I  will  be,  and  with  Blanche's  con- 
fent  too.  (fearching  his  pockets}  Eh  !  where  is  her 
letter  that  the  friar  read  for  me  ?  There,  there's 
your  daughter's  promife  to  marry  me,  under  her 
own  hand,  (gives  the  note) 

Gog.  (reads)  "  I  thank  you,  good  Sweno,  for 
"  bringing  me  home;  and  now  that  I  have  no 
**  more  to  fay  to  you,  you  may  go  about  your 
"  bufinefs.'*  And  this  you  call  a  promife  of 
marriage  ? 

Sweno.  \  fee  it — For  this  trick  I'll  bring  a  bevy 
that  (hall  fire  your  houie  about  your  head. 

Gog.  (fnatches  up  a  hatchet}  I'll  make  your  head 
fly  out  at  window,  if  you  don't  this  inftant  march 
out  of  my  door. 

Sweno.  Then  know  me  !  I'm  not  the  fcoun- 
drel  falconer  to  your  cowardly  Baron,  but  chief 
ftandard  bearer  to  the  Generaliffimo — — 

Gog.  Well,  you  are  a  very  great  General  I  be- 
lieve ;  but  for  the  prefent  I'm  your  trumpeter,  and 
found  a  retreat  (trumpets  thro*  his  fingers)  March  ! 

Sweno. 
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Sweno.  Tremble  !  I'm  a  Dane  !  And  if  I  had 
but  any  fort  of  weapon 

Gog,  You've  no  weapon,  and  a  Dane  ?  Come, 
I  fee  the  point  of  a  broad  fword  peeping  fo  fly  from 
under  your  doublet 

Sweno.  I  havn't  fo  much  as  a  penknife. 

Gog.  You're  my  prifoner — refill,  and  I'll  demo- 
lifh  you — fellow. 

Sweno.  (ajide)  So  Blanche  has  trap'd  me  here 
completely.  No  hopes  of  the  young  jilt — If  I  do 
not  return  to  my  poft,  and  am  taken,  I  mall  be 
hang'd  for  a  deferter — What  had  I  belt  do — If  I 
can  but  again  find  our  magic  flandard  in  the  bufh 
where  I  hid  it 

Gog.  I'll  fecure  him  in  the  flocks,  till  I  bring 
help — but  I  fear  they  won't  fit  him.  How  dare 
you  have  fuch  big  legs,  you  villain  ?  I  have  him 
here  in  the  net,  like  a  great  filh,  and  I  don't  know 
what  to  do  with  him — Can  you  ranfom  yourfelf, 
fellow  ? 

S^eno.  I  once  took  a  Bnton  prifoner,  and  was 
generous  enough  to  releafe  him  without  ranfom. 

Gog.  Generous,  indeed  !  Rdeafed  him  without 
ranfom  !  Why,  your  conduct  was  inimitable — 
Pay  me  this  inftant,  fellow.  Lady  Albina,  my  new 
wife,  has  prefented  me  with  fifty  pieces  of  gold,  I 
mufl  make  it  up  a  hundred.  The  other  fifty,  and 
you're  free — Your  ranfom,  fellow  ! 

Swens.  Well,  Sir,  there's  the  money,  (givts 
money) 

Gog.  (reckons}  Now  you're  at  liberty,  fellow^ 

Siveno.  (pai'.fes*)  Sir — in  my  way  to  my  own 
camp,  fome  other  Briton  may  meet  and  take  me 
again.  See  me  back,  Sir — 'twill  be  but  kind. 

Gog. 
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Gog.  Well,  I  will  juft  fee  you  to  the  Ikirts  of 
your  camp.  But  I  muft  firft  get  my  genealogy* 
and  other  credentials,  to  flrengthen  my  claim  to 
Lady  Albina.  A  long  way,  I  muft  ride.  Boy, 
faddle  old  Bengy — Fellow,  I'll  give  you  leave  to 
walk  by  my  horfes  fide  all  the  way. 

Sweno.  Thank  ye,  Sir — you're  very  good,  Sir — 
Eh  !  cakes  well  toafted,  faith. 

Gog.  (taking  it  from  him]  Stop — in  eating,  as 

well  as  drinking,  -I'm  toaft-mafter  here Come, 

fellow. 

Sweno.  Yes,  Sir.  [Exeunt. 


END  Of    THE   SECOND    ACT. 
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ACT    III. 


SCENE    I. 

Out  flirts  of  the  Danifl?  Camp. 

SWENO.  (without)  » 

1  HIS  way,  Sir  —  let  us  walk  about  a  little. 

Gog.  (without)  Stay  you  there  fafe  tied  to  that 
tree,  old  Bengy. 


Enter  GOG  and  SwENOi  «;//£  the  Standard. 

Gog.  Well,  haven't  I  brought  you  fafe  within 
the  very  lines  of  your  own  camp  —  eh,  fellow  ? 

Sweno.  Thanky,  Sir,  I'm  now  fafe  in  my  own 
camp. 

Gog.  And  wasn't  it  fortunate  that  a  man  of  fo 
much  honor  as  I  took  you  prifoner  ?  becaufe  your 
money  is  fo  well  bellowed  upon  me  —  eh,  fellow  ? 

Sweno.  It  Was  Sir. 

Gog.  Well,  there  I  leave  you  j  good  bye  fel- 
low. (going  i 

Siveno.  Hold—  my  dear  Sir,  you  took  me  pri- 
foner on  your  grounds,  to  return  the  compliment 
I  now  take  you  prifoner  on  mine  :  I  honeflly  paid 
you  a  ranfom  for  my  liberty  now  you  muft  pay 
me  a  ranfom  for  yours  —  fellow  ! 

VOL.  iv.  HH  Gog-. 
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Gog.  Pay  !  pho  !  pay  you  ranfom  !  what  the 
devils  fort  of  talk  is  that — here  I've  brought  you, 
and  here  I  leave  you.  (going'} 

Sweno.  Stop — how  will  you  like  to  be  hung  up 
on  the  next  tree ;  eh,  fellow  ?  hollo  !  piquet 
guard — here's  an  Englifh  fpy  in  the  Danifti  Camp. 
Gog.  Hum,  Sir,  oh  my  poor  precious  life ! 
(kneels)  there  Sir  is  my  ranfom— (gives  money) — 
let  me  go  Sir — 

Sweno.  This  is  only  mine  that  I  gave  you — in- 

flantly  pay  your  own,  fellow 

Gog.  'Pon  my  foul,  Sir,  I  haven't  another  bit 
of  coin  about  me,  gold,  filver,  or  brafs. 

Sweno.  You  have  the  latter,  by  denying  you 
have  the  firft — Come,  come,  I  remember  the  fifty 
pieces  Lady  Albina  gave  you. 

Gog.  Oh  curfe  your  fine  memory  ! 
Sweno.  Guard  !   (calls] 

Gog,  (terrified)  Here,  here,  Sir;  I  muft  be  lb 
polite  as  to  fee  him  fafe  back  and  the  black  devil 
to  my  manners. 

Sweno.  Now  yon  may  go  fellow,  and  "  fortunate 
that  you  fell  into  my  hands  your  money  is  fo  well 
beftow'd." 

Gog.  It  is  Sir,  good  bye,  Sir  (going  returns). 
But  you  know,  Sir,  how  civil  I've  been  to  you ; 
be  fo  kind,  in  return,  as  to  fee  me  fafe  back. 

Sweno.  No,  "  for  your  conduct  was  inimita- 
ble"— go  fellow. 

Gog.  I  thought  you  woudn't,  then,  you'll  own 
Sir  that  my  politenefs  exceeds  yours— [hat's  one 
comfort  for  my  empty  pocket.  Now  I'li  ride 
home  ;  Old  Bengy  will  find  me  lighter  by  fomq 
pounds — good  bye,  Sir. 

Dare  to  touch  that  brute  fellow — and — 
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Gog.  What  isn't  a  man  to  ride  home  on  his  own 
horfe? 

Sweno.  No  fellow.  I've  contracts  to  make  for 
the  army  ;  this  affair  is  juft  in  my  way  I'm  a  kind 
of  horfe-dealer. 

Gog.  You're  a  kind  of  horfe-ftealer — Suffer 
myfelf  to  be  robbed  !  This  my  Britifh  valour ! 
but  I'm  a  man  that  has  courage  when  put  upon— 
yeturn  me  my  money  this  inftant  or  I'll  murder — 

Sweno.  What  ? 

Gog.  Myfelf — but  I  had  better  not — this  wou'd 
be  an  empty  world  if  at  every  huff  we  receive,  we 
might  open  the  door  and  walk  out  of  it.  (going 
returns)  Give  me  my  money — (bullying) 

Sweno.  Guard  !  '^calls)  [Exit  Gog  terrified. 

Ha,  ha,  ha  !  fo  I  have  made  a  purfe  by  my  Enghfh 
excurfion — But  never  again  to  behold  that  lovely 
girl !  ah  no.  I  muft  forget  the  girls  and  return  to 
my  duty.  I  have  been  a  fad  truant,  but  delightful, 
that  thro'  all  perils  I've  preferv'd  our  precious 
banner  this  will  procure  my  welcome  and  pardon — 
what  Blanche  here  again !  fortune  befriends  me, 
(retires) 

Enter  BLANCHE; 

Bla.  Where  can  my  father  have  gone  ? — I  wifh 
my  mother  had  come  to  look  for  him  herfelf — my 
danger  this  morning  might  have  warn'd  me  not  to 
ramble  fo  far  from  home,  Here  are  tents  and 
foldiers,  but  they  don't  feem  drefs'd  like  ours. 

Sweno.  (advancing)  Then  bleflings  on  you,  holy 
father  Auftm  ! 

Bla.  The  falconer  again !  undone  if  I  can't 
diflemble.  (tijide)  My  dear  Sweno !  Lord  I'm  fo 
glad  to  fee  you — — 

H  H  2 
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Sweno.  Glad— ^ha,  ha,  ha  !«— that's  very 
Whatever  brought  yon,  I  have,  and  lhall  not  part 
you  again. 

Bla.  Oh,  Sir-^-had  I  thought  you  would  have 
parted  with  me,  I  ihoudn't  have  come  after  you, 
I  can  allure  you, 

,  Sweno.  With  your  cowl  and  beads,  to  play  me 
fuch  an  infernal  heavenly  prank  !  Then  to  throw 
me  under  your  father's  hatchet ! 

Bla.  Lord,  how  can  I  help  my  crufty  father  ? 
But  are  not  you  and  he  good  friends  ?  and  didn't 
you  leave  our  cottage  together  ?-WWhy  blefs  you, 
Sweno,  I  only  brought  you  home  that  time,  that 
we  might  be  wedded  there,  and  with  father's  con- 
fent — -If  without  it  you  had  married  me  at  the 
caftle,  you  wou'd  have  loft  fo  much  money,  that 
he  has  laid  by  to  give  with  me  as  a  portion. 

Sweno.  Oh  then  you  are  a  fortune  ? — that  is  the 
reafon  Euftace,  your  father's  man,  courted  you. 

Bla.  To  be  fure  it  was.  I  defpife  him,  I  hate 
him,  I  deteft  him  for  it.  I'm  a  girl  of  fpirit,— 
Why  do  you  know,  Sweno,  that  I  was  the  belle 
of  the  village. 

Sweno.  Yes,  and  your  tongue's  the  bell-clapper. 

Bla.  How  fhall  I  get  away  from  him  ?  (ajlde) 

Enter  HOLLYBUSH,  in  helmet,  breajl  plate,  tec.fiort 
fivords  and  daggers  Jluck  In  bis  belt. 

Holly*  (not  feeing  Sweno)  Blanche,  my  Lady 
Albina  is  your  father's  wife — {he's  gone  from  her 
old  caftle  to  your  new  cottage,  and  has  fent  me 
after  to  protect  you — -Eh  ! — -(lays -his  hand  on  his 
fword,  and  bhtjlers  up  to  Sweno,  wbo  Jlamps  and 

frpzvnf 
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frowns — Hollybujhftarts  back) — Now  IhoiTd  I  draw 
a  brace  of  fwords — What  a  pity  it  is  a  man  can't 
conquer  without  lighting,  (afide)  Blanche,  yonder 
is  your  horfe  tied  to  a  tree. 

Sweno.  Aye,  my  love;  and  as  he's  yours,  I'll 
prefer  him  from  the  waggon.  Old  Bengy  ihall  be 
my  war  horfe. 

Bla.  No  hope  in  my  protector's  fword  or  wit — 
Oh,  for  another  ftratagem — Hollybuih  !  (theywhif- 
$er  and  point  to  the  Jlandard) — Svveno^  dear,  what 
is  this  fine  flag  ? 

Holly.  On  the  fine  pretty  flag  !  (walks  round  it) 

Siueno.  The  Danifh  magic  banner,  wove  by 
Hubba's  three  fitters,  fair  ladies,  famous  in  the 
black  art :  that  raven  work'd  on  it  is  our  ora- 
cle; whilft  we  follow  this  banner  we're  invin- 
cible. 

Holly.  Invincible!  I  thought  fo  by  your  being 
cudgeled  from  Wareham,  and  fwitch'd  from  Corfe. 

Bla.  Hollybufh!   (makes  fans) 

Holly.  Hem  !  but,  Sir,  can  all  your  foldiers  fee 
this  fine  raven  at  a  diftance  ? 

Sweno.  From  any  part  of  the  field,  in  the  heat 
ofa&ion,  they  muft  keep  an  eye  upon  that.  Stand 
you  both  there,  I'll  take  a  leap  on  Bengy,  and 
you'll  fee  me  flour  ifti  the  flag  with  a  noble  flip 
and  a  flap 

Bla.  Let  me  give  it  a  flip  and  a  flap 

Holly.  I'll  fland  here  and  judge. 

Sueno.  What,  mount  horfes  and  break  your 
neck  ? 

Bla.  Dear — Bengy  knows  me  very  well  ;  I  havfc 
fo  often  fed  him  out  of  my  hand. 
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Sweno.  Well,  I'll  hold  the  bridle— Holly bufh 
Hay  there,  and  bawl  out  how  fine  you  fee  it. 

Bla.  No  love,  if  the  poor  fool  is  left  alone  fome 
of  your  (oldiers  may  furprize  and  kill  him,  and  I 
wou'd  not  have  the  poor  fool  hurt,  as  he  came  to 
guard  me. 

Holly.  Do,  Sir,  flay  and  take  care  of  the  poor 
fool. 

Sweno.  What !  a  coward  with  all  your  fwords 
and  daggers ! 

Holly.  Every  man  is  a  coward,  Sir,  the  valiant 
fight  for  fear  of  fhame— Go,  child,  and  let  us 
fee  you 

Bla.  Now  behold  how  famous  I'll  flourifli  it. 
(joke s  thejlandard,  and  exit ;  they  look  after  her) 

Sweno.  There,  girl,  fit  up  boldly— Why,  old 
Bengy  is  as  tame  as  a  cow — now  walk  him  towards 
jne— that's  from  me— turn,  don't  trot  him. 

Holly,  Try  a  canter,  (calling  off) 

Sweno.  Why,  Ihe  gallops 

Holly.  Yes,  Sir,  for  old  Bengy  is  as  tame  as 
a  cow. 

Sweno.  She  will  be  out  of  fight  in  five  minutes. 
(going) 

Holly.  Stop,  Sir,  (belts  him,  paufes)  there,  Sir, 
fhe  is  out  of  fight. 

Sweno.  Blanche  !  the  ftandard  !  ruin,  undone-— 
But  you,  curfed  varlet,  I'll  murder  you  ! 

Holly.  Dear  Sir,  what  fymparhy  between  us-- 1 
•was  that  moment  thinking  of  murdering  you— ay, 
good  wits  jump—  (Sweno  Jiezes  HoUyhttJh,  who 
jkrieks) 

Enter  HUBBA  and  DANISH  SOLDIERS. 

Hub.  Thou  caitiff!  (to  Swenot  wko  kneels,} 

Holly. 
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Holly.  Oh,  cf  you  curfed  varlet  !"  (draws  and 
jlourijhes  bis  fzuord  over  Sweno' s  head. 

Hub.  Where  haft  thou  been,  mifcreant  ?— De- 
fer ted  !— ran  away  1 

Sweno  No,  Sir,  I  only  retired. 

Hub.  To  you  I  owe  my  defeat— where's  your 
precious  charge,  the  facred  banner  ?  Speak  Have— 

Sweno.  It  is— -its 

Holly.  Flying  about  the  ears  of  old  Bengy. 

Hub.  Bear  him  to  inftant  death  ! 

Sweno.  Don't  let  a  man  perifh  that  efleems  you,' 
noble  Hubba 

Hub.  Efteem  me ! 

Sweno.  I  fwear  I  do,  as  I  hope  to  be  faved. 

Hub.  You've  given  me  juft  caufe— let  him  die  ! 

S-weno.  But  more  generous,  to  let  me  live;  and 
if  generofity  is  to  be  admired,  you  Ihou'd  rather  ap- 
plaud me,  for  giving  you  art  opportunity  of  mew- 
ing it.  (Trumpet  without} 

Hub.  There  victorious  Haftings  returns  trium- 
phant ;  and  I  covered  with  eternal  fhame — 

Sweno.  Haftings  has  conquered  without  the  ma- 
gic enfign. 

Hub.  Hang  him  on  the  next  tree  ! 

Holly.  That  fpreads  over  the  river;  and  if  the 
poor  fellow  falls  in  he'll  be  drowned. 

Hub.  Away  with  him. 

[Exeunt  Soldiers,  hurrying  off  Sweno — Hubba 
oppofite. 

Holly.  Wife  men  ufe  fvvords,  fools  have  other 
weapons,  (pointing  to  his  forehead}  [Exit. 
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SCENE  II. 

HASTINGS'*  Tent,  in  the  Danifo  Camp. 
Enter  HASTINGS  and  ANLAFF. 

Hajl.  Stop  to  breathe^  victorious  Danes.  Now 
let  the  Saxon  know  what  the  Briton  felt,  when 
they  rudely  difturbed  the  tranqiiility  of  our  happy 
Ifle.  That  was  a  brave  and  tough  Captain  who 
ftruck  me  down,  but  for  yon  AnlafT  I  had  been 
taken  —  1  faw  not  Euftace  in  the  field.  I  am  forry 
I've  loft  his  helmet.  I  feel  fomewhat  fatigued,  fleep 
may  refrelh  me.  (harp  without}  A  minflrel  !  call^ 
and  1st  him  touch  the  inftrument  gently,  (fits  on 
a  coxcb) 

Anl.  A  miferable  wretched  looking  old  man. 

Haft.  Send  him  hither.  [Exit  Anlaff. 

No  matter  for  his  playing—  he  is  poor  —  Kind- 
nefs  exereifed  at  a  venture  is  moft  likely  to  pro- 
mote the  ends  of  benevolence.  By  looking  out 
for  proper  objects,  we  may,  from  felf-interefted 
motives,  make  it  the  price  of  pitiful  adulation, 
or  the  wages  of  corrupt  fefvices.  (reclines  as  lo 


Enter  ALFRED,  difgutfed  as  a  Minftrel,  caut'wujly. 

Alfred.  Well  performed,  my  minftrers  habit, 
to  bring  me  fafe  through  the  Daniih  camp,  (takes 
out  a  paper)  I  have  here  made  a  tolerable  plan  of 
their  difpolition,  and  the  number  of  thtir  forces. 
(looks  round)  This  tejnt  muft  belong  to  one  of  the 
Pnnifh  Generals  —  but  which  ?  I  know  the  perfon 
of  Hubba  —  Haltings  I  never  faw  —  Ha!  there  lies 

the 
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the  owner.  It  is  not  Hubba,  it  mud  be  the  Briton 
Haftings.  The  Danifh  hope  now  refts  on  him 
alone.  Here  were  an  opportunity,  by  the  opening 
of  a  fingle  vein,  to  reftore  health  to  England — 
{goes  over  to  him]  This  the  dreaded  warrior!  — 
Where  the  ferocious  lineaments  that  fp.ak  the 
man  of  blood  ?  If  in  fleep  the  foul  wanders  from 
the  body,  by  that  countenance  his  muft  be  now 
with  angels — or  does  it  hover  round  to  wreft  the 
tiplifted  arm  of  his  nrurdeier — (taking  out  a  dagger 
drops  the  paper]  for  fnch  I  ftand,  to  flav  the  help- 
lefb — Yet  his  death  brings  peace  to  Britain — Hold! 
here  are  no  odds — I'll  wake,  fight,  and  perhaps 
faiily  kill  him.  But  his  guards  catch  the  alarm, 
before  I  have  time,  I'm  overpowered,  and  occafion 
is  loft  for  ever — Then  for  a  coward  ad:,  to  free 

Albion,  and  (lain  the  name  of (g°™g  tojlrike, 

ftarts  back)  Ha  !  by  Heaven  !  it  is  !  the  generous 
folder,  who  luffered  the  rage  of  burning  thirft, 
rather  then  fee  his  humble  fellow  creature  perifti! 
Then  England  down,  ere  Alfred  props  thy  fall  by 
bafe  ingratuude.  (puts  up  the  dagger y  retires  playing 
on  bis  harp—HaJlings  wakes) 

Haft.  Where  is  he  ?     The  minftrel. 

Enter  ANLAFF  and  SOLDIERS. 

The  fweeteft  drain  ! — My  dream  was  diRurbed, 
yet  methought  I  was  in  Heaven.  (Harp  heard  with- 
out, the  found  dies  away  by  degrees) 

Anl.  Why,  he  does  indeed  play  and  chaunt 
moft  excellently. 

Haft.  Ha  !  what's  this  (picks  up  t  Joe  paper)  a  plan 
of  our  camp  !  (ajtde)  who  was  in  my  tent  while  I 
flept  ? 

Anl.  None,  Sir,  but  the  minftrel. 

VOL.  iv.  ii  Haft. 
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Haft.  Where  is  he  ?  call  him — I  wou'd  wim  to 
hear  that  air  again  [Exit  Anlajf. 

moft  correct   (leaking  at  the  paper}  here  has  been 
fome  flratagem  of  the  enemy. 

Re -enter  ALFRED,  playing. 

Oh  mod  wily  harper,   (flews  the  paper) 

Alfred.  My  plan  loft  !  by  negligence  undone-- 
then England  feels  no  lofs  in  Alfred,  (afide  and 
agitated) 

Hajl.  Honeft  Saxon,  fmall  occafion  thus  to 
hazard  your  life  by  prowling  thro'  my  camp  in  the 
dangerous  character  of  a  fpy  ;  had  I  known  your 
mafter  Alfred's  mind,  wou'd  myfelf  have  lent  him 
the  model  of  our  plan,  and  number  of  our  force 
—But  here  you  take  it  to  him — walk  thro*  our 
lines  in  fafety,  reckon  our  men,  and  let  Alfred 
come  to-morrow  and  conquer  if  he  can. 

[Exeunt  fever  ally* 


SCENE  III. 

Infide  of  GOG'J  Houfe* 

Enter  ALE  IN  A. 

Alb.  So  now  I'm  in  the  dwelling  of  my  new 
hulband — I  wonder  will  my  Lord  follow  me;  his 
fix'd  infenfibility  compels  me  to  carry  my  plot 
beyond  my  firft  purpofe.  Tho'  he  thought  he  had 
loft  me — his  mind  to  turn  again  upon  his  hawks 
and  hounds !  But  1*11  not  upbraid  him,  any  ex- 
pedient 


OR,  THE  MAGIC  BAKXER.  251 

pedient  is  preferable  to  domeftic  bickerings — as 
words  once  left  us,  can  never  be  recall'd—- it  is 
well  to  preferve  the  priviledge  of  reproach  ftill  in 
our  own  power. 

EarlE,   (without)  Albina! 

Alb,  (looking  off)  Sure  that  is  my  Lord,  Come 
after  me — have  I  at  length,  by  this  innocent 
whim  of  running  away  with  Gog,  rouz'd  him 
into  jealoufy — that  is  the  ihadow  that  proves  the 
fubftunce  of  love  ;  till  one  comes,  the  other  may 
be  doubted. 

Enter  Earl  BURRHEP. 

EarlE.  Albina  ! 

Alb.  (not  minding  him)  Here  I  mall  have  a  poor, 
but  then  a  loving  hufband.  Let  me  trim  up  my 
dear  little  cottage,  to  chear  his  return.  The  fur- 
niture is  neat,  but  placed  without  order  or  fym- 
metry.  (ml/places  tbe  things'} 

Earl  B.  Elope — fly  from'  your  home  ! 

Alb.  The  Earl  !— Pray,  my  Lord,  retire.  Its 
not  confiftent  with  my  reputation,  for  Gentle- 
men to  come  into  my  houfe  in  my  hufband's 
abfence. 

Eirl  B.  Pho,  pho  !  this  trifling  is  very  filly. 

Alb.  Moft  likely,  Sir — but  now  I  mud  conform 
in  mind  and  manners,  to  my  prefent  humble  fitua- 
tion. 

Earl  B.  Madam,  I  defire  and  command 

Alb.  Sir,  were  my  huiband  at  home,  you  might 
command  whatever  the  houfe  affords. 

Earl  B.  Come,  come  Albina,  I  intreat  you  to 
give  up  this  ridiculous  jeft,  and  inltantly  return 
with  me  to  the  caftle. 

i  i  2  Alb. 


25*  ALFRED; 

Alb.  Oh  here  comes  Gog's  real  wife,  to  heighten 
the  j:  ft.  (afide)  (Takes  ivork,  Jits  and  fings — Earl 
Burrhed  walks  up  In  a  rage) 

Enter  BERTHA. 

Bert.  My  hufband  running  after  his  prifoners 
and  ftate  affairs — the  work  all  neglected — even  the 
flocks  here  that  he  broke  pulling  his  handfome  leg 
Out,  not  finilh>"d  mending  yet.  (looks  round)  Eh  ! 
the  things  feem  all  in  confufipn  !  (Albina  Jtngs). 
What  fine  Lady  is  this  ? 

Alb.  Any  buiinefs  here,  good  woman  ? 

Bert.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! — why  yes,  Madam  ;  every 
bodv  has  fome  bufinefs  in  their  own  houfes. 

Alb.  Then  your  are  at  home  here  ? 

JBcr/.   I  think  I  am  at  home. 

Alb.  Oh,  my  hufband's  fervant  maid,  perhaps. 
(  fings — ftill  working  )  . 

Enter  GOG. 

Gog.  Plague  of  my  politenefs — lofe  my  horfe 
and  my  aioney  ! 

Alb.  What,  my  dear  hufband  come  home. 

Gog.  My  perplexities  made  me  forget  I  was 
married  to  a  Lady — Come  to  my  arms,  my  charm- 
ing wife,  (to  Alb'ina — Bertha  runs  to  him) 

Alb.  Well,  upon  my  word,  this  is  pretty  decent 
before  one's  face  ! 

Gog.  Oh,  true —  I  forgot  my  every  day  wife 
— Bertha,  it  was  my  Sunday  wife  1  fpoke  to 
then. 

Earl  B.  Madam,  it  is  my  defire  you  come  in- 
firmly to  Corfe.  (takes -her  hand) 

Gog.  Let  go  my  Sunday-wife,  my  Lord,  or  by 
Heavens,  I'm  a  man  that  will  be  highly  affronted. 

Bert. 
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Bert.  Oh  !   my  poor  huiband  is  cerainly  mad. 

Gog.  Hark  ye  matter,  my  Lord  Baron,  any  one 
can  know  when  to  ufe  us  ill,  but  its  only  ourfelves 
can  'each  him  when  to  flop. — You  coine  making 
a,  noife  here  ;  go  to  Selwood  foreft,  with  the  reft 
of  the  Nobles,  to  meet  the  King,  as  he  ordered 
you. 

Earl  B.  Slave  ! — What  ufe  for  fuch  reptile 
trafh  ! — We-  have  caftles  to  defend  us,  Heaven's 
noble  work — but  a  good  deed  for  the  .Danes  to 
fire  fuch  gr.  bs  as  you,  like  vermin,  from  your 
nefts. 

Alb.  Even  then,  Sir,  we  (hou'd  be  rather  fmo- 
tbered  like  induftrious  bees,  to  rob  us  of  our 
honey. 

Gog.  Well  faid,  my  queen  bee.  Get  thee  gone, 
fwaggering  drone. 

Bert.  Hufbar.d,  are  you  crazy  ?  Where  is 
our  daughter  Blanche,  that  I  fent  after  yon  ? 

Alb.  And  where  is  the  fool,  Holl)buih,  that  I 
fent  after  Blanche  ? 

Gog.  {flopping  bis  ears)  Dear,  dear  two  womens 
tongue?  to  one  pair  of  ears.  My  Lord,  you  feem 
diftreft  for  a  wire — here  I  have  one  to  (pare.  (j>rc- 
Jents  Bertha) 

Bert,  (curtfies}  My  Lord,  at  your  Lord  (hip's 
fervice. 

Earl  B.  (ftamps}  Hell  and  fury  !  prefer  a  bafe- 
born  wretch  to  her  wedded  Lord  ! — (throws  kirn" 
felf  on  a  feat  near  the  Jlotks) 

Enter  BOY. 

Boy.  Oh  M  ifter  here's  Blanche  come  fafe  home 
on  the  back  of  old  Bengy  ! 

Gog. 
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Gog.  (looking  out)  My  horfe  and  my  daughter  ! 
oh  jo) — out  for  revenge  in  kind,  to  frighten  my 
noble  gueft — (a/Me)  I  have  it — : — (unfeen  by  Earl 
Burrhed  Jhuts  down  the  upper  part  of  the  Jioiks 
en  bis  leg)  What's  that  you  faid,  Boy  ?  the 
Danes  fet  fire  to  my  houfe  ! — undone  ! — <>h  ter- 
rible !— -Come  fweet  wives,  don't  let  us  be  fired 
like  grubs  and  vermin  from  our  nefts.  (fee  the 
thatch  blazes) 

Earl  B.  How  ! — releafe  me,  firrah  !   (ftrug%hf) 

Gog.  Oh  no,  fit  ftiil  and  quiet — #e  do  fuch, 
few  things  well,  that  there  is  very  little  time 
mifpent  in  doing  nothing. — This  way  dear  wives ! 
There  ftay  and  contemplate  on  the  viciffitudes  of 
fortune. 

\Exit  with  Bertha. 

Alb.,  Myhufband  !   (runs  and  kneels  to  free  him) 
The  Scene  clofes. 


SCENE  IV. 

A  Forejl. 

Enter  ODUNE,  OSWALD,  and  Saxon  SOLDIERS. 
HOLLY  BUSH  -walking  befott  them. 

Holly.  Come,  follow  me. 

Odu.  If  this  is  the  place,  why  is  not  Euftace 
here,  as  he  promifed  10  meet  us. 

Ofw.  How  think  you.  Nobles,  may  not  the 
Royal  Alfred  now  reap  in  death,  the  glorious 
harveft  of  his  wintry  life ! 

Knight. 
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Knigkf.  Aye,  if  the  King  is  dead,  what  for  us 
but  again  to  {brink,  like  rabbits,  into  our  bur- 
rows, afraid  to  peep  upon  the  light,  left  we  be 
devoured  by  thofe  Daniih  dogs. 

Odu.  But  friend  are  you  lure  this  is  Selwood 
foreft?  (to  Holly.) 

Holly.  You  know  here  I  met  you  all,  you  were 
all  aft  ray.  You  faid  you'd  reward  him  that  wou'd 
biing  you  to  Selwood  foreft — If  you  thought  you 
were  there  already,  the  honeft  man  would  lofe  his 
reward. 

Ofzv.  Certainly— *-\ve  Ihou'd  not  pay  for  know- 
ledge we  had  already. 

Holly.  No — Then  you  are  fome  miles  from  that 
fame  foreft  ;  fo  follow  me,  I'm  your  guide — tho* 
by  the  Lord,  I  am  quite  aftray  myftlf.  (afide) — 
(Go: s  round  the  trees,  and  brings  them  to  the  fame 
fbfe). 

Odu.  Were  not  we  in  this  fpot  but  juft  now  ? 
Holly.  Very    well — I'll    pleafe   you  if  I  can — 
follow   me.    (Leads  them  round,  and  again  to  the 
fame  place)     Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Ofzv.  Why,  you  laughing  mifcreant,  you  only 
bring  us  round  and  round  ! 

Holly.  Then  I'll  be  fquare  and  fquare  with  you 
—How  {hall  I  get  home  ?  (#/&&)  Gentlemen, 
if  you  don't  like  to  follow  me,  I'll  follow  you 
—that's  all  fair. 

Odu.  You  a  guide — you're  a  rafcally  rogue. 
Holly.  You're  right,  Sir,  to  put  your  bad  words 
out   of  your  mouth — for  if   you  fwallow  them, 
they  may  poifon  you. 

Ofw.  We  deferve  this  for  taking  a  clown  for  our 
guide. 

04*. 


*56  ALFRED ; 

Odu.  An  impudent  villain,  to  pretend  to  what 
you  '«  now  nothing  about. 

Holly,  impudent  villain  !— if  you're  in  the  mind 
to  fcrutanize,  pray,  Sir,  convert  your  window  into  4 
looking  glafs. 

Odu.  Ha! 

Holly.  Lord,  Sir,  why  fhould  you  be  angry?-— 
Have  not  I  walk'd  you  about  fo  neatly  on  the 
grafs  ?  1  believe  you  don't  confider  what  gr.ifs  is 
— Grafs  is  man's  carpet,  the  earth's  cloak,  »he 
lark's  houfe,  the  lamb's  couch- the  horfe's  break- 
Faftj  and  the  bees  workfhop:  Come,  give  me  the 
money,  the  honeft  man's  reward— C  me,  I  beg, 
my  noble  Earl,  you'll  give  me  fomethingj  if  its 
Only  a  groat. 

Odu.  it  doth  not  become  a  noble  Earl  to  give  a 
groar. 

Holly.  Well  then,  give  me  a  piece  of  gold. 

Odu.  it  doth  not  become  a  beggar  to  afk  a  piece 
of  gold.  (harp  heard  without)  A  roving  minflrel; 

Enter  ALFRED,  in  his  Difguife. 

Holly.  Come,  prithee  play—divert  us.  '(Alfred 
flays) 

Ofw.  Is  this  a  time  to  trifle  with  our  griefs  ? 
And  the  radiant  fun  of  all  our  hopes,  our  beloved 
Alfred,  is  perhaps  fet  for  ever. 

Holly.  Stir  your  ringers  nimbly,  a  tripping  ftrainj 
to  fet  even  our  hearts  a  dancing;  (Alfred  plays) 

Odu.  (ftrikes  the  harp  out  of  his  hand)  Begone  ! 
thou  trembling  dotard—  (Alfred  difcovers  himfelf) 

Royal  Alfred! — the  King 

\Hollybufh  fneaks  off, 
Alfred. 
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Alfred.  Yes — your  King,  partner  in  your  mif- 
fortunes,  fharer  in  your  joys—- joys  that  now  mine 
at  cliftance  thro*  the  gloom,  to  guide  our  doubtful 
iteps  ftrait  to  the  cheerful  hall  of  fweet  domeftic 
peace. 

Enter  EUSTACE* 

Oh  thanks,  Euftace,  for  thus  collecting  our  fcat- 
tered  forces — My  fword,  my  fhield,  my  beft  coun- 
fel,  my  ftaunch  defender,  my  friend ! 

EuJI.  But,  my  Liege,  what  fuccefs  ?  Have  you 
obtained  a  plan  of  the  Danilh  camp  ?  Saw  you 
Haftings? 

Alfred.  Yes.— He  has  withdrawn  himfelf  from 
the  barbarian  Hubba's  riotous  crew,  who,  returned 
from  Pagan  rites,  are  at  this  moment  wallowing 
in  wine-— funk  in  fwinifh  debauch.  Little  glory 
thus  by  night  to  fteal  a  victory- — but  their  lupe- 
rior  numbers,  their  treachery,  juftify  the  act.  We 
muft  take  them  at  this. 

Euft.  Should  my  father  be  dill  amongft  the 
Danes,  he  falls  amidft  the  general  carnage— Shall 
I  acquaint  Alfred  that  I'm  Hafting's  fon  ? — No-- 
then he  doubts  my  faith,  (ajide) 

Alfred.  Up  with  our  tents,  like  ferpents,  dart 
and  fling  the  foe.  But  let  us  be  fecret  as  our  pur- 
pofe — Be  it  proclaimed,  on  pain  of  death,  that  no 
lights  appear  throughout  the  camp.  [Exit  Officer. 

Ei'ft.  (not  attending)  Yes,  with  all  truth  to 
Alfred,  Heaven  and  Nature  bid  me  preferve  my 
father.  [Exit. 

Odu.  My  Lord,  Euftace  feems  flrangely  agi- 
tated  

Alfred.  Why  I  thought  he  did  not  take  my  or- 
ders with  his  wonted  alacrity.  Odune,  do  you 

VOL.  iv.  K  K  imme- 
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immediately  prepare Ha  !  where  got  you  that 

helmet  ? 

Odu,  My  Liege,  tho'  it  is  Britifh,  as  you  fee, 
yet  'tis  the  fpoils  of  a  very  valiant  Dane,  whofe 
fword,  in  our  laft  engagement,  play'd  adroitly 
among  our  men.  He  fell  on  his  knee,  was  refcued, 
but 'loft  this,  his  creft  in  the  fcuffle. 

Alfred.  A  Dane  ! — this  belonged  to — (examines 
it)  This  is  the  very  helmet  I  prefented  Euftace— 
when  I  frankly  gave  him  his  choice  did  he  then 
only  feem  to  take  my  part,  the  better  to  affift  my 
enemy — Impoffible  ! — No  matter — I'll  conceal  my 
fufpicions,  they  may  wrong  him.  (afide)  (Sprightly 
mujic  and  finging  at  a  diftance — Alfred  lets  t Joe  helmet 
fall)  Hark  !  the  Danes  in  choral  joys  of  ruffian 
clamour — This  awful  moment  is  the  crifis  of  Eng- 
land's freedom — the  word  is  filence,  darknefs,  cau- 
tion. [Exeunt  foftly. 

Re-enter  HOLLY  BUSH,  (eating  fruit} 

Holly.  Now  here  might  I,  by  prefenting  my 
duty  to  my  Sovereign,  in  the  fhape  of  a  few 
blackberries,  have  received  high  honors — but  be 
humble,  Hollybufh — Humility  is  the  fafeft  path, 
for  none  will  attempt  to  fhove  you  out  of  it. 
Honor  is  walking  on  the  top  of  a  wall,  from 
which  you  may  tumble — It  gets  dark— I  mud 
not  lofe  fight  of  them.  —  Ifn't  that  my  friend 
Gog  the  carpenter  yonder  ?  (Jlumbles  over  the 
helmet) — Eh!  a  fine  helmet — was  the  owner 
under  it,  thus  wou'd  I  put  foot  to  head,  (treads 
on  it)  Here  now  fome  great  warrior's  crefl- fallen. 
Sure  I  may  for  once  wear  a  general's  cap,  as  many 
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a  general  wears  the  fool's  cap.  (puts  it  on)  Now 
am  I  arm'd  cap-a-pee  —  Hem!  —  (ftruts — drum 
without — hejhrinks  terrified)  \Exit. 


SCENE  V. 

fhe  Englijh  Camp — Night. 

EUSTACE    in    Tent writing. 

Enter  ALFRED  wrapt  in  a  Cloak,  and  ODUNE. 

Alfred.  (In  an  under  tone)  Has  the  proclama- 
tion been  made,  that  whoever  brings  in  the  Reafen, 
the  Danifh  magic  banner,  (hall  be  rewarded  to  his 
own  wifh,  and  our  power  ? 

Odu.  It  has  my  liege. 

Alfred.  Whilft  the  Danes  poflefs  that,  their  en- 
thufiaftic  ardor  baffles  all  efforts  to  fubdue  them—- 
but the  time  approaches  for  our  momentous  enter- 
prize — I'll  continue  my  walk  thro'  the  tents,  and 
fee  myfelf  how  we  are  prepared — All  darknefs  hi- 
therto, (ivalks) 

Odu.  A  light  in  yon  tent ! 

Alfred.  My  orders  difobeyed !  who  can  the  traitor 
be  ?  (advances)—- Euftace  ! 

Odu.  'Tis  my  Lord  (Alfred  beckons  Odunf9 
wlo  goes  off  cautioujly) 

Euf.  With  whom  fhould  1  entruft  this  letter  to 

my   rather,    now   I've  written  it.    (afide)  (reads) 

• — "  Keep  your   purpofe — to  night  join  not  the 

"  Daniih  caroufal — let  Raftings  take  this  warning 

K  K  2  "  from 
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"  from  one,  who,  whatever  be  the  event  of  bat- 

«  tie," 

Alfred.  Dies  this  hour — (haftily  takes  tie  letter, 
Eujlace  rifes)—  Ho,  there  !  (calls) 

Re-enter  ODUNE  and  GUARDS. 

This  puts  the  circumftance  of  the  helmet  beyond 
all  doubt — Euftace  !  the  hope  of  my  adoption — 
Child  of  my  heart !  (turns,  and  conceals  his  face) 
his  holding  a  fecret  correfpondence  with  my  enemy 
— is  a  crime  fo  black  it  mall  not  (lain  his  memory— 
Difobedience  only  be  the  pretext  (ajide)  look 
(points  to  the  tent)  'twas  proclaim'd  through  the 
camp,  that  whoever  had  a  light  fhou'd  fufter  in- 
ftant  death — flrike  the  tents,  begin  our  march — ? 
but  let  him  die  within  the  hour.  [Exit, 

Eujl.  So  firm  !  where  duty  of  office  obliges  one 
man  to  inflict  punifhment  upon  another,  the 
occalion  inflead  of  hardening  the  judge  to  feverity 
mould  melt  him  into  forrow.  Diiclofing  the  truth 
to  any  other  might  fave  me,  but  juflice  is  Alfred's 
only  counfellor.  Odune  cannot  you  for  a  few 
hours  fufpend  my  doom  ? 

Odu.  You  heard  the  King,  (looks  out) — Our 
army  is  already  in  motion,  and  that  fwift  too — let 
him  be  guarded  clofe,  till  the  morning  determines 
if  even  Alfred  lives  to  fee  the  execution  of  his 
fentence.  [Exeunt  federally. 

Enter  HOLLYBUSH  and  a  PEASANT,    with 
a  Ligbt. 

Peaf.  Aye,  let's  follow  our  men, 
ffoify.  Yes,  for  a  little  plunder,  when  the  Danes 

are 
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are  dead,  they'll  not  want  money,  but  we  do,  be- 
caufe  we  are  alive. 

Peaf.  Lord  Euftace  going  to  be  executed,  I 
wonder  for  what.; 

Holly.  I'll  tell  you,  hold  your  light  man  for 
the  poor  foldiers  to  fee  their  way  thro'  the  briars — » 
Lord  Euftace's  only  crime  was — he  was  feen,  and 
by  the  King  himfelf,  he  twas  guilty  of — don't  hold 
your  torch  fb  near  me. 

Peaf.  Well,  there. 

Hotly.  His  crime  was — having  a  lighted  candle 
in  the  camp. 

Peaf.  Are  we  not  now  in  the  camp,  eh,  Hol- 
ly bum  ? 

Holly.  In  the  middle  of  it. 

Peaf.  My  good  friend  hold  that  flambeaux  in 
your  hand  whilft  I  garter  my  (locking. 

Holly.  I  think  my  flocking  too  is  about  my 
heel.  (Peafant  puts  out  the  light) — What  the  devil, 
what  a  felfifh  thing  to  leave  a  body  in  the  dark 
among  pegs  and  tent- ropes ;  but  we  have  bril- 
liant glow-worms,  and  the  pure  flame  of  our 
own  clear  confciences,  an  honefl  man  may  fee  his 
way  if  it  was  as  dark  as  the  devil's  pocket  (knocks 
againft  a.  tree) — A  tree's  but  a  wooden  judge  of 
honefly  (jhouts  without')  thofe  are  Englifh  roarings, 
we're  victorious ;  huzza!  huzza! 

Peaf.  Come  warrior  Hollybufh,  with  your  fwords 
and  pikes  let's  join  the  battle.  [Exit  groping. 

Holly.  Pikes !  Danes  and  Saxons  are  the  belli- 
gerent powers.  I  am  the  arm'd  neutrality. 

[Exit  at  the  oppojit:  fide. 
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SCENE  VI :  and  loft. 

War  eham— Dawn  of  Morning. 
Shout  sy  and  Martial  Mujic  without. 

'•fLnter   ALFRED  in   triumph;    Trophies,    Banners, 
Spoils,   &c. 

'Alfred.  Joy,  my  countrymen  !  victory  is  ours  i 
the  tempeftuous  flame  that,  in  its  raging  courfe, 
fwept  deftruction  to  the  palace  and  the  cottage  is  at 
laft  extinguiihed  :  yet,  whilft  the  heait  rejoices  in 
the  glorious  event  of  battle,  let  us  lament  that 
white-robed  peace  cou'd  only  be  led  to  us  but  by 
the  blood-flained  hand  of  war ;  the  foul  of  many 
a  Dane  hath  this  night  thro'  the  wide  portals 
opened  by  our  fwords  fled  to  its  great  matter — 
from  him  may  they  find  mercy. 

Enter  GOG. 

Gog.  Sacred  Sir,  by  my  approaching  grandeur 
you'll  never  win  another  victory,  becaule — you  will 
have  nobody  to  fight  with.  Come  Blanche,  fiou- 
rifh  your  conjuring  flag  about  in  a  magnificent 
manner. 

Enter  BLANCHE  with  the  Standard. 

—Shower  honors  on  your  father ;  already  I  have 
the  Lady  Albina's  heart  as  to  being  a  comely  man  ; 
but  when  I've  dignity  ! — Child  make  me  a  Baron-; — 

no, 
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no,  I'll  begin  with  Knighthood — I'll  be  Sir  Gog 
Magog. 

Alfred,  (examining  tie  Jlandard)  It  is  the  ma- 
gic banner,  on  which  the  Danes  refted  all  their 
hopes  of  conqueft,  the  pofleflion  of  this  delu- 
fion  is,  indeed,  the  very  fummit  of  England's  hap- 
pinefs. 

Gog.  Out  with  your  royal  blade,  Sire,  and  dub 
me.  (kneels} — (Dead  March  without) 

Knight.  Euftace  on  his  way  to  death. 

Enter  EUSTACE  (led  to  Execution) 

Bla.  Sir,  it  was  by  your  order  proclaim'd,  that 
whoever  took  this  fbandard  from  the  Dane  fhou'd, 
if  in  your  power  to  give,  have  what  he  afked. 

Alfred.  Demand,  and  it  (hall  be  granted. 

Gog.  Stand  out  of  the  way,  will  you,  let  his 
highnefs  have  room  to  draw  his  fword  with  a  noble 
flourifh  over  my  head. 

Bla.  Royal  Sir 

Gog.  Well  faid,  child. 

Bla.  The  reward  I  require  is  that  you'll  grant 
life  to  Euftace. 

Gog.  What's  that  you  hufley — mind  all  of  you, 
I  don't  care  what  Ihe  fays,  by  the  Lord  I  won't  rife 
till  I'm  dub'd. 

Alfred,  (to  Enfiace)  Take  your  life,  but  be 
a  (lured  not  from  the  heart  of  Alfred. 

Euft.  Perhaps  the  King  knows  not  yet  that  iny 
fault  proceeded  from  an  attempt  to  preferve  my 
father's  life  ? 

Alfred.  Father! 
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Euft.  Left  in  the  heat  of  battle  a  fon  fhou'd 
fall  by  his  hand,  or  I  become  a  paracide — to  know 
and  avoid  each  other  we  exchang'd  helmets 

Alfred.  Indeed !  then  it  muft  be  this  father  he 
fpeaks  of  that  Odune  engag'd — (ajide)  but  who 
is  your  parent  ? — where — how  difcover'd  ?- — Came 
he  to  England  in  the  train  of  Haftings  ? 

Eujl.  My  Lord,  to  Haftings  himfelf  I  owe  my 
being. 

Alfred.  And  have  I  condemn'd  a  fon  to  death  for 
endeavouring  to  fave  his  parent  !  and  he,  the  ge- 
nerous chieftain  whofe  felf-denial  recal'd  my  fleeting 
fpirits — this  my  gratitude  too  to  Euftace  for  his 
attachment  to  me  contrary  to  the  original  ties  of 
nature  ?  Take  comfort  boy,  your  parent,  as  he  pro- 
pos'd  did  not  join  the  Danes,  by  my  care  he  lives — 
Again,  my  friend  (takes  his  band}  without  a  par- 
tial breach  of  the  laws,  your  miraculous  efcape 
from  deatlj  has  awakened  in  me,  the  godlike  pri- 
vilege of  genuine  legiilation.  A  man's  life  is  too 
facred  to  depend  upon  the  capricious  breath  of  an 
individual  (paufes) — Alfred  decrees,  that  hence- 
forth none  malr  be  deemed  guilty  till  convicted  by 
twelve  of  his  peers ;  and  from  this  happy  moment 
let  pofterity  date  the  glorious  bleffings  of  an  Englifli 
Jury  (all  kneel — Grand  Flourijh) 

All.  Long  live  Alfred,  the  father  of  his  peo- 
ple ! 

Enter  HOLLY  BUSH,  SWENO,  and  BERTHA,  land 
in  hand. 

Holly.  Now  flep  forward,  and  open  your  affair 
to  the  King. 
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Sweno.  I  will,  but  I'm  rather  awed-  —  (apart) 
Sir  —  (advancing  timoroujly) 

Holly,  (apart)  What,  are  you  afraid  to  go  near 
him  ?  Why  he's  only  a  man—  Gads-  bobs,  do  you 
take  him  for  an  elephant  ? 

Bert.  Sire,  my  hufband  Gog  is  dead  —  «  — 

Gog.  Eh  !  am  I  - 

Bert.  To  me  —  He  has  left  me  a  comfortable 
houfe  and  farm,  but  now  a  lonely  widow,  I  have 
chofen  a  helpmate,  (pointing  to  Sweno)  But  as 
the  man  is  a  Dane,  I  muft  beg  your  lacred  leave 
to  marry  him. 

Sweno.  Sir,  our  hot-headed  General,  Hubba,  or- 
dered me  to  be  hanged  in  the  cool  of  the  evening, 
this  good  widow-  woman  had  me  cut  down  ;  fo, 
out  of  gratitude,  I  take  herfelf  and  all  her  chat- 
ties. 

Gog'  (ftarting  up)   I  forbid  the  banns. 

Bert.  Gog  alive  !  —  Lord  !  in  this  world  one  is 
fure  of  nothing. 

Gog.  Ah,  I  fee  Bertha  has  been  -  (makes 
Jlgns  of  drinking)  This  comes  of  {hutting  yourfelf 
up  in  the  clofrt. 

Holly.  Friend  Gog-—  i  woman  that  retires  to 
tipple  in  fecret,  has  an  affijnation  with  the  devil. 

Gog.  So  you're  there  again,  fellow-  —  marry  my 
every  day  wife,  you  villain.  I  faw  you  hanging 
up,  wou'd  have  cut  you  down  —  but  as  the  tree 
was  at  the  edge  of  the  river,  I  didn't  know  but 
you  might  have  fallen  in,  and  hung  yourfelf  up 
to  dry  —  fellow. 

Alfred.  I  heard  of  this  pleafant  ftratagem  of  the 
Lady  Albina,  to  recal  the  affections  of  her  carelefs 
Lord  - 
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Holly.  That  pleafant  flratagem  was  mine,  Sir, 
it  has  melted  the  (now  of  neeJtCt  into  tears  of  re- 
morfe.  He  promifes  that  my  Lady  fhall  no  more 
be  rival'd  by  a  hmvk ;  and  fhe  engages  never  to 
quit  her  jay's  neft  for  the  rood  of  an  owl. 

Gog.  So  I'm  a  man  that's  an  owl — fny  Sunday 
wife  fay  that  ! — Well  then,  here  I  give  my  chick 
to  you  young  Chanticleer.  But  mind,  yon  muft  cut 
me  fome  more  red  cabbages.  (Giving  Blanche  to 
Eujlace) 

Bla.  Ah,  Euftace  !  much  you  wrong'd  me  — - 
When  I  thought  you  but  a  fimple  peafant  I  was 
yours ;  and  even  till  death  Hill  your  faithful 
Blanche. 

Alfred.  Euftace,  you  fhall  have  a  wedding-cake, 
2nd  I  promife  dame  Bertha  to  give  a  better  watch 
towards  the  baking  it. 

Bert.  Why  the  gracious !  (looking  at  him)  Oh, 
Gog  !  let's  run  for  our  lives ;  it  was  the  King  him- 
felf  I  fet  to  turn  the  cake. 

Enter  Earl  BURRHED  and  ALBINA. 

Earl  B.  My  Liege,  congratulate  me  on  my  new 
created  title  to  the  affections  of  my  Albina. 

Alb.  The  joy  is  mine,  in  regaining  what  I  fear'd 
I  had  loft  for  ever. 

EarlB.  Oh!  you're  there —  (feeing  Gog)  Dread 
Sire,  juftice  on  this  flave— 

Gog.  What  the  devil's  fort  of  noife  you  make. 

Hadn't  you  juftice didn't  I  put  you  in  the 

flocks! 

Holly.  Yes,  Sir — this  honeft  carpenter  wanted 
a  job,  fo  became  a  flock-jobber. 

Earl  B.  I  fay,  you  mifcreant (to  Gog) 

Euft.  Peace,  peace,  my  Lord. 
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Grg.  Aye,  hold  your  tongue. — I'm  a  juftice, 
and  have  a  right  to  do  what  I  pleafe.  I  built  a 
gibbet  once  for  your  amufement,  my  tender- 
hearted Baron,  juft  before  your  caftler — employ 
me  to  cut  it  down  ;  I'll  take  the  timber  off  your 
hands,  and  make  a  rare  pair  of  flo  ks,  for  you 
and  your  falconer  to  fit  together,  to  fee  which  way 
the  wind  blows. 

Alfred.  Euftace — \ve'U  have  your  wedding  fo- 
lemnized  here  at  Wareham;  bv  difufing  thofe 
comforts  we  enjoy  ourfelves,  the  wifhes  of  a  happy 
people  ihall  be  ratified  by  the  Heavenly  Difpofer 
of  all  earthly  bleffings.  [Exeunt. 
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ACT    I. 

SCENE  I. 

A  RuralProfpift — -VALENTINE'.?  #b#/£  ataDiJlame. 

Enter  FAIRLY  and  TOTAL. 

FAIRLY. 

Y  OUR  matter's  a  rafcal  ! — unknown  to  me  mar- 
rying my  daughrer,  then  leaving  her  behind  him 
at  Canada,  and  here  ftepping  into  all  the  vices  of 
London.  A  fingle  Gentleman,  forfooth  !  Denjr 
his  marriage  ! — but  I'll  ftrip  him  of  his  new  got 
wealth. 

Total.  Hufh  !  that's  likely  to  happen  without 
your  help.  You  know  that  old  humcurift  his 
uncle,  Colonel  Doimont,  wiming  to  avoid  the 
buttle  and  etiquette  of  rank,  gave  my  matter  here 
the  enjoyment  of  his  fortune  ;  but  of  which  hearing 
he  makes  fo  ill  a  ufe,  he  has  abfolutely  advertis'd 

in 
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in  the  news  papers,  to  find  if  he  has  not  fome  other 
relations  living  to  transfer  it  to. 

fair.  Then  he  has  another  relation,  hereabouts 
too,  and  to  find  him  is  what  brought  me  now  into 
Kent. 

Total.  What's  his  name  > 

Fair.  I  won't  tell. 

Total.  Me  you  may  !  I'm  Captain  Valentine's 
ileward  to  be  fure  j  but  I  was  placed  here  by  his 
uncle  merely  as  a  guard  over  him  ;  and  harkee, 
Mr.  Fairly,  you  know  the  Colonel,  from  being  fo 
long  abroad,  hasn't  feen  him  lince  the  height  of 
a  pen  cafe ;  I  told  him  tho*  of  his  deferting  your 
daughter,  and  all  his  profligate  exploits !  He's 
fo  much  incens'd  that — here's  a  letter  in  his  own 
hand,  commanding  my  matter  to  refign  every 
(hilling's  worth  belonging  to  him,  without  beat  of 
drum  this  very  evening  to  march  out  of  his  houfe 
yonder,  and  for  the  firft  time  appear  before  him  on 
the  Parade,  St.  James's  Park,  to-morrow  morning. 

Fair,  (with  joy)  Then  he's  ruin'd  1  ha,  ha,  ha ! 
good  Captain  Valentine  !  Isn't  that  he,  (looking 
out)  cajoling  fome  fimple  country  girl  ?  And  his 
wife — my  poor  child,  Louifa ! — Oh  !  how  I  mould 
like  to  break  his  bones  ;  but  no  fword  or  piftol 
work  for  me;  no,  I'll  find  the  honeft  farmer  that's 
to  fuperfede  him  :  I'll  teach  a  Captain  to  wrong 
a  Lawyer.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  VALENTINE  and  BETTY  BLACKBERRY. 
AIR. — VAL  E  NTI  N  E. 

Charming  village  maid  f 
If  thou  wilt  be  mine, 
In  gold  and  pearls  array'd, 
All  my  wealth  is  thine. 
i«  If 
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If  not  {har*d  with  thee-, 

E'en  nature's  beauties  fade, 
Svveeteft  do  but  love  me, 
,     Charming  village  maid  ! 

Had  I  yon  fhepherd's  care, 

Yon  lambs  to  feed  and  fold, 
The  dog  ftar  heat  Id  bear, 

And  winter's  piercing  cold; 
*  .3  Well  pleas'd  I'd  toil  for  thee, 

At  harrow,  flail  or  fpade 
Svveeteft  do  but  love  me, 

Charming  village  maid  I 

This  morn  at  early  dawn 

I  had  a  hedge  rofe  wild, 
{Its  Iweats  perfum'd  the  lawn, 

'Twas  fportive  nature's  child,) 
My  lovely  fair  for  thee, 

Tranrplanred  from  the  glade, 
•     Sweeteit  do  but  love  me, 

Charming  village  maid  ! 

Enter  Farmer  BLACKBERRY  (with  a  Milking  Pail) 

Farmer  B.  Where  is  this  daughter  of  mine  ? 
Ah!  hey! 

Betty.  I  vow,  your  honor,  all  thefe  fine  things 
fhou'd  make  me  vaftly  conceited. 

Farmer  B.  Ah  !  ha  !  he  won't  have  much  trou- 
ble to  do  that,  (afide) 

Val.  My  adoiable  angel.  *- 

Farmer  B.  I've  heard  fay  Fairies  are  good  at  it, 
but  now  I'll  fee  an  angel  milk  my  cow. 

Betty.  La  !  father,  talk  of  a  cow  to  a  gentle- 
man ! 

Farmer  B.  Yes,  and  I'll  keep  my  heifer  frorn  a 
gentleman.  (Gives  her  the  pail,  and  puts  ber  off) 

Val.  Stop  farmer!  Yes,  I'll  propotl — he  dare 
not  rcfule  his  landlord,  (afidt).  Blackberry,  I  mull 
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deal  with  you  fair  and  open :  your  daughter  Betty 
pleafes  me  ;  name  any  fettlement,  or  I'll  fign  a 
Carte  Blanche.  You  know  the  world,  and  I  dare 
fay  underftand  me. 

Farmer  B.  Why,  yes,  Sir,  I  think  I  do  under- 
ftand you. 

VaL  I'm  inclin'd  to  be  your  friend — I've  com" 
pany  waiting  at  home,  fo  your  anfwer  will  oblige. 

Farmer  B.  Pray,  Sir,  did  you  ever  feel  the  weight 
.of  an  Englifh  cudgel  ? 

Val.  A  what ! 

Farmer  B.  Only  a  twig  of  oak  like  this,  laid  on 
with  an  old  tough  arm,  pretty  ftrong  from  labour, 
and  a  heart  flung  by  honeft  refentment. 

VaL  Why,  fellow!  I  fancy  you  forget  who 
you're  talking  to. 

Farmer  B.  Sir,  you  may  yet  be  a  parent,  then 
you'll  be  capable  of  a  father's  feelings,  at  the  cruel 
offer  to  make  him  a  party  in  the  proftitution  of 
his  child. 

AIR.— FARMER  BLACKBERRY. 

Ere  around  the  huge  oak,  that  o'erfhadows  yon  mill, 

The  fond  Ivy  had  dar'd  to  entwine 
Ere  the  church  was  a  ruin  that  nods  on  the  hill 

Or  a  rook  built  her  neft,  in  the  pine, 

Cou'd  I  trace  back  the  time,  a  much  earlier  date, 

Since  my  fore  fathers  toil'd  in  this  field ; 
And  the  farm  I  now  hold  on  your  honor's  eftate, 

Is  the  fame  that  my  grandfather  tiiPd. 

He  dying  bequeath'd  to  his  fon  a  good  name, 

Which  unfullied  defcended  to  me; 
For  my  child  I've  preferv'd  it,  unblemifli'd  with  fliame, 

And  it  (till  from  a  fpot  (hall  go  free. 

[Exit 

Val. 
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Val.  Cudgel  !  A  reptile  fting  !  A  weed  dare  to 
raife  its  infolent  head,  and  wag  defiance  in  my  face. 

'Total,  (advancing)  My  good  Sir,  hear  your  poor 
ileward  :  inftead  ot  ill-will  to  the  farmer,  as  a  gen- 
tleman you  ihould  cherifh  his  fpirit  of  a  yeoman. 

Val.  I  hadn't  a  thought  clowns  had  any  feeling. 

Total.  Clown  ! — he's  a  man  and  a  father.  For 
the  affront  you  offered,  you*-  honor  wou'dn't  at  all 
fuffer  by  making  him  an  apology. 

Val.  Apology  !  Dem'd  impertinent  this  !  (ajtde) 
Total,  will  you  take  it  ? 

Total  That  I  will,  Sir,  and  as  an  atonement,  I 
fuppofe  prefcnt  him  from  you  an  acquittance  for 
his  rent,  as  this  is  quarter  day. 

Val.  A  pretty  propofal !  but,  ha !  ha  !  ha  ! 
fit  my  buf\  ftewaat  (afide).  Come,  I'll  write  a 
few  lines  of  apology,  you  draw  out  a  receipt, 
I'll  enclufe  it,  and  you  lhall  take  it  to  him  im- 
mediately— but  his  daughter,  my  bonny  Bet  !— 
Total,  can  you  blame  me  ? 

AIR  —VALENTINE. 

Ko  more  I'll  court  the  town  bred  fair, 

Who  (hine  in  artificial  beauty; 
Her  native  channs,  without  compare, 

Claim  all  my  love,  relpedt  and  duty.  > 

O  my  bonny,  bonny  Bet.  fweet  bloflbm! 

Were  I  a  king,  fo  proud  to  wear  thee, 
From  off  the  verdant  couch  I'd  bear  thee, 

To  gr*ce  thy  faithful  lover's  hofom. 

Yet  afk  me  where  thofe  beauties  lie, 

I  cannot  fay  in  imile  or  Simple, 
In  blooming  c.ieek  or  rauiant  eye. 

'Tis  happy  nature,  wild  and  fimple. 
O  my  bonny,  boii^y  Bet,  &c. 

M  M  2  L 
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Let  dainty  beaux  for. ladies  pine, 

And  figh  in  numbers  trite  and  common; 

Ye  gods     one  darling  wifh  be  mine, 
And  all  I  afk  is  lovely  woman  ! 

O  my  bonny,  boi  ny  Bet,  &c. 

Com?,  dearefl  girl,  the  rofy  bowl, 

L'ke  thy  bright  eye,   with  pleafiire  dancing ; 
My  heaven  art  thou,  fo  take  my  foul, 
With  rapture  every  fenfe  entrancing. 

O  my  bonny,  bonny  Bet,  &c.      [Exeunt* 


SCENE  II. 

Farmer  BLACKBERRY'S  Houfe. 
Enter  Farmer  BLACKBERRY  and  BETTY. 

Farmer  B  There,  ftay  within  doors,  fince  you 
can't  walk  out  without  having  Gentlemen  after 
you. 

Betty.  La  !  Father,  the  Gentlemen  are  fo  tempt- 
ing, ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

Farmej  B.  I  command  you  not  to  let  him  fpeak 
to  you. 

Betty.  If  a  Gentleman's  going  to  fpeak,  wou'dn't 
it  not  be  very  rude  in  me  to  flop  his  mouth. 

Farmer  B    Then  alwavs  get  out  of  his  way. 

Betty.  That  I  certainly  mall,  if  he's  on  horfe- 
back. 

Farmer  B.  Huffy  !  cou'dn't  you  turn  and  walk 
from  him  ? 

Betty.  So  I  did,  and  he  turn'd  and  walk'd  from 
me  ;  but  I  oth  walking  on  all  round  the  field,  'till  we 
came  to  the  oppofite  fide,  there  we  met  face  to  face 
you  know,  and  then ;  ha,  ha,  ha  !  oh  precious! 

AIR. 
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AIR.— BETTY. 

To  hear  a  fweet  goldfinch's  former, 
Th;s  morning  I  pu  on  my  bonnet, 
But  fcarce  in  the  meadow,  pies  on  it! 

'When  the  optaiu  appear'd  in  my  view. 
I  felt  an  odd  fort  of  fenfation. 
My  h  :Vrt  beat  a  urange  palpitation, 
I  blufh'd  like  a  i  ink  or  carnation, 

When,  fays  he,  "  My  dear,  how  do  you  do?" 

The  dickins  thinks  T  here  has  pop'd  him, 
I  thought  to  flip  bv  but  1  flop'd  him, 
So  my  very  be!':  curt'fy  I  dropt  him  ; 

With  an  :.;ir  then  he  took  off  his  hat, 
He  feem'd  with  my  perion  enchanted, 
He  fqueez  d  my  ha, id,   how  my  rr.-art  panted, 
He  ask'd  t..r  a  kifs,  and  I  granted, 

An  I  pray  now  what  harm  «as  in  that? 

Savs  I,  Sir,   for  what  do  you  take  me  ? 

He  fwore  a  fine  Lady  he'd  make  me, 

*'  NO,  dem  him,  he'd  never  forfake  me ." 

And  then  on  his  knee  he  flop'd  down. 
H  s  ha  dkerchief,  la  !  fmelt  fo  fweetly, 
Hs- white  teeth  he  fhew'd  fo  completely, 
He  maii-ig'd  the  matter  fo  neatly, 

J  ne'er  can  be  kifb'd  by  a  clown. 

Enter  Farmer  STUBBLE. 

Stubble.  Hey  !  Betty  !   my  ftep-fon  your  fweet> 
heart  Jemmy's  without, 

Farmer  B.  What  Jemmy  Jumps  !  ecod  now  I'm 
happy. 

Betty.  Pray  has  London  made  him  very^like  a 
Gentleman  ? 

Stubble.  Was'nt   it    for  that,     merely  to  pleafe 
you,  that  I  fent  him  there?    (Jemmy  fin%s  without) 

Farmer  B.  Here  he  comes,  g ,.y  as  a  lark,  fine  as 
a  butter-fly,  and  merry  as  a  cricket. 

Betty.  Ay,  here  comes  the  London  beau  ! 

Enter 
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Enter  JEMMY  JUMPS,  drefs'd  in  tie  extravagance 
of  Fajhion. 

Jemmy.  Gemmen  I'm  yours !  Mem  I'm  your 
rnoft,  Dad  (apart  to  Stubble)  hope  you  c-id'nt  tell 
them  you  had  me  'prentice  to  a  ftav-maker  in 
London. 

Betty    Lud!  helooksqu:terakim.(^w/V/«§- him) 

Jemmy.  Betty  Blackberry,  my  dear,  I  kils  your 
hand. 

Farmer  B.  Ecod,  If  you  go  no  nigher,  your  dear 
muft  ftretch  a  long  arm. 

Betty.  Why  that  was  only  compliment,  what 
they  fay  in  London. 

Farmer  B.  Oh,  then,  in  London  faying  and 
doing  are  two  things. 

Stubble.  But,  Jemmy,  here's  neighbour  Black- 
berry. 

Jemmy.  Eh!  ah!  (looking  at  farmer  J5.  through 
aflat  eye  glafs) 

Farm.  B.  Oh  !  ho!  (takes  out  a  large  key,  and 
looks  at  Jemmy) 

Butty.  Oti,  Jemmy,  you  can  tell  us  all  the  new 
f am  ions  in  town! 

Farmer  B.  Ah,  what  price  does  corn  bring  at 
the  London  market  ? 

Jemmy.  Corn  ! 

farmer  B.  How  are  oats  ? 

Jemmy  Aik  my  ponies.  Oats !  think  I'm  from 
Bear-quay  ?  I'm  a  Gentleman  of — ha,  ha,  ha ! 
— Canaile  ! 

Betty.  Indeed,  Father,  you  aflc  fuch  uncouth 
queftions.  Pray,  Jemmy,  what  makes  you  a 
Gentleman? 

Jemmy.  My  fliare  in  a  Pharaoh  bank,  my  boots 
to  fling  over  the  benches  in  the  play-houfes  j  a 

glafs 
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glafs  to  fquint  at  a  face  not  fix  inches  from  mine ; 
my  nag  to  kick  up  a  duft  in  Rotten  row ;  ftiorc 
waiftcoat,  long  breeches,  two  watches,  twenty- 
inch  cane,  umbrella  hat,  chin  beau-dafh,  and  ftioc 
firing. 

Ail.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

AIR. — JEMMY  JUMPS. 

Look,  dear  Ma'am  I'm  quite  the  thing, 

Natibus  hey,  tipity  ho, 
In  my  (hoe  I  wear  a  ftring, 

Tied  in  a  black  bow  fo; 
Cards  and  dice  I've  monftrous  luck, 
I'm  nodr.^ke  ye   keep  a  duck. 
Tho'  not  married  I'm  a  buck. 

Lantherum  fwafh  qui  vi. 

I've  a  purfe  well  flocked  with— brafs, 

Chinkity  hey,  tinkity  ho  ; 
I've  good  eyes,  yet  cock  my  glafs, 

Stare  about,  fquintum  hoj 
In  two  boots  I  boldly  walk, 
Piftol,  fword,  I  never  baulk, 
Meet  my  man  and  bravely — talk, 

Pippity  pop,  coupee. 

Sometimes  I  mount  a  (mart  cockade, 

Puppydum  hey,  ftruttledom  ho, 

From  Hyde  Park  to  the  Parade, 
Cockymacary  kee, 

As  I  pafs  a  centry  box, 

Soldiers  reft  their  bright  firelocks, 

Each  about  his  mufquet  knocks, 
Rattledum  flap  to  me. 

In  the  Mall  Ma'am  gives  her  card, 
Cafhady  me,  kifiady  fhe, 
Sit  before  the  ftable  yard, 

Leggorum,  lounge  a  row; 
Pretty  things  I  foftly  fay, 
When  I'm  adt'd  our  chairs  to  pay, 
Yes,  fays  I,  and  walk—  away. 

Pennybus,  tartum  ho  I 

Rottem 
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Rotten  Row  my  Sunday  ride, 

Trotrledum  hey,  tumble  offO  f 
Poney  eightcen-pence  a-fide 

Windgall    glandcrum  ho  ! 
Cricket  I  fam'd  Lumpey  Nick, 
Dadles  fmnuch  Mendoza  lick, 
Up  to  all  I'm  juft  the  kick 

Allemande  caperum  toe. 

'Betty.  Oh,  Lord!  he's  quite  rakifh!  (enrapture^) 

Stubble.  Then,  Jemmy,  I  warrant  on  your 
going  to  London  you  foon  got  up  flairs  into  Gen- 
tlemen's company. 

farmer  B.  Ay,  and  I  warrant  you  he  foon  got 
down  flairs  out  of  Gentlemen's  company,  ha,  ha, 
ha  !  {making  a  motion  with  his  foot}. 

Jemmy.  Sir,  I  belong'd  to  a  coterie. 

Betty..  La  !   what's  a  coterie. 

Jemmy.  Ma'am,  it's  a  club,  a  thing  we  efta- 
blifh'd — fitted  up  a  houfe  in  flile — feledt — 10  be 
by  ourfelvesfor  the  purpofe  of  play. 

farmer  B.  Oh,  then  there  was  a  gang  of  you  ? 

Jemmy.  Gang  !  What,  do  ye  call ?  Party  ? 

— Men  of  fafhion — deep  play — Egad  the  rouleaus 
flew  about  like  fhuttle-cocks. 

Betty.  And  what's  a  rouleau?   ' 

Jemmy.  A  parcel  of — fhillings — neatly  rolled  up 
like—a— 

Farmer  B.  Ay,  like  a  pennyworth  of  tobacco, 
I  fuppofe  ! 

"Jemmy.  Tobacco  !  'gad,  Sir,  you  fuppofc  the 
ftrangeft — what — -eh  ? 

Stubble.  And,  Jemmy,  who  was  of  your  party? 

Jemmy.  I  and  Sir  Bruin  Vickery,  Marquis  Del- 
pini,  Colonel  Pimlico,  and  my  Lord  Piccadilly. 

All  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Jemmy 
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Jemmy,  (apart  to  Stubble}  Muft  bounce  a  little; 
Betty's  fo  upifh — likely  wou'dn't  have  me  elfe. 

Farmer  B.  Right  neighbour,  we'll  have  Betty 
and  Jemmy  married  this  very  night— then  fhe'ii 
be  out  of  the  way  of  this  wicked  devil  of  a  land- 
lord, (ajide)  (Pipe  and  tabor  without} — -True,  we 
have  won  our  cricket-match  to-dav,  the  lads  and 
lafles  are  all  in  fuch  high  glee,  fo  your  wedding 
fliall  add  to  the  joy  of  the  day,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

[Exeunt  all  but  Jemmy  Jumps* 
Enter  MOLLY  MAYBUSH; 

Molly.  Jemmy,  you  lhan't  marry  Betty  Black- 
berry, you  know  afore  you  went  up  to  London, 
you  was  book-fworn  to  me. 

Jemmy.  I  went  a  clown,  and  I'm  come  home  a 
Gemman. 

Molly.  I'm  fure  all  the  difference  I  fee  is,  that 
going  you  had  brown  hair,  a  round  face,  and  an 
honeft  heart  j  and  you've  come  home  with  a  white 
head,  lank  cheeks,  and  an  ill-nutur'd  foul. 

Jemmy.  As  to  the  head  and  face— and  head— 
I'm  juft  the — "-tippy  j  and  as  to  foul — that  is  with. 
us,  Gents,  like  our  honor,  a  thing  we  know  no- 
thing about,  only  tofwearby;  as  *'  'pon  my  fou), 
"  Sir" — -"  'pon  my  honor,  Mem," — -juft  as  you 
country  folks  fay,  t(  odfbodikins,"  "  gauzookens," 
and  "  by  the  living  gingo." 

Molly  For  fartin  my  rather  can't  leave  me  quite 
fo  well  as  Betty,  we  han't  fo  much  corn  in  our 
granary,  but  I've  ten  times  as  much  love  in  my 
heart,  Jemmy. 

Jemmy.  Piping  for  me,  Molly,  is I'm  not 

come-at-able. 

Molly.  But  your  promife      •  . 

Jemmy.  Keep  a  promife  !  What  do  you  take 
.  me  for  ? 

VOL.  iv.  »  Molly 
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Molly.  Did  I  think  you  ever  cou'd  forget  the 
day  you  left  our  village  ?  Don't  you  remember, 
as  you  were  ftepping  on  the  coach  roof,  as  1  ftood 
crying,  you  with  one  foot  on  the  little  wheel, 
and  'tother  juft  on  the  boot;  your  right  hand|you 
ftretch'd  to  the  coachman,  and  your  left  as  I  held 
in  mine,  wafhing  it  with  my  tears,  the  poftman 
at  that  moment  founding  his  horn  : — Gee  !  up  ! 
fays  the  coachman,  and  I  foon  loft  fight  of  my 
Jemmy. 

Jemmy.  I  proteft  I've  fuch  an  abfence  of  mind 
—that — 

Molly.  You  mud  remember  your  promife  to 
marry  me — you  can't  forget  the  horn. 

Jemmy.  Horn  ? — A  damn'd  odd  marriage  me- 
morandum you've  hit  upon,  Molly. 

[Exit. 

Molly.  Oh  Jemmy  ! 

AIR. — MOLLY  MAYBUSH. 

My  daddy,  O,  was  very  good, 

To  make  me  fine  he  fpar'd  no  pelf, 
And  fcrape  up  money  all  he  cou'd, 

He'd  give  it  to  my  bonny  ielf. 

My  handfome  cap  from  Dover  came, 
Some  thought  from  France,  Co  gay  to  fee^ 

Tho'  figh'd  for  by  each  maid  and  dame ; 
'Twas  not  my  cap  was  dear  to  me. 

Blythe  Johnny,  O,  upon  his  mare, 

Adown  the  dell  his  horn  rang  fweet, 
To  me  prefented  pufs,  the  hare, 

That  o'er  the  wild  thyme  ran  fo  fleet. 

Tho'  Ned  a  nofegay  for  my  bread 

Had  brought  no  flower  more  fweet  than  he; 

And  warbling  Will  a  linnet's  neft, 
Nor  flowers  nor  birds  were  dear  to  me. 

S» 
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So,  foftly.  O,  to  yonder  grove, 

The  moon  Co  kind  the  while  did  blink, 

I  ftole  to  meet  my  own  true  love, 
Yet  on  falfe  love  I  fell  to  think. 

The  ruftling  leaves  encreafe  my  fears, 

A  footftep  falls !   who  can  it  be  ? 
Oh  joy,  my  Jemmy  now  appears, 

And  he  alone  was  dear  to  me.  £#/*. 


SCENE  III. 

A  Green  before  Farmer  BLACKBERRY'*  Houfe. — - 
Mujic  without. 

Enter  Farmer  BLACKBERRY  and  JEMMY  JUMPS. 

Farmer  B.  Ah  !  ha !  featly  done  !  Jemmy,  why 
don't  you  take  a  dance  ! 

Jemmy.  Me  fport  a  toe  among  fuch  clodhoppers ! 
Ah!  ha!  dance  away  my  Veftrisand  Vetchelli's  ! 

Farmer  B.  Well,  my  boy,  you  (hall  have  Betty ; 
then  no  fear  of  our  Squire  (<z/k&)-*-Hey  !  what 
can  his  fteward  want  !  (looking  out) 

Enter  TOTAL. 

'Total.  My  mafter  is  now  forry,  Farmer,  for  the 
affront  he  offered  you,  and  requefts  you'll  accept 
hereenclofed  a  receipt  and  full  acquittance  for  your 
quarter's  rent. 

Jemmy.  Something  towards  Betty's  portion— 
(ajlde) 

Enter  I^CJNDY. 

Rundy.  Why,  Lord,  Farmer,  the  Squires  men 
are  got  driving  your  cattle  away,  and  they  fay  it's 
for  your  rent. 

N  N  z  To/. 
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f-ital.  What! 

Farmer  B.  On  quarter  day — this  his  receipt ! 

Tctal  Oh  !  io;iie  miflake  of  that  fcoundrel  the 
bailiff! 

Enter  BAILIFF. 
Harding,  what  dp  you  mean  by  this  outrage  ? 

B.I.  To  obey  Matter's  ciders. 

Total.  Order-  !  Farmer,  open  that — or  here,  you 
young  fellow  f/o  J^mmy)  read  aloud  that  paper, 
if  your  f  holarihip  reaches  fo  far.  (Gives  the 
letter  exultingly) 

Jemmy,  bciiolarmip  1  (Conceitedly.  Opens,  and 
rants) 

"  For  golden  grain  J  bring  you  chaff, 
'*  So  neighbours  at  the  bearer  laugh  !'* 
Ha,  ha,  ha!  'looking  at  Total)   how  d'ye  like  my 
fcholarfhip  ?  (leads) 

"  If  this  for  quarter's  rent  won't  pafs, 
"   Why  then  the  reader  is— 

Rund*.  (Who  had  been  looking  over  him,  reads) 
"  An  Afs" — ha,  ha,  ha  !  (looking  at  Jemmy) 

Farmer  B.  Does  he  make  a  jeft  of  his  cruelty  ? 

Tot.  And  me  the  tool — be  affured,  Farmer,  his 
uncle  will  do  you  juttice  ;  the  Captain  won't  be 
long  a  landlord,  (walks  up) 

Enter  B-  TTY  BLACKBERRY. 

B    ty.  Oh,  Farher!     Whee's  Jemmy  ^ 

Farmer  B.  Jemmy,  I  muft  burrow  this  rent  from 
the  r>  rtion  I  thought  to  pav  down  with  Betty. 

J.'mmy.  B-rrow!  eh!  'od{o! — it  happens  fo  un- 
lucky, but  I  now  remember  1  promifed  to  marry 
Mollv  Mavbum.  and  dinner's  eady.  \Exitfinging. 

Betty.  There  now,  if  Jemmy  han't  gone  from 

^C!   " 

Farmer 
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Farmer  B.  And  a  good  riddance  of  fuch  a  for- 
did rafcal :  but  theic's  your  London  gentleman. 

Enter  FAIRLY. 

Fair.  Ay,  this  ftiou'd  be  the  houfe,  and  you 
the  matter :  let's  fee  my  inftrixflions,  (pernfes  a 
paper)  BUckberry,  Mother's  name— yes — I  hope 
here  my  fearch  is  at  an  end,  your  name  is  Black- 
terry,  your  mother  was  niece  to  Edward  Timber- 
top,  Efq. 

Betty.  Yes,  Sir,  we  have  had  'Squires  in  our 
f amity,  (curtfies) 

Farmer  B.  Ay,  but  I  never  knew  any  good 
on't,  but  to  make  you  conceited. 

Fair.  I  have  authority  to  inform  you,  that  by 
this  defcent,  you're  likely  foon  to  be  mafter  of 
thofe  very  lands  from  whence  your  cattle  were 
drove  by  your  worthlefs  landlord. 

lotal.  Eh,  what,  Mr.  Fairly,  is  this  true, 
Farmer,  are  you  really  related  to  Colonel  Dor- 
mont  ? 

Farmer  B.  Why  I  did  hear  of  fome  relation 
that  made  a  huge  fortune  in  America  by  army 
contracts,  or  fo,  but  I  know  nought  about'n. 

Fair.  To  prove  your  affinity  to  the  colonel,  and 
hear  what  he  intends,  you  mud  go  to  London; 
ay,  and  appear  in  fplendour  as  his  adopted  heir ; 
I'll  have  fuch  a  triumphant  revenge  on  that  puppy 
your  mafter,  for  his  ufage  to  my  poor  Louifa. 
(To  Total.} 

Total.  But  had  we  not  better  fir  ft  apprize  the 
colonel  ? 

Fair.  What  d'ye  talk,  I'm  a  perfon  of  pro- 
perty, and  if  he  difapproves  of  what  I've  done, 
jet  my  pocket  anfwer. 

Total. 
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Total.  Well,  fince  you're  refolved,  rilfnftantly 
deliver  to  my  mafter  the  Colonel's  letter  of  dif- 
miffion — take  charge  of  ev^ry  thing  yonder,  and 
if  you'll  undertake  to  get  the  Farmer  and  his  fa- 
mily to  town,  I  transfer  to  them  my  duty  of  ftVw- 
ard,  and  (hall  be  there  in  time  to  have  lodgings 
prepared  for  their  rec?p'ion. 

Fair.  My  good  fellow. 

Farmer  B.  I  live  in  town  'mongft  fmoak, 
noifr,  and  back-bitings  !  no,  no,  no. 

Fair.  And  inftead  of  Blackberry,  you  muft  take 
the  name  of  Timbertop. 

Total.  But,  Farmer,  why  didn't  you  acquaint 
the  colonel  with  your  diftref"  ? 

Farmer  B-  Diftrefs  I  never  knew  before  today ; 
fo  I  never  thought  of  brufhing  up  a  gra^d  rela- 
tionlhip  for  fake  of  a  dinner  or  fo,  while  here  I 
could  enjoy  my  homely  meal  with  the  fweet  fauce  of 
independence  -,  but  come  in  and  take  a  bit  of  mut- 
ton over  a  glafs  of  my  home  brew 'd  we'll  hear  this 
ftory,  and  before  I  turn  a  gentleman,  you  fhall 
fee  what  a  jolly  fellow  is  an  Englifli  farmer, 

AIR. — FARMER. 

Let  Lords  invite  the  courtly  gueft, 

And  powder'd  lacqueys  wait; 
Where  friendfhip  feldom  crowns  the  feaft, 
I  fcorn  .to  afk  a  man  to  dine, 
J  cannot  pledge,  in  honeft  wine, 
Or  flatter  where  I  hate. 

No  gold,  or  marble,  deck  my  room, 

But  iolid  Englifh  oak  ; 
And  folid  fare,  with  me  ftep  home: 
A  pair  of  fowls,  or  may  be  three; 
A  chine  and  turkey,  you  may  fee 
Perhaps  a  firloin  fmoak. 

Tho* 
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Tho'  plenty  greets  you  at  my  board, 

An  hearty  welcome  too; 
And  if  you'll  take  a  farmer's  word. 
To  every  jovial  koneft  gueil, 
The  honeil  farmer  gives  his  beft, 
Withou:  a  venal  view. 

[Exeunt ',  ma  neat  Betty. 

Betty.  To  London  ! — yes — inftead  of  Betty 
Blackberry,  I  fhall  be  Mifs  Eliza  Timbertop. 

Enter  JEMMY  JUMPS. 

Jemmy,  (afide)  Old  Blackberry  fall'n  into  this 
houfe  !  and  great  fortune  !  Oh,  I  muft  tack  about. 

Betty.  Yes,  we  (hall  have  a  coach. 

Jemmy.  A  coach!   (afidi) 

Betty.  Precious !  1  (hall  be  fo  tafty  this  fum- 
merj  round  my  neck  I'll  have  a  charming  thick 
barcelona  handkerchief,  with  a  beautiful  double 
gauze  one  over  it ;  a  marfella  quilted  petticoat, 
(tour,  and  white  as  a  counterpane;  over  that  a 
rich  paduafoy  gown  that  lliall  ftand  an  end ;  and 
over  that  again,  my  choice  long,  fattin  cardinal, 
furr'd  with  cat's  fkin. 

Jemmy.  (Apde)   A  cool  fummer's  drefs  ! 

Betty.  In  my  calimanco  (hoes,  I'll  have  fuch  a 
thumping  pair  of  filver  buckles,  and  in  my  pink 
hat,  a  bunch  of  cherry-colour'd  ribbon  ! 

Jemmy.  Ha!  my  Betty. — I'm  come  to  wifh 
you  joy ! 

Betty.  Joy  !    oh,  the  bellman  ! 

Jemmy.  Bellman  !  my  dear,  your  own  Jemmy 
Jumps. 

Betty.  Jumps!  now  what  is  this  perfon  talking 
about  ? 

Jemmy.  Hem  !  Mem !  may  I  prefume  to  beg — 

Betty. 
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Betty.  Beg!    I  havn't  got  no  fmal]  change. 

.  [Exit  fiat  dy  and  affected. 

Jemmy.  (Wbijtles}  Beg! — fmall  change!  take 
me  for  a  beggarman !  Yes,  I  muft  tack  about 
again — Molly  Maybufh — (he's  a  hundred  pounder 
—that,  and  a  little  credit  at  Manchefter,  open 
a  fmarr  fhop — Yes,  get  to  town,  and  buckle  to 
bufinefs — Eh,  here's  Molly,  how  rejoiced  fhc'll 
be  at  my  coming  back  to  her. 

Enter  MOLLY  MAYBUSH  and  RUNDY. 

Rundy.  And,  Molly,  ben't  you  afiiam'd  to  leave 
fuch  a  true  loving  boy  as  I  be  ? 

Molly.  Yes,  I  now  fee  Jemmy  courted  me  all 
along  only  for  the  lucre  of  gain  :  Yonder  he  is, 
let's  laugh  at  him — I'll  pretend  not  to  fee  him. 

AIR.— MOLLY  MAYBUSH* 

Send  him  to  me, 
Let  him  woo  me, 
Softly  breathe  each  tender  Vow : 
Why  forfake  me, 
Come  and  take  me, 
Take  me  in  the  humour  now. 

In  my  cheeks  full  rofes  blowing* 

Wiflies  twinkle  in  my  eyes; 
Oh,  what  joy  when  joy  beftowing. 

Yet  my  carelefs  Lover  flies. 

Girls  don't  hear  him, 
Mock  him,  jeer  him  ; 
He'll  deceive  you, 
Kifs  and  leave  you. 

Send  him  to  me,  &e. 

Jemmy.  Your  moft  devoted,  lovely  Molly,  (bows) 
Rundy  what  brings  you  here  ?  (fercely) 
Rundy.  To  fee  a  little  fun,  Sir. 

Jemmy. 
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Jemmy.  Fun  ! 
Miliy.   Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Rundy..  Ha,  ha,  ha  !   (they  ftand each  Jide  of  him) 
.  tjem?ny,  Molly,  I  left  you  crying.     Methinks 
I  find  \-..u  wond'rous  frijiky. 
Molly.  Yes,  Sir.  (cur fas) 
Rundy.  Yes,  Sir.  (bows) 
Jemmy.  Amazing  civil ! 
Molly.   Rundy,  fure  this  is  a  gentleman  ! 
Rundy.  Is  it,  indeed  ! 

Molly.  Oh,  yes,  for  his  foul  is  only  a  thing  to 
fwear  by,  as.  "  'Pon  niy  foul,  Sir  !  'Pon  ray  ho- 
nor, Mem  !"  juft  as  us  country  folks  might  lay 
"  Olfbodikins  !  and  by  the  living  gingo !"  Ha, 
ha,  ha  ! 

Rundy.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Jemmy,  (difccncerted)  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  again,  if 
that's  what  you're  both  for  ;  indeed  Molly,  as  fe- 
cond  thoughts  are  beft,  I'll  return  to  my  tirftde- 
fign  vnd  have  you. 

M  I'y.  No,  Sirj  fure  you  wou'dn't  be  fo  good? 
(ironically) 

Jemmy.  Do  you  think  I'd  break  my  engage* 
ment !  MuJly,  I  claim  your  promife. 

Molly*  "  I  keep  a  promife  !  what  d'ye  take  me 
for"  ? 

Rundy.  What  d've  take  us  for  ? 
Molly.  Jemmy,  my  father  has  engaged  me  to 
Rundy  here,  fo,  "  I  am  not  comeatable."  There 
— faves  Rundy  her  hand)  and  thus  let  every  girl 
ferve  the  fortune-hunting  chap  that  courts  the 
heart,  while  his  eye  is  on  her  pocVet. 

Jemmy.   Have  I  figur'd   in    London    for   this  ? 

the  tulip  of  Kenfington  Gardens  to  be  oufted  by 

a  cabbage-ftalk  !    Oh.    ye    gods   and    goddefies, 

tags,  laces,  whalebone,  oufks  and  bodices. 

VOL.  iv.  o  6  TRIO. 
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TRIO. — JEMMY,  MOLLY,  RUNDY, 

JEMMY. 

Dear  madam,  how  you  clack  away, 
King  George's  Englifh  hack  away  : 

Go  prefs  your  cheefe, 

And  feed  your  geefe, 
Tuck  up  your  duds,  and  pack  away- 

M.)LLY. 
Go  hop  my  pretty  Pet  along ; 

RUNDY. 
And  down  the  Dance  lead  Bet  along  ; 

MOLLY. 
But  Rundy's  flick, 

RUNDY. 

Your  back  (hall  lick, 

MOLLY. 
You  faucy  monkey,  get  along. 

JEMMY. 

Ma  chere  Ami  tout  autre  chofe, 
Tho'  gentleman,  of  bully  knows. 

Lord,  nothing  yet, 

Before  my  Bet, 
I'd  kick  a  Shin  or  pull  a  nofe. 

MOLLY. 

Your  love  is  incompatible, 
Since  I  am  not  come-at-able  $ 

RUNDY. 

For  dance  we're  ripe, 
D'ye  hear  the  pipe, 
And  tabor  how  ratutubic, 

JEMMY- 
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JEMMY. 

Dans  votre  lit,  fweet  Moll  adieu, 
RuNDY. 

And  if  fo  be  what's  that  to  you ; 
JEMMY. 

If  e'er  we  meet 
In  London  Street 
I'll  honor  you  with  how  d'ye  do. 

RUNDY. 
A  fig  for  you  and  your  how  d'ye  do. 

MOLLY. 

That  for  you  and  your  how  d'ye  do. 


END    OF    THE    FIRST    ACT. 


[Exeunt. 


002 


THE  FARMER. 


ACT    II, 


SCENE  I. 

LOUISA'S  Loagings,  in  London. 

Enter  TOTAL  and  LANDLADY. 

TOTAL 

I  FIE  apartments,  Ma'am,  are  for  a  family 
from  the  country. 

Land.  W  11,  Sir,  the  Lady  here  moves  to-day 
to  her  own  houfe  in  Kent; — Will  you  pleafe  to 
fee  r  he  other  rooms,  Sir. 

Total.  Ma'am .  [Exit,  following  Landlady. 

Enter  LOUISA. 
AIR.— LOUISA. 

Vfirids,  foftly  tell  my  love 
You  have  brought  home  his  dove, 
Say  poor  Louifa  flies  to  her  mate; 
Smooth  was  the  ocean, 
And  fwift  was  our  motion, 
He  was  mv  haven,  afnd  abfence  my  fate. 

Yet 


THE  FARMER.  293 

Yet  the  lambs  ftraying, 
Thro'  the  meads  playing, 

Cropping  wild  rlov'rs  on  the  precipice'  brink  j 
Joys  lurrounding, 
Sporting,  bounding, 
Nor  on  fond  Phillis  the  Wanton  will  think. 

Wind,  fofty  tell,  &c. 

Total.  (Without}  They'll  do  exceeding  well, 
Ma'am  j  but — (enters) 

I  muft  apologize  to  this  lady  for  nay  intrufion  be- 
fore fhe  had  given  up  her  apartments,  (bows) 

Louifa.  Sir.  (curtefies)  (A  loud  knocking  with- 
out) 

Total.  Hey  !  they  are  here  !  'Squire  Timbertop 
and  his  wjv  le  family ! 

Fair.   (Without)    Then  Mr.  Total  is  here  ? 

Louifa.   Heaven's  !  my  father  ! 

lotal.  What  !   Mr.  Fairly  Madam  ! 

Louifa.  Oh,  Sir!  fhut  the  door  !  I'm  loftif he 
fees  me. 

Total.  Then,  Madam,  I  prefume  you  are  Mrs. 
Valentine? 

Louifa.  Sir,  fince  you  know  me Dear  Sir, 

I  dare  not  fee  my  father  until   acknowledged   by 
my  hufband. 

Total.  You're juft  from  Canada,  Madam?  And 
is  this  >:he  amiable  woman  he  has  deferred  !  Don't 
be  alarmed  at  my  discovering  you,  I'm  your  Stew- 
as  d. 

Louifa.  Perhaps  my  hufband's,  Sir!  Oh!  bring 
me  to  him  ! 

Total  He's  now  in  difgrace  with  his  uncle,  colo- 
nel Dormant  who  is  one  of  your  very  odd  fort  of 
perfons  ;  means  well,  but  always  doing  fomething 
;hat  nobody  elfe  wou'd  think  of;  and  I'm  con- 

vinc'd 
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vinc'd  he  wou'dn'r  have  you  fee  your  hufband 
befo  e  he  tries  the  fuccefs  of  a  fchcme  he  has 
plann'd  for  his  reformation. 

Re-enter  LANDLADY. 

Land.  Sir,  here's  your  country  family  arrived  ; 
Ma'am,  won't  you  make  ufe  of  my  parlour,  'till 
your  chaife  comes — Jenny  !  [Calls,  and  Exit. 

Total.  Madam,  you  had  better  remain  here, 
if  you  can  keep  out  of  your  father's  fignt ;  in  the 
evening  I'll  give  you  convincing  reafons  for  post- 
poning your  journey  to  Kent.  The  colonel.  Ma- 
dam, has  heard  of  your  wrongs  and  is  deter- 
mined to  punifh  his  nephew  ;  he'll  teach  him  in 
the  Ichool  of  poverty,  the  ufe  of  riches. 

[Exit. 

Louifa.  Ah  !  my  Valentine,  to  forfake,  to  deny 
me:  but  I'll  not  encreafe  the  colonel's  difpleafure 
by  feeing  him  j  and  yet  •  i 

Enter  LANDLADY. 

Land.  Madam,  where's  that  old  gentleman? 
Here's  an  officer  below  faw  him  through  the 
window,  and  defires  he'll  follow  him  into  the  pa~k. 

[Exit, 

Lomfa.  An  officer  !  If  it  (hou'd  be — (goes  to 
tie  •ivmdtw}  it  is  Valentine  !  Di (carded  by  his 
uncle — perhaps  diftrefs'd — Yes,  the  ft  e  ward  faid 
the  colonel  was  determined  he  (hould  learn  in  the 
Ichool  of  poverty  :  No,  my  Valentine,  I  cannot 
fee  it.  (Rings) 

Enter 
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Enter  a  Servant* 

Richard,  that  gentleman — the  officer — follow, 
watch  where  he  goes,  and  inftantlv  bring  me 
word — Quick  !  [Exit  Servant. 

Cruel  Uncle  !  to  abandon  him :  and  this  unfeel- 
ing fteward  advife  me  noc  to  fee  him — in  want ! 
Heavens! — Ah  !  Valentine,  though  unkind  you 
have  been,  you  are  ftill  my  hufband. 


SCENE  II. 

St.  James's  Park. 

Enter  TOTAL. 

Total.  Follow  you  to  the  park !  but  where — 
(Looking  round)  Eh  !  Isn't  this  the  young  fellovr 
that  read  the  curious  receipt  for  me  ? 

Enter  JEMMY  JUMPS,  with  a  fared. 

Jemmy.  Eh  !  it  is — Mafter  fteward,  who  thought 
to  have  met  you  in  London  !  Well,  how  have 
you  left  Ploughman  Blackberry  and  his  clumfy 
family  ? 

Total.  True,  I  thought  you  were  to  have  had  his 
daughter  and  her  clumfy  fortune. 

Jemmy.  Have  me  !  certainly  they  were  all  upon 
the  fcramble  for  me,  as  if  1  was  a  tit  bit  for  a  city 
feaft,  I  was  fuch  a  neat — tol  lol !  hey  !  Betty  drefs- 
*d  at  me — Jenny  fkimm'd  the  cream— Molly  rob- 
bed 
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bed  the  hen  rood,  and  Sufan  baked  the  round 
little  hoc  loaves  for  my  breakteft — Beckv  fung  to 
me  j  Sal  hopp'd,  and  Pol  bobb'd  at  me  ;  but  poor 
things  !  it  wasn't  on  the  cards-— cou'dn't  be — 


o 


AIR.-— JEMMY  JUMPS. 

Gad  a  mercy  !  devil's  in  me, 
All  the  damfels  wifh  to  win  me  ; 
Like  a  maypole  round  me  clufter, 
Hanging  garlands  fus  and  flutter. 

Jilting,  capering,  grinning,   fmirking> 
Pouting,   bobbing,  winking,  jerking, 
Cocking  bills  up,  chins  up,  perking. 
Kates  and  Betties, 
Polls  and  Letties. 
All  were  dealing  gentle  creatures, 

On  thefe  features  j 
Pretty  damfels, 
Ugly  damfels> 
Black  hair'd  damfels; 
.Red  hair'd  damfels, 
Six  feet  damfels, 
Three  feet  damfels, 
Pale-faced  damfels, 
Plump-faced  damfels, 
Small-leged  damfels, 
Thiclc-leged  damfels, 
Dainty  damfels, 
.Dowdy  damfels, 

Pretty,  ugly,  black-hair'd,  red-hair'd, 
Six  feet,  three  feet,  pale-fuc'd,   plump-fac'dy 
Small-leg'd,   thick-leg'd,  dainty,  dowdy. 
All  run  after  me,  Sir,  me  ; 
For  when  pretty  fellows  we, 
Pretty  maids  are  frank  and  free. 

Gad-a-mercy  !  Devils  in  me, 
All  the  ladies  wifh  to  win  me. 

For  their  ftays   taking  meafure, 

Of  the  ladies,  Oh  the  pleafurc  ! 
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Oh,  fuch  tempting  looks  theygi'me, 
Wiftring  of  my  heart  to  rum  me! 
Pat,  and' cry,  you  devil  Jemmy  ! 

Pretty  ladies, 

Ugly  ladies, 

Black-hair'd  ladies, 

Red  hair'd  ladies, 

Six  feet  ladies, 

Three  feet  ladies, 

Pale-faced  bdies, 

Plump- faced  ladies, 

Small-legged  ladies, 

Thick-legged  ladies., 

Dainty  ladies, 

Dowdy  ladies. 

Pretty,  ugly,  black-hair'd,  red- hair'd, 
Six  feet,  three  feet,  pale-faced,  plump-faced, 
Small  legged,  thick  legged,  dainty,  dowdy, 

All  run  after  me,  Sir,  me  j 

F&r  when  pretty  fellows  we, 

Ladies  all  are  frank  and  free. 

Old  one,  in  the  country  I  was  a  gentleman — In 
town  I'm  a  (lay maker.  (Points  to  the  parcel) 

Total.  A  ft  ay  maker  ! 

Jemmy.  I  never  faw  'Squire  Valentine — but 
hear  he  is  a  fine  flafhy  fellow!  one  of  us — ha! 
ha  !  I'm  about  fetting  up  in  bufmcfs — want  only 
a  partner  with  a  little  ready — Molly's  penny  would 
have  been  apropos — railing  capital  is  difficult — 
I'm  going  now  after  a  perfon  who  advances  mo- 
ney— but,  my  old  fteward,  you're  among  the 
monied  mm,  you  cou'd  put  a  body  in  the  way  of 
raifing  a  little  cam — I  can  give  undeniable  fecu- 
rity. 

Total,  (paufing)  I'll  try  it — yonder  he  comes 
—it  may  bring  him  into  great  embarrafbinent  j 
and  if  any  thing  can  reclaim  him,  extreme  necef- 
fity  mud  be  the  means,  {afide)  Why — I  do  know 
a  gentleman  that  does  thefe  things 

VOL.  iv.  p  p  Jemmy. 
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Jemmy,  (with joy}  Where  docs  he  live  ? 

Total.  This  happens  lucky  enough — See  that 
gentleman  coming  ftrait  from  Storey's  Gate. 

Jemmy.  What !  he  in  the  brown  coat  ? 

Total.  No. 

Jemmy.  Oh  !  in  the  (mart  little  buckled  wig. 

Total.  Pfha  !  what  think  ye  of  that  red  coat ! 

Jemmy.  That  officer  !  ha  !  ha !  ha  !  a  Captain 
lend  money  !  a  good  joke  ! 

Total.  He  is  agent  to  fifteen  regiments. 

Jemmy.  Is  he  !  then  he  can  lend  me  the  king's 
money. 

Total.  There — you  fee  with  what  authority 
he  leans  againft  the  Treafury  Wall. 

Jemmy.  Like  a  prop  to  the  Treafury  ;  a  rich 
fellow,  I  warrant :  If  you  know  him,  my  dear 
boy,  will  you  propofe  it  ? 

Total.  Well,  I'll  fpeak  to  him. 

Jemmy.  Much  obliged  to  you — here  he  is  ! 

Total.  Be  you  in  the  way. 

Jemmy.  I've  only  to  drop  this  in  Fludyer-ftreet 
—two  hundred  willjuft  fit  me — I'll  dothehand- 
fomething — Houfekeeper's  fecurity — Premium 
to  you,  and  the  neatefl  pair  of  dimity  jumps 
for  your  girl— mum  !  [Exit. 

Enter  VALENTINE. 

Vol.    Total,    when    did   you   get   to   town  ? 

Whofe  houfe  was  that  I  faw  you  lounging  in 

in  Suffolk  ftreet  ? 

Total.  Then  he  has'nt  feen  his  wife,  (afide) 
Val.  Here  have  I  been  parading  this  half  hour, 

and  no  uncle  as  his  letter  appointed. 

total. 
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Total.  You  don't  know  his  perfon,  Sir;  perhaps 
he  has  been  parading  too,  and  furveying  you. 

Val.  I'll  wait  no  longer — I  difcard  him — talk 
of  me !  he's  made  up  of  caprice  and  uncer- 
tainty. 

Total.  Why,  faith  he  is  a  little  queerifh,  Sir, 
but  no  caprice— no,  no;  curs'd  inflexible  in  what 
he  thinks  right — yes  he'll  certainly  fettle  his  for- 
tune on  this  new-found  relation— your  conduct 
to  your  wife — that  affair  of  diftraming  Farmer 
Blackberry 

Val.  Give  me  a  tafte  of  life,  and  now  turn  me 
adrift,  only  for  a  few  fafhionable  gallantries  !  I 
got  a  dinner  party  to  pafs  dice  too  before  I  left 
home — hav'nt  one  guinea  in  my  pocket — if  I 
could  but  raife  a  little  money  juft  for  an  outfet. 

Total.  Cou'dn't  fome  be  raifed  on  your  com- 
miffion  \ 

VaL  Eh — but  I  don't  know  any  of  thofe  mo- 
ney brokers. 

Re-Enter  JEMMY  JUMPS,  fmiles  at  TOTAL,  then 
walks  up. 

Total.  Sir,  d'ye  fee  that  gentlemen  ? 

Val.  That  fellow  that  nodded  to  you  \ 

Total.  Fellow  1  You've  feen  an  advertifement 
of  a  perfon  that  has  twenty  thoufand  lying  at 
his  banker's  j  that's  he !  X.  Y.  the  mod  liberal 
money-lender  in  town. 

Val.  Why  he  gave  you  a  very  familiar  nod, 
Total ;  fee  if  he'll  advance  the  cafh  to  me. 

Total.  I'll  try — about  two  hundred  will  do  ? 

Val.  Capital! 

Total.  Sir,  (goes  over  to  Jemmy,  and/peaks  apart 
to  him}  He'll  do't. 

p  p  2 
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Jemmy.  My  dear  friend  !  does  he  know  the 
fum  1  want  and  the  fecurity  I  can  give  ? 
t^    loial.  All :  Step   to   any  tavern  hard-by  and 
I'll  bri  g  him  to  you. 

Jemmy.  Eh — the  Rummer — the  andhdy  'S  a 
cuftomer  of  mine. — Do  yo^  think  he'll  have  the 
money  about  him  ? 

Total.  Kn't  Drummond's  over  the  way  ?  Have 
you  a  purfe  or  good  ftrorg  pocket  for  the  calh 
when  you  get  it  ?  for  he  always  lends  in  cafh. 

Jemmy.   I've  a  good  pocket,  but  no  purlV. 

Total  Take  my  glove — it  is  flout  Ramfkin— . 
the  guineas  will  lie  there  fo  fnug  in  the  fingers. 

Jemmy.  And  the  half  guineas  drop  fo  pat  in  the 
little  one. 

Total.  You'll  have  your  cafh  between  finger 
and  thumb. 

Jemmy.  Snugasapinch  o'fnuff. 

Total  (aloud  to  Valentine)  Sir  the  gentleman 
will  fee  you  at  the  Rummer  over  the  wav. 

Val.  (bowing  to  Jemmy)  Sir,  I  (hall  attend 
you. 

Jemmy.  Sir— rOh  Sir. — (apart  to  Total)  A  coun- 
try family  juft  come  to  town,  over  in  Suffolk- 
ilreet,  mult  ftep  and  take  meafuie  of  a  young 
lady,  new  cuftomer,  be  with  you  in  five  mi- 
nutes. 

[Exit  bowing  to  Vahntine. 

'Total  Yes,  heMl  lend  you  the  money. 

Val.   You're  a  dev'lifh  good  fellow,  Total. 

Total.  But  then  he's  fo  curs'd  fond  of  the  table  : 
nothing  to  be  done  with  him  without  giving  him 
a  dinner,  and  he  drinks  Burgundy,  I  afTuie  you. 

Val.  I'll  give  him  a  bottle  and  a  bird  with  all 
my  foul.j  Yonder's  Supple  and  Captain  Palaver  ! 

they 
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they  muft  have  heard  of  my  misfortune,  for  they 
feem  to  av^id  me. — My  friends ! 

Total.  Ah  !  my  good  Sir,  the  civility  of  the 
world  hangs  on  thefuccefs  of  the  moment:  and 
let  your  empty  pockec  now  convince  you  that  dif- 
trefs  is  the  touch  froiic-  of  friendfhip.  Suppofe  to 
cut  a  flalh,  I  afk  'em  to  the  dinner  you'll  be  obliged 
to  give  this  gentleman  ;  ha,  ha !  Sir,  to  carry 
it  on  I'll  defire  Mr.  X.  Y.  before  them,  to  Teem 
as  if  you  were  the  lender. 

Val.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  well  done  Total !  ha,  ha, 
ha  !  Hey  Counsellor  Flummery,  too!  (looking out) 
True  :  1  owe  him  twenty  guineas. 

Total,  Well,  Sir,  you'll  now  be  able  to  pay 
him :  'Gid,  Sir,  he  can  draw  up  the  neceflary 
writings  between  you  and  the  gentleman.  I'll 
invite  him  too. 

VaL  Run — befpeak  a  good  room,  and  order 
dinner  for  lix.  (pu/hes  Total  off)  This  fupply 
will  fet  me  going — HI  let  uncle  fee  1  can  mine 
without  his  dirty  acres,  but  without  houfe, 
chearful  home,  ability  to  entertain,  and  enjoy 
the  focul  hour 

AIR. — VALENTINE. 

How  bright  are  the  joys  of  the  table, 

I  mean  when  the  cloth  is  remov'd  ; 
Our  hearts  are  faft  held  by  a  cable, 

While  round  the  decanter  is  fhov'd  ; 
The  ladies  all  rife  to  retire, 

We  ftand  up  and  look  very  grave, 
^\  bumper,  then, draw  round  the  fire, 

Determin'd  like  fouls  to  behave. 

My  fervant,  he  knows  I'm  a  toper. 

Clean  glaffes  !   of  wine  a  recruit, 
He  brings  in  a  fix  bottle  cooper, 

And  places  it  clofe  at  my  foot ; 

I  gin- 
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I  gingerly  take  up  a  bottle, 

The  fawduft  I  puff  from  hi?  coat, 

The  cork  out  he  fings  in  the  throttle, 
But  fweeter  than  Mara  his  note. 

What  gentleman  coffee  now  chufei  ? 

The  compliment  ccmes  from  the  fair  ; 
No  gentleman  coffee  refufe-s 

But  not  a  man  ftirs  from  his  chair ; 
Tho'  Frenchmen  may  do  fo,  I  bar  it,' 

With  Britilh  politenefs  I  think, 
While  Monfieur  we  thank  for  his  claret, 

He  never  mail  teach  us  to  drink. 

Gay  Hebe  now  mews  in  Apollo, 

A  ftruggle  'twixt  claret  and  wit, 
For  Bacchus  infifts  he  mail  fwallow 

Six  bumpers  before  he  may  fit ; 
Ye  fair,  why  fo  ill  mould  we  treat  you, 

To  part  ere  the  battle  is  won  ? 
At  fupper  Apollo  mall  meet  you. 

And  Shew  you  what  Bacchus' has  done. 

[Exit. 


SCENE  III. 

FARMER  BLACKBERRY'S  Lodgings. 
Enter  FAIRLY, 

Fair,  What   accommodations   has   old    Total 
provided  for  the  farmer  and  hi*  family  here  ? 

Enter  RUNDY  in  a  Livery. 

So  Rundy  you've  got  to  London. 
Rundy.  Yes,  Sir. 

Fair* 
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Fair.  Well,  and  how  d'ye  like  it  ? 
Rundy.  Oh,  hugely,  Sir;  1  think  s  it  a  deadly 
fine  place.— Mafter  thought  I  (hould  not  come 
with  him,  but  he  was  fo  good  to  me,  that  to 
(hew  my  kindnefs  and  gratitude,  1  corned  up 
here  to  town  with  him,  becaufe  I  know'd  I 
cou'dn't  better  myfelf. 

Fair.   Well,    and  you're   preferr'd   from   the 
plough  to  the  coach. 

Rundy.  Ay,  Sir,  Mifs  Bett  would  make  mafter 
and  me  go  all  round   the   town   in  chairs.     I 
walk'd  afore,  he,  he,  he  !  Matter's  fo  grand,  and 
Mifs   Betty's  quite  my  Lady  ;  my  Molly  is   her 
maid,  and  I  am  my  own  gentleman. 
Fair.  Tell  your  mailer  I  am  here. 
Rundy.  Tell  !  why  in   London  one  can  tell  a 
body  from  the  top  of  the  houfe  to  the  bottom, 
and  from  bottom  to  top,  without  opening  one's 
mouth,  (rings  the  bell)  that  does  it. 

Fair.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  why  fure  you  don't  ring  for 
your  mafter  ? 

Rundy.  Why,  Sir,  he  rings  for  me,  and  one 
good  turn  dtferves  another:  Lord  you  can't 
think  what  a  beau  L  intend  to  be  here  in  Lon- 
don. 

AIR. — RUNDY. 

A  flaxen-headed  Cow-boy,  as  fimple  as  may  be, 

And  next  a  merry  Ploug  -boy,  I  whittled  oe'r  the  Lea, 

Buc  now  a  faucy  footman,  I  ttrut  in  worfted  lace, 

And  foon  I'll  be  a  butler,  and  wag  my  jolly  face ; 

When  fteward  I'm  promoted,  I'll  fnip  a  tradefman's  bill, 

My  matter's  coffers  empty,  my  pockets  for  to  fill  ; 

When  lolling  in  my  chariot,  fo  great  a  man  I'll  be, 

You'll  forget  the  little  plough-boy  that  whittled  o'er  the  Lea. 

I'll  buy  votes  at  elections,  but  when  I've  made  the  pelf, 
I'll  Hand  poll  for  the  Parliament,  and  then  vote  in  myfelf; 

Whatever'* 
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Whatever's  good  for  me,  Sir,  I  never  will  oppofe, 

When  all  my  Ayes  are  fold  off,  why  then  I'll  fell  my  Noes  j 

I'll  joke,  harrangue  and  paragraph,  with  fpeeches  charm 

the  ear, 

And  when  I'm  tir'd  on  my  legs,  I'll  then  fit  down  a  peer  J 
In  court  or  city  honour,  fo  great  a  man  I'll  be, 
You'll  forget  the   little  Plough-boy  that  whittled  o'er  the 

Lea. 


Enter  FARMER  BLACKBERRY  and  BETTY,  drcjjed. 

Fair.  Ah,  ha  !  who  comes  here. 

Betty.  Sir,  I  have  the  honor  to  be  monftrous 
proud  to  fee  you. 

Farmer  B.  Yes,  Sir,  you  fee  fhe  has  the  ho- 
nor to  be  monftrous—— 

Fair.  She's  fafhionable  ! 

Farmer  B.  What  with  her  coal-black  hair  full 
of  brown  duft,  and  her  hat  all  on  one  fide,  as  if 
fiie'd  got  fuddled. 

Betty.  Fuddled!  oh,  fafhion;  ay,  Sir,  and 
Mrs.  Fallal,  the  milliner  fays,  I  (hall  foon  let  the 
fafliions  ;  fhe'll  be  alk'd  for  the  Eliza  cap,  the 
Timbertop  bonnet,  la!  we  improve  fo  !  Sir, 
muftn't  1  learn  to  dance!  (dances}  and  play  mu- 
lic  on  the  harp?  that  gentleman  in  the  Hay- 
Market  is  to  fend  me  all  the  new  fongs,  and  the 
laft  opera  in  fcore. 

Farmer  B.  Score  !  No,  you  fhall  not  run  in 
debr,  daughter  ! 

Betty.  He,  he,  he  !  Oh,  Mr.  Fairly,  d'ye  hear  ? 
—  we  have  been  (hopping!  bought  fuch  beau- 
ties ! 

Farmer  B.  By  Gad  but  I  believe  I've  forgot  all 
your  trinkums  in  the  chair  that  brought  me 
home  —  you  Rundy  ! 

Enter 
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Enter  RUNDY. 

Rundy,  where's  the  chair?  (Rundy  reaches  a? 
chair,  places  it  behind  Farmer  Black  >erry,  then  bows} 
Pho!  you  Blockhead!  I  mean  the  glafs  cup- 
board they  fwung  us  about  the  ftreet  in. 

Rundy.  Oh,  Lord,  Sir  j  the  two  irifhmen  run 
away  with  that. 

Betty.   How  provoking ! 

Fair.  You  know,  Rundv,  I  defired  you, 
whenever  you  took  a  chair  or  coach,  to  take  the 
number. 

Rundy.  Oh,  I  did ;  here  it  is  your  honor, 
and  in  nice  brafs ;  I  cut  it  off  when  they  went  in- 
to the  ale-houfe.  (Jhews  a  chair  number} 

Fair.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Enter  LANDLADY. 

Land.  A  perfon  from  Taviftock-ftreer,  Mifs. 
Betty.  Oh,  la  !   it's  the  ftay-maker  Mrs.  Fallal 
promifed  to  fend  me.     Do  fend  him  in. 
Land.  You  may  walk  up,  young  man,    [Exit. 

Enter  JEMMY  JUMPI. 

Jemmy.  Hem  !  Mem  !  pleafe  your  Ladyfhip, 
Mrs.  Fallal,  of  Taviftock-itreet,  fent  me  to  take 
meafure  of  your  Ladylhip  for  your  Ladylhip's 
new  ftays:  I'll  fit  your  Ladyftiip  with  a  waift 
neat  as  a  topfy-turvy  fugar-loaf. 

Betty.  Turn  me  topfy-turvy !  la !  is  that  the 
fafhion  ? 

Jemmy,  (preparing  his  mcajure)  Now,  Ma'am ! 
(advances')  Betty  Blackberry ! 

VOL.  iv.  Q.Q,  Betty. 
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Betty.  Jemmy  Jumps  !  What,  our  London 
genfleman  only  a  ftay- maker  ! 

Jemmy.  I  proteft  this  is  the  moft  immenfely 
flrange  !  I  came  to  one  Mifs  Timbertop. 

Betty.  Then  I  am  (he,  Matter  Timbertop.  (pat* 
ting  him  on  the  head  with  her  fan) 

Farmer  B.  So  this  is  your  Rouleaus  and  your 
Coteries !  a  flay-maker !  oh,  you  make  no  flay 
here. 

Jemmy.  Then  I'll  go — hey  !  my — Mr.  Jumps's 
carriage — lal,  lal,  lal !  [Exitjinging. 

Betty.  La  !  what  an  impudent  fellow. 

Farmer  B.  Ay,  girl,  beware  of  the  fops,  tho* 
while  you've  youth  be  merry. 

AIR. — FARMER  BLACKBERRY. 

Lovely  ladies,  fprigs  of  fafhion, 
Smile  the  youthful  hour  away ; 
Welcome  now  the  tender  pafiion, 
In  my  funftiine  I  made  hay. 
Mufty  age  forbids  foft  wooing, 
What  themfelves  are  paft  the  doing, 
But  fage  reafon,  to  each  feafon, 
Pleafures  Anting,  age  recruiting 
By  full  glafles,  tho'  life  pafles 
Wine  reftores  the  lamp  of  day. — 

The  fun's  love  potion, 

Juft  hits  my  notion, 

To  fet  in  ocean,  • 

Next  morn  rife  mowing, 

A  broad  face  glowing. 

In  youth  my  girl,  in  age  a  glorious  flafe, 

So  live  fo  die  is  all  I  aflc. 

Enter  TOTAL. 

Total.  Farmer,  the  Colonel  defires  me  to  con- 
dud  you  to  him.  He  has  feat  his  coach. 

Betty. 
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"Betty.  Coach  !  Oh,  if  Jemmy  Jumps  was  but 
to  fee  us  now  ! 

Fair.  And  pray  what  has  become  of  his  hope- 
ful nephew,  my  good  fon-in-law.' 

Farmer  B.  Ay,  where's  the  Squire  ? 

Total.  Now  at  the  Rummer  tavern,  and  foon 
in  the  hands  of  the  bailiffs. 

Fair.  Now,  Farmer,  you  and  I  will  have  a  com- 
pleat  revenge. 

Farmer  B-  Aye  Sir,  you  fhall  fee  an  h  on  eft 
farmer's  revenge.  [Extunt. 


SCENE    IV. 

A  Room  at  the  Hummer  Tavern,  Charing-crofs. 
(L^ud  laughing  without) 

Enter  JEMMY  JUMPS,  HATTI.R,  and  i ft  WAITER 
with  wine. 

Jemmy.  Very  well,  I  think  my  hat  and  boots 
will  do,  fo  ftep  down  and  call  for  a  glafs,  and  I'll 
fend  the  cafh  down  to  you  prefently. 

[Exit  Hatter. 

Oh,  the  gentleman  defired  you'd  call  me  out 
from  the  company,  and  he'd  fettle  the  affair  with 
me  here  I 

i  ft  Wait.  Yes. 

Jemmy.  Now,  I  fhall  pocket  the  cafh,  Oh  ! 
and  Jack,  if  your  miftrefs  fends  me  up  her  ftays, 
I'll  take  them  home  with  me,  and  alter  them 
to  her  liking.  [Exit  \Jl  Waiter. 

That  will  fhew  this  gentlemen  I'm  a  man  of  bu- 
fmefs,  then  he  wo'nt  be  afraid  to  lend  the  cafh 
I  hope  he  has  it  about  him,  though  I  fiitmld  lik" 
he'd  fend  me  over  to  Drummond's,  it's  fo  prett6 

ty 
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.fee  thofe  Bankers'  clerks  (hovel  up  the  go'd  ! 
\vith  a  back  paw  flide  a  handful  of  guineas  along 
the  counter,  then  tip,  tip,  tip  !  reckon  fo  nimble* 
(mimicks)  W  ith  this  money  fuch  a  finart  fhop  I 
{hall  open. 

Val.  (without)  Pu(h  about,  lads !  the  gentle- 
man and  1  will  return  to  you  inftantly. 

Jemmy.  Oh,  here  he  is ! 

Enter  VALENTINE. 

Val  Well,  Sir,  are  not  my  friends  jolly  fellows  ? 

Jemmy.  Veiy  jolly,  Sir,  and  we'd  a  choice  fine 
dinner  !  but  there  will  be  a  monftrous  great  bill  to 
pay! 

Val.  A  vulgar  fellow  this ;  I'll  touch  his  cafh, 
and  then  get  rid  of  him.  (afide)  Won't  you  pleafe 
to  fit,  Sir  ? 

Jemmy.  Now,  if  he  isn't  as  condcfcending  as 
if  he  wasn't  worth  a  guinea,  (afide) 

Val.  True,  Total  faid  he  loved  his  bottle. 
(aftde}  Waiter,  a  batch  of  Burgundy  here. 

"Jemmy.  More  Burgundy  i  my  ihot  will  make  a 
vaft  hole  in  the  money  I'm  to  get.  (cfide) 

Val.  Sir,  I  efteem  myfelf  fo  much  obliged. 

Jemmy.  Sir,  (bows  and/miles']  what  genteelnefs 
to  me  that's  going  ~to  borrow  his  cafh  from  him. 
(afide)  Sir,  it's  what  I  never  fhall  forget  the 
longell  day  I  have  to  live. 

Val.  The  civilell  money-lender  I  ever  met  with. 
(afidt)  tho'  1  flatter  myfelf  the  fccurity  is  unex- 
ceptionable. 

Jemmy.  Security !  Sir,  I'll  have  two  of  the 
warmrft  houfckeepers  in  Norton  Falgite.— • 

Val.  Norton  Falgate  !  really,  Sir,  i  don't  know 
any  body  in  that  quarter  of  the  town. 
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Jemmy.  Lord,  Sir,  it's  one  of  the  moft  fub- 
ftantialitts  and  the  moft  opulentift  places 

Val.  I  hav'n't  a  doubt,  Sir — but  had  hopes  of 
giving  you  up  a  Lieutenant's  commifilon. 

Jemmy.  Give  me  a  commiflion,  ah,  ah,  ah  ! 

Val.  Oh,  well,  Sir;  fince  that  is  not  agreeable 
—if  Mr.  Total  joins  in  a  bond 

Jemmy.  Sir,  I've  no  objection  to  a  bond,  if  you 
think  that  requifite  ;  afking  Mr.  Total  to  join,  in 
it  is  a  libmv  that  I  cannot  expect,  oh,  no  ! 

Val.  My  dear  Sir,  if  he  dare  rcfufe,  I'd  break 
every  bone  in  his  body. 

Jemmy.  Oh,  lord !  what  !  force  him  to  join  ? 
Oh,  Sir,  by  no  means.  He's  almoft  a  flranger  to 
me,  tho*  he  has  ib  kindly  brought  about  this  bufi- 
iiefs. 

Val.  Oh,  well,  Sir,  if  you  think  it  can  be  done 
between  ourfelves. 

Jemmy.  Sir,  (bows}  how  good  !  the  fum  I  fup- 
pole  you  underitand  is 

Val.  Two  hundred  pounds. 

Jemmy.  Juft. 

Val.  Sir,  won't  you  take  a  glafs  of  wine  ?  (fills) 

Jemmy.  Sir,  won't  you  take  another?  (fills} 

Val.  Sir. 

Jemmy.  Sir.  ( They  touch  glajfes ) 

Val.  Here  is  X.  Y.  againft  the  whole  alphabet. 

Jemmy.  A  new  toaft  among  the- money-  lenders. 
[ajide)  Sir,  here  is  X.  Y.  in  the  alphabet,  (drinh) 

Val.  Now,  if  you  pleafe,  I'll  call  in  my  friend, 
the  lawyer,  and  we'll  lettle  the  affair  at  once. 

Jemmy.  Sir — now  I  (hall  touch— that  for  Molly 
Maybulh's  fortune,  (afide  and  fnapfing  bis  fin- 
gers) 

Val.    This  two  hundred  will  make  a  man   of 

me. 
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me.    (ajide)    Counfellor  Flummery,    come   into 
court. 

Enter  COUNSELLOR  FLUMMERY. 

Flummery.  Well,  gentlemen,  if  you're  quite 
agreed 

Vol.  and  Jemmy.  Oh,  yes,  we're  quite  agreed. 
{Flummery  takes  out  a  bond,  and  begins  to  read-} 

Vc:L  Piha  !  (Jnalching  it)  we  botn  know  the 
fum  and  terms,  fo  here  goes  to  fign  and  Teal,  and 
all's  fettled,  (writes  and  gives  the  bond  to  Jemmy) 

Jemmy.  (Jtgns)  I  deliver  that  as  my  hand  and 
pen. 

Flum.  Your  hand  and  pen  !  oh,  my  dear  Sir, 
it's  your  a<5t  and  deed  you  mean.  Valentine,  I've 
drawn  out  a  bill  and  receipt  for  that  twenty  gui- 
neas, (apatt) 

Val.  My  dear  fellow,  I'll  pay  you  this  mo- 
ment, (apart) 

Flum.  Then,  now,  'gentlemen,  nothing's  to  be 
done  but  down  with  the  gold.  (Valentine  and 
Jemmy  Jlandjome  time  looking  at  each  other  with  ex- 
pettation) 

yd.  Here's  a  repofitory  for  the  two  hundred. 
(takes  out  a  purje) 

Jemmy.  And  here's  my  ramfkin  budget.  (Jhews 
the  glove) 

Val.  What's  that  for,  Sir  ? 

Jemmy.  To  put  the  money  in,  or  if  you'll 
give  me  a  draft,  I'll  ftep  over  to  Drummond's. 

Val.  What  draft,  Sir? 

Jemmy.  To  receive  the  cafh. 

Val.  To  receive  !  True,  Total  told  me  he  had 
always  twenty  thoufand  at  his  banker's  (afide) 
Then,  Sir,  Til  wait  here  'till  you  bring  the  money. 

Jemmy. 
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"Jemmy.  Then  you'll  wait  a  long  while,  (afide) 
Lord,  Sir,  Drummond  wou'dn't  give  his  daddy 
money  without  your  order. 

Vol.  Really  Sir,  I  know  nothing  about  Drum- 
mond, or  his  daddy  ;  I  wait  for  the  money  that 
you 

Jemmy.  Sir  ! 

Val.  The  two  hundred  pounds  you*re  going 
to  lend  me. 

Jemmy.  I  going  to  lend  you  ! 

Val.  Why,  Sir,  you  know  that's  what  brought 
you  here. 

Jemmy.  Oh,  Lord,  no  Sir;  no,  no.  I  came 
here  for  you  to  lend  me  two  hundred  pounds. 

Flum.  Ha  !  ha  !  ha !  Ton  my  honour  here's 
a  fine  Iri(h  bargain;  all  borrowers  and  no 
lenders. — But  who's  to  pay  cofls  ?  As  you  don't 
want  the  receipt,  Jonn  Doe  and  Richard  Roe. 

(apart  to  Valentine  and  exit. 

Enter  ift  WAITER. 

Val.  Sir  !  who  are  you  ?  (to  Jemmy) 

\ft  Wait,  (giving  Jtays  to  Jemmy.)  Here  my 
miftrefs  defires  that  you'll  add  two  bones  to  her 
ftays,  and  bring  them  againfi  to-morrow. 

Val.  Stays  and  bones  !  Pray,  friend,  do  you 
know  this  gentleman. 

\fl  Wait.  Oh,  yes,  Sir  ;  that  gentleman  is 
Mr.  Jemmy  Jumps  the  Stay-maker.  \Exit. 

Jemmy.  Yes,    Sir ;    and  if   your  lady  fhould 
want  me,  I  have  the  neateft  flitch. 
•  Val.  Pray,  Sir,  are  not  you  X.  Y. 

Jemmy.  No,  Sir,  nor  P.  Q.  Pray  Sir  do  you 
prop  the  Treafury  ?  Oh  !  I  fufped:  here  has  beea 
a  hum. 

Val. 
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Val.  Total  has   either  played  me  a  trick,  or 
made  fome  curf  d  blunder  here  !   (afidi)  Retire* 
Jemmy.  Retire. 
Val.  Withdraw,  you  rafcal. 

Enler  2nd  WAITER. 

znd  Wait.  The  other .  gentlemen  are  ftepp'd 
out,  and  defired  me  to  bring  the  bill  up  to  you, 
gentlemen,  (offers  it  to  Jemmy.) 

Jemmy.  Bill  1  lord,  a  bill  to  me  !  I'm  no  gen- 
tleman. 

Val.   (to  Jemmy)   Withdraw  you  rafcal ! 

2nd  Wait.  It's  twenty  two  pounds,  ten — 

Jemmy.  Twenty-two  pounds  ten  (looking  at  It 
in  the  Waiter  s  band.)  "  Withdraw,  you  raical !" 

Enter  HATTER. 

Hatt.  Sir,  (to  Jemmy)  as  my  matter  keeps  no 
accounts  with  ony  body,  you'll  be  pleafed  to  pay 
for  the  hat. 

Jemmy.  Eh— oh—the  hat. 

Hatt.  Yes,  Sir,  I'd  be  glad  you'd  let  me  go 
home. 

Jemmy.  Do  go  home,  my  lad,  you  (hou'd  not 
ftay  out  fo  long  from  your  bufinefs. 

Hatt.  My  bufmefs  is  to  be  paid  for  my  goods, 
ay,  and  I  will  too. 

Jemmy.  To  block  a  new  beaver  and  jump  into 
fuch  coilly  cordovans  on  the  itrength  of — bor- 
rowing ! 

Val.  This  infernal  old  badger  to  draw  me  into 
a  tavern  bill,  and  not  a  guinea  in  my  pocket. 
{afide.)  Is  Counfellor  Flummery  gone  too  ? 

Wait.  Yes,  Sir,  but  he  has  left  a  bailiff  below. 
(ringing  without)  Coming  up,  Sir  ! 

VaL 
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Val  A  Bailiff! 

Jemmy.  A  bailiff!    oh,  lord  ! 

Val.   Well,  I'll  go  with  him. 

Enter  LANDLORD  and  WAITERS. 

Land.  You  won't  go  I  hope,  Sir,  till  the  bill 

is  fettled. 

Jemmy.  But  I  will  if  I  can  tho'.  (runs  of.) 
Val.  Confufion  !  Now  I   am  pumQYd  for  my 

cruelty  to  my  amiable   wife — is   ic  poffible,  my 

Louifa  in  Enbland  ! 

Enter  LOUISA. 

Louifa.  Here,  Valentine;  (gives  him  a  Docket 
look)  nor  blufh  to  receive  liberty  from  your  af- 
fectionate Louifa. 

Val.  My  kind  !  my  generous  love ! 

Enter  FAIRLY  and  TOTAL. 

Louifa.  My  father  ! 

Val.  Mr.  Fairly,  I  have  wrong*d  you,  but 
fhall  make  atonement  here,  (to  Louifa.) 

Fair.  Do,  Sir. 

Val.  Total !  ah !  you  old  humming  good  na- 
tured  fellow,  but  now  all's  forgivenefs — love  and 
liberty  !  here  !  (calls) 

Enter  2nd  WAITER. 

Send  up  Counfellor  Flummery's  bailiff. 

Wait.  Sir,  he's  gone :  the  country  gentleman 
that  came  with  you,  Sir,  (to  Total)  paid  the  debt, 

VOL,  w.  &  a  and 
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and  cods,  and  difcharged  the  BiH  of  the  houfe. 

[Exit. 
Total.  Ol<1  Blackberry  do  this! 

*_...vr  FARMER  BLACKBERRY  and  BETTY. 

Farmer  B.  There  Squire  is  a  different  fort  of 
receipt  from  what  you  fern  me  for  my  rent,  (gives 
a  paper}  Mr.  Fairly,  you're  a  wife  lawyer  ; 
but  a  limple  Farmer  thinks  good  for  evil  is  the 
moft  complete  revenge. 

Tntal.  Ah!  ha  !  what  fay  you  to  Colonel  Dor- 
mont's  heir  ? 

Val.  What  was  the  Farmer  my  fucceflbr  to  the 
Colonel's  eftate  ?  Blackberry — you're  the  King 
of  fpades !  Total,  now  where's  my  uncle  ?  ( flap- 
ping Total  on  the  Jhoulder) 

Total.  You  needn't  hit  your  uncle  quite  fo 
hard  Valentine. 

Pal.  How  !  Total  Colonel  Dormont !  it  muft 
be — a  thoufand  circumftances  croud  upon  my 
recollection. — Oh,  Sir  !  have  you  been  all  along 
the  witnefs  of  my  follies— 

Colonel  D.  Follies !  Vices  and  by  corrofives  I  at- 
tempted cure 

Louifa.  Which  I  hope  by  lenatives  to  perform. 

Farmer  B.  If  you  are  the  Colonel,  Sir,  thank 

ye ;     but  take  your  grandeur  from   me  again, 

I  find  my  hands  are  too  hard,  and   my  head  too 

foft  for  a  gentleman. 

Colonel  D.  Well,  my  honeft  kinfman,  if  you 
can  enjoy  more  happinefs  in  your  farm,  I'll  take 
care  your  (lock  fhall  never  again  be  feized  by  a 
landlord. 

Farmer  B.  Then  !  come  child,  from  our  little 
fample  of  faftiion,  we  fhali  return  with  double 
relifli  for  peace,  happinefs,  and  Blackberry  farm. 

Betty. 
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Betty.  I  don't  love  peace  and  happinefs,  I  won't 
leave  London — I  won't  go  home  again — oh  !  oh  ! 
(cries)  to  leave  London  without  a  beau  !  (cries) 
oh !  oh ! 

Enter  JEMMY'JUMPS,  RUNDY,  and  MOLLY  MAY- 
BUSH. 

Jemmy.  How  d'ye  do  all!  Squire  Timberhend 
a  gentleman  would  afk  a  thoufand  with  Mifs,  I'll 
take  her  with  half  the  money,  and  fet  up  a  fmart 
fhop  without  the  help  of  your  money-lender,  (to 
Col.  D.)  and  I  hope  your  friends  will  drop  their 
guineas  into  my  ramlkin  budget. 

Colonel  D.  Mr.  Fairly,  I  thank  you  for  the 
concern  you  have  taken  in  my  affairs ;  proud  of 
my  generous  new  relation.  Nephew,  henceforth 
the  honeft  man  in  diftrefs  fhall  be  my  kinfman, 

FINALE. 

FARMER  BLACKBERRY. 

Welcome  joy,  and  hence  with  farrow, 
Laugh  today,  and  cry  to-morrow ; 
Smiles  fucceeding  fortunes  frowns, 
AH  the  world  is  ups  and  downs. 

VALENTINE. 

Joy  and  truth  in  generous  wine, 

Friends  footh  the  cares  of  life, 
Joy,  friend,  truth,  in  you  combine, 
My  faithful  wife. 

BETTY. 

Four  in  hand  I'llfpank  away, 

Harp  tinkle,  twang  my  bow, 
To  a  circle  read  a  play, 

When  I  know  how. 

R  R  2  RUNDY. 
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Sweet  tokift  upon  the  graft, 

'Gadzooks  !  I  can't  in  town 
Give  my  merry  willing  lafs 

A  neat  gree.n  gown,, 

MOLLY. 

Farwell  fields  and  fweet  hay-mow, 

No  more  my  lambs  I'll  fee, 
Rundy  fays  I  muft  be  now, 

A  gay  lady. 

JEMMY. 

Pretty  girls,  w.honne  things  lack, 

All  come  and  deal  with  me, 
I'm  myfelf,  a  nice  knick  knack, 

Your  own  Jemmy. 

CHORUS. 

Welcome  joy  and  hence  with  forrow, 
Laugh  today,  and  cry  to-morrow  ; 
Smiles  fucceeding  fortune's  frowns, 
All  the  world  is  ups  and  downs. 


THB   END. 
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ACT    I. 

SCENE  I. 

A  Parlour  behind  a  Milliner's  Shop.— -(Laughing  of 
^  Women  without.) 

Enter  Mrs.  COEFFEUSE. 

Mrs.  COEFFEUSE   (calling). 

WHY,  Harriot, Mary,  Betfey,  Mrs.  Chainflich ! 

Enter  Mrs.  CHAINSTICH. 

Mrs.  Chainftich  !  how  can  you  fuffer  thofe  girls 
to  make  fuch  a  noife  ? 

Mrs.  Chain.  Ma'am,  don't  be  angry,  but — ha, 
ha,  ha  !  you  know  we've  got  two  new  work-wo- 
men to-day,  and  the  girls  have  made  them  pay 
their  footing  in  a  bottle  of  raifm-wine  and  two  or 
three  pound  of  maccaroons. 

Mrs.  Coef.  Merry  and  wife  ! — This  giggling  may 
become  Mr.  Coeffeufe*s  fhop  at  St.  James's,  but 

this 
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this  is  the  city,  Mrs.  Chainftich.  This  fliop  was 
another  fort  of  place  in  my  late  hufband's  time.—* 
Mr.  Bombazeen  was  an  honefl  haberdafher,  but 
fmceFve  married  this  frippery  French  man-milliner, 
I'm  like  a  fine  gaufe-mob,  trim'd  with  a  three- 
penny edging. 

Mrs.  Chain.  Oh,  Ma'am  !  I've  had  a  letter  from 
my  coufm,  Mifs  Polly  Gunnel ;  (he  fays  her  guar- 
dian brings  her  up  to  town  to-day,  (laughing  with- 
out) Be  quiet,  will  you  ?  [Exit. 

Enter  COEFFEUSE. 

Coef.  Here  I  am,  my  dear,  I  fly  thro*  de  City, 
dart  thro'  de  mob  and  de  mire,  boue  de  Londres  j 
nimble  as  de  eel  to  come  to  you — firft  one  fhoulder, 
den  the  other  fhoulder,  den  hey,  I  fkip  de  kennel. 
In  my  hafte  to  come  to  you,  my  {weet  wife,  I  did 
overturn  two  Mademoifelle  de  barrow  Gentle- 
woman, vid  de  green  cucumber. 

Mrs.  Coef.  Yes,  my  dear ;  and  fee  how  you've 
rob'd  little  Matter  the  chimney -fweeper.  (pointing 
to  his  coat,  which  is  blacked) 

Coef.  Ah  pauvre,  little  fellow—  (unfeen  by  her, 
wipes  his  coat  with  her  apron— both  laugh)  ha,  ha, 
ha !  We  are  the  two  pair  of  happy  couple.  Befides 
my  great  love,  my  dear,  I  had  your  intereft,  and 
my  intereft  a  mon  coeur,  in  our  match — -You  was 
de  grande  Widow  Bombafin,  vid  your  fubftan- 
tial  haberdafhery  fhop  here  in  Cheapfide — I  vas  de 
elegant  Monfieur  Coeffeufe,  vid  de  nice  millinary 
ihop  in  de  St.  James's — I  did  fee  it  plain  dat  we 
fhou'd  make  de  money.  I  have  fortune  at  my 
foot,  like  dis  filver  (hoe-buckle  j  I  am  de  fafhion, 
and  you're  de  weight,  mafoy. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Coef.  Why  indeed,  Monfieur  Coeffeufe,  I 
think  we  con'dn't  have  done  btttei  than  to  marry, 
and  put  our  affairs  together. 

Co  f.  Ah,  you  were  de  charming  widow  !  So 
-beautiful  your— -rolls  of  (ilk;  fo  fine  your — cam- 
brick;  fo  white  your. — dimity  ;  fo  bright  your— 
fide-board  ;  and  fuch  a  ravifhing  polilh  on  your 
— vooden  tables— 

Mrs.  Coef.  Ah  !  you  French  are  coaxing  crea- 
tures. But,  my  dear,  the  girls  of  your  fhop  are 
prodigious  forward,  and  if  any  freedoms — -Even  a 
kifs  wou'd  vex  me  fo! 

Coef.  I'd  be  glad  to  fee  a  girl  dare  to  kifs  me — I 
only  wifh  I  cou'd  catch  them  at  that  work. 

Mrs.  Coef.  I  wi(h  I  cou'd  catch  them.  Bur,  my 
dear,  heic's  M.fs  Polly  Gunnel  comes  up  fiom  Ply- 
mouth to-day,  with  her  guardian,  my  brother,  Mr. 
Faggot,  the  bifcuit-baker. 

Coef.  Bor — I  expedt  Sir  Harry  Fangle;  you 
know,  as  I  v\as  Sir  Harry's  valtt,  and  he  did 
bring  me  over  to  England,  and  did  fet  me  up 
in  mv  (hop,  1  am  bound  from  gratitude,  to  do 
every  thing  for  him  dat  can  ferve — myfelf;  fo  as 
he  is  now  almoft  ruin  his  eftate  by  pleafure,  and 
ton  and  life- 

Mrs.  Coef  I  thought  he  was  prodigioufly  rich. 

Coef.  Rich  !  oui— he  has  lodge  his  gold  in  de 
faro  bank,  and  run  his  filver  into  Newmarket  plate 
— ha,  ha,  ha  !— he's  all  up  done — fo  I've  promife 
to  help  him  to  dis  Plymouth  heirefs,  Mifs  Polly 
Gunnel,  dat  your  brodet's  guardian  to,  and  he 
promife  to  give  me  de  good  fum  for  dat. 

Enter  Mrs.  CHAINSTICH. 

Mrs.  Chain.  Sir,  Mr.  Sprig  the  mercer,  has  fent 
VOL.  iv.  s  s  about 
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about  the  lad,  the  apprentice  ;  and  Ma'am,  there's 
a  Gentleman  in  the  (hop,  enquires  for  you  by  your 
former  name  of  Bombazeen.  [Exit. 

Frank,  (without}  Ne'er  mind,  fweetheart. 

Mrs.  Coef.  Why  its  Frank  Dobbin,  an  old  coun- 
try friend  of  my  late  hufband's. 

Enter  FRANK  DOBBIN. 

Frank.  Mrs.  Bombazeen,  by  Jove  I'm  glad  to 
fee  you.  (to  Mrs.  Coeffeufe}  But  where'syour  good 
man  ? 

Mrs.  Coef.  There  he  is,  Mr.  Dobbin  (pointing 
to  Coeffeufe) 

Frank.   1  don't  mean  your  footman. 

Coef.  Footman  ! — diable,  Monfieur,  vat  is  dat  ? 

Frank.  Where's  your  matter,  you  ugly  monkey? 

Mrs.  Coef.  Mr.  Dobbin,  why  that  Gentleman  is 
now  my  hufband. 

Frank.  What  !  have  you  buried  old  Ralph  ? 

Coef.  Oui,  Monfieur,  old  Ralph  vas  pretty 
funeral. 

Frank.  Dare  fay  you  thought  fo — a  Frenchman 
too! 

Mrs.  Coef.  Yes,  Frank — our  match  is  the  com- 
mercial treaty  ;  it  qualifies  prejudice  and  partiality 
thus — Monfieur  here,  fends  me  a  faded  out-of-date 
French  affair  ;  which  being  thought  Englifh  in 
my  Ihop,  it  at  once  goes  off  amongft  the  patriot 
citizens  here,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Coef.  Oui and  Madame  my  wife,  coming 

to  fee  me  t'other  day,  at  my  (hop  at  Bond-ftreet, 
did  leave  her  umbrella  upon  de  counter — in  tot- 
ters Lady  Upftart — "  Ah  !  Monfieur  Coeffeufe," 
fays  fhe,  "  the  very  thing  1  want — a  parapluie  i" 

Madam, 


THE  MAN-MILLINER.  jsj 

Madam,  fays  I,  I  am  happy,  I  can  accommodate 
you  with  a  hundred  right-genuine  Englifh  work, 
from  my  wife's  neighbour,  in  Cheapfide,  at  fix 
fhillings  a  piece — "  Six  (hillings! — Englifh  !"  ex- 
claims my  Lady  Upftart — i(  Ah  !  'tis  de  clumfieft 
"  —mod  abominable— what  you  mean,  Manfieur? 
"  I  might  as  well  carry  the  roof  of  a  haekney- 
"  coach  in  my  hand." — Ceft  vrai,  Madame,  'tis 
very  bad  indeed — I  vill  take  it  out  of  your  fight, 
and  will  bring  you  de  true  Parifian  rage — "  Ah, 
"  ah  !  Monfieur  Coeffeufe — dis  is  indeed  elegant, 
"  vat  is  de  price  ?"  Out,  vid  de  purfe— - "  tree 
"  guineas,  Madame,"  he,  he,  he  !  Be  gar  I  did 
bring  her  back  de  very  fame  Cheapfide  um- 
brella, dat  me  did  flout  at  fix  fhillings,  mafoi— 
ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

p.ank.  Then  all  who  prefer  the  work  of  fo- 
reigners, to  the  manufacture  of  their  own  country, 
may  they  never  be  matter  of  a  fhilling  to  pur- 
chafe  it.  But  I  fee  now  how  it  is — poorRilph  ! 
And  pray  what's  your  name  now,  Mrs.  Bomba- 
zeen. 

Mrs.  Cocf.  That  is  Monfieur  Coeffeufe.  But, 
Frank,  how  have  you  left  all  friends  at  Bramble* 
ton  ?  How  long  have  you  been  in  to  vn  ? 

Frank.  Only  fince  Wednefday — ha,  ha,  ha  !— 

I'm    in  as  choice  a  hobble. You    remember 

my  brother  Galen,  an  apothecary  ;  and   tho*   my 

younger,  yet  I'm  as  much  afraid  of  him The 

fellow  took  care  of  what  he  had,  and  fluck  to 
bufinefs;  while  I  kept  a  poney  to  run  for  faddles, 
and  if  I  cou'd  have  but  a  friend  and  a  fiddler, 
call'd  for  t'other  bottle  without  a  thought  of  to- 
morrow. So  now,  by  Jove,  I  think  myfelf  well 
off  to  tie  papers  round  the  necks  of  his  bottles, 
s  s  2  and 
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and  at  two  o'clock  have  a  napkin  under  my  chin, 
at  his  table. 

Mrs  Coef.  But  what  brought  you  to  town  now, 
Frank  ? 
•    Coef.  Oui,  vat  brought:  you  here? 

•  Frank.  Why  you  mutt-know  this  apothecary 
brother  of  mine  becaufe  he's  the  doclor  for  three 
miles  round  our  village,  will  have  his  only  fon  Bob 
a  regular  bred  firgeon.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  and  here 
h»  fends  h  in  tip  to  to\\n  in  my  care  to  bind  him, 
'prentice  to  furgeon  Tour.iiquet  of-what-d'ye  call- 
*em  ft reet  there,  one  o'  your  tip  tops  by  Jove,  his 
fee  with  a  'prentice  three  hundred  pounds,  and  this 
pretty  penny,  brother  Galen,  trufts  to  my  pocket 
for  this  purpofe. 

Mrs.  Coef.  Very  ive'l. 

Frank.  Ay,  fo  far  you'll  fay  all  right  and  tight, 
but  getting  into  cur  inn,  after  fupper  out  comes 
cards  and  off  walks  fifty  of  Bob's  'prentice  fee, 
to — (I  don't  believe  he  was  a  Captain  tho'  for 
all  his  cockade)  fo  fufpcdling  how  things  went", 
I  cuts  with  my  lofs — tumbles  into  bed  with 
the  blue 'devils  dancing  on  rov  pillow,  takes  rny 
remaining  two  hundred  and  fifty  this  morning 
to  my  grand  furgeon,  "  No — cou'dn't  take  Ids 
than  three  hundred— own  table  ! — chariot ! — walk 
the  hofpitals  ! — reputation  ! — no,  no  ! — co'udnt — 
So  now  muft  poor  I  in  difgruce  face  brother,  and 
brin^j;  Mailer  Bobby  home  again — his  own  mailer. 

Coef.  I've  de  touglit.  (afide)  I  vill  be  dat  Mafler 
Bobbv's  maitre  !  vat  a  Jackyfnap,  a  furgeon  refufe 
two  hundred  and  fifty  Louis  !  Madame  CoefFeufe, 
I  do  reiped  this  noble  Gemilhomme,  becaufe  he  is 
your  late  hufbind's  friend;  and  tho'  there  be  denew 
'prentice — Indenture  now  waiting  ready  to  fign — 

grande 
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fee,  how  much  is  dat  other  garqon  to 
{apc.rt  10  M'S.  Coeffeuje) 

Mrs.  Corf.  An  im  uired  pound,   (apart') 

Coef.  Oui,  de  grand  fee  of  three  hundred 
pouiid,  yet  mon  cher  amie — I'll  do  myfelf  de 
honour  to  take  dat  two  hundred  and  fifty  you've 
left  .and  maitie  de  Bob  fhall  be  my  'prentice  boy  1 
dat  tor  cL'  grea<  furgeen. 

Frank.   Hey  !    what  is  all  this? 

Mrs.  Coef.  Upon  my  word  I  don't  know  what 
he's  at ;  why  wiiat  is  the  matter  with  you  Monfieur 
CoerTeuic  ?  .  • 

Coef  I  vill  to  oblige  you,  take  maitre  be  Bob 
vid  only  all  de  money  you  have  left. 

Fran'-.  You  !  why,  are  you  a  furgeon  ? 

Coef  No — but  I  am  a  milliner. 

Frank.  A  milliner,  oh,  oh,  ho  !  why  by  Jove, 
this  is  the  higheft  fun — ha,  ha,  ha  ! — Bob — make 
Bob  a  milliner. 

Mrs.  Coef.  Oh,  I  fee  now  what  my  hufband 
means  (ajids).  Upon  my  word,  friend  Dobbin, 
fuch  an  <  ffcr  is  not  to  be  laugh 'd  at ;  Monfieur 
Coeffeufe  fpeaks  very  handfome. 

Coef.  Oui,  I  fpeak  very  handfome. 

Frank  But  ferioufly,  mv  good  friends,  do  you 
think  I'm  mad,  or  what  an  opinion  have  you  of 
me  ?  pho  !  nonfenfe  !  bind  him  to  you  !  that  wou'd 
be  making  a  hopeful  journey  of  it  indeed  ! 

Mrs.  Coef.  Oh,  very   wtll — Bur,    ha,  ha  !    I'm' 
thinking  what  a  hopeful  figure  you'll  make,  walk- 
ing again  into    your  brother's  mop,  with  Bob  in 
your  hand  and  Galen's  fifty  guineas  in  the  Captain's 
pockets. 

Coef.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  you  vill  lofe  de  napkin 
from  under  your  fhin,  1  think  you  vill  never 
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jflourifli  de  ving  of  a  goofe  in  dat  parlour 
again. 

Mrs.  Coef.  You're  right,  my  dear,  for  I  know 
his  brother  Galen  is  one  of  the  churlieft  temper'd 
old  fellows 

Frank.  Yes,  but  if  I  fhou'd  take  your  advice — 
when  he  come  to  know  it — as  in  time  he  muft. 

Mrs.  Coef.  Ah,  but  what  time — what  do  you 
talk  of  know  ?  Can  an  apothecary  leave  his  pati- 
ents and  come  galloping  up  here  near  three  hundred 
miles  ? 

Frank.  Eh,  if  he  cou'd  have  conveniently  laid 
down  the  peftle  now,  he  wou'd  not  have  rrufted 
me  with  his  three  hundred  pounds. 

Coef.  Fort  bien  !  and  in  a  littel  time  yen  he 
hears  dat  Bob  is  de  flonrifhing  genteel  young  fellow, 
and  bring  vid  him  de  faihions  to  fpread  over,  and 
be  de  admiration  of  de  whole  country  vil  he  dare 
link  be  angry  vid  you  ? 

Frank.  Eh,  by  Jove  I  don't  know  what  to  think  ! 
I  fhall  certainly  cut  a  mod  filly  figure  to  go  back, 
xvith  Bob  in  my  hand.  But  really  have  you  fuch 
things  as  men-milliners. 

Coef.  Sans  Doute. 

Frank.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! — and  encourag'd  ?  Good 
bufinefs  ? 

Coef.  Oui. 

Frank.  Since  the  furgeon  won't  take  him,  I  don't 
know  but  I  might  do  wosfe  than  bind  him  to  you. 
A  milliner !  I'm  fure  of  no  objections  from  Bob,  for 
you  muft  know,  tho'  his  father  has  been  teaching 
the  boy  to  blifter  and  plaifter,  puffing  him  up  with 
the  hope  of  feeing  him  one  day  at  the  head  of 
his  profeflion,  yet  a  few  nights  before  our  coming, 
finding  out  that  he'd  been  at  a  cock-match,  he 
(wore  he  never  Ihuu'd  have  the  honor  of  being  a 

furgeon. 
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furgeon  ;  yet  tho'  he  repented  of  this,  ftill  to 
punifh  him,  he  laid  a  ftrict  injunction  upon  me, 
\vhen  he  determined  on  our  journey,  not  to  let  the 
boy  know  for  what  butinefs  he  was  intended  'till 
every  thing,  was  concluded  !  Oh  I  by  Jove,  it  will 
make  a  moft  capital  joke  in  our  parts,  Bob  figuring 
about  as  a  milliner. 

Mrs  Coef.  'Twill  be  delightful  ! 

Coef.  Charmant ! — But  vere  is  dis  Bob  ? 

Frank.  1  left  him  without  there  in  the  ihop 
amongft  your  girls. 

Bob  Dobbin,  (without}  Where's  uncle  Frank  ? 
—Oh  !  (crying) 

Frank.  Ah  !  there  he  is — here  boy. 

Bob.  (without)  Oh  !  o — (crying) 

Frank.  By  Jove  there's  fomethmg  the  matter, 
poor  Bob's  crying.  (Laughing  of  women  without) 

Enter  BOB  DOBBIN  (with  a  woman's  hatt  pocket" 
hoopi  and  foort  apron,  put  aukivardly  on). 

Bob.  Oh  uncle  Frank,  what  did  you  do  that 
for? 

Frank.  Why  by  Jove  ! 

Bob.  Only  you're  my  uncle,  I'd  Jove  your  head 
againft  the  wall !  to  leave  me  there  amongft  a 
parcel  of  ftrange  women. 

Coef.  Vat  afraid  of  de  girls,  maitre  de  Bob. 

Mrs.  Coef.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  upon  my  honor  ladies, 
your  raifm  wine  has  done  duty,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 
Come,  come  young  man  I'm  fure  you're  too  good 
rfatur'd  to  be  put  out  of  humour  by  the  girls,  ha, 
ha,  ha  !  they've  only  made  you  free  of  the  Ihop  ; 
but  you  got  behind  the  counter  I  fuppofe  ? 

Bob.  Yes,  I  did,  but  they  bid  me,  and  then  a 
little  boy  coming  in  for  a  yard  of  tape  ;  he  laid  it 

was 
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was  for  his  mammy,  and  fo  they  made  me  meafure 
it  for  him,  and  upon  that,  they  all  gather'd  about 
me,  pull'  1  me  into  that  parlour,  and — oh  !  (cries) 

Frank.  And  what  did  they  do  to  you  there  Bob? 
ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Bob.  Do  to  me — O  dear 

Mrs.  Coef.  You  fhou'd  have  fent  up  to  Horfon's 
for  fome  rafberry  tarts  and  whips  to  pay  your 
footing. 

&ob.  Then  I  fliou'd  have  eat  the  tarts  myfelf, 
and  given  them  the  whips  to  teach  them  bettef 
manners. 

Coef.  Monfieur  attend ez.  He  vil  make  de 
grand  fortune  in  de  millinary  ;  de  Ladies  vil  have 
no  occafion  for  de  looking-glafs,  dey  can  try  dere 
caps  on  him,  and  then  fee  how  dey  look. 

Frank.  We'll  have  a  bottle  on  the  bufmefs 
however,  Monfieur,  over  that  we  fhall  be  all  clear 
— Confider,  and  fee  what  we  are  about ;  but  now1, 
Bob,  that  I've  got  you  fafe  to  London,  I  may  venture 
to  tell  you,  that  the  bufineis  your  father  defired 
me  to  bind  you  to,  is  a  milliner,  and  there's  your 
miftrefs  (pointing  to  Mrs.  Coffeufe) 

Bob.  A  what!  me — a  milliner!  why,  ma'am, 
I'm  a  boy  ! 

Frank.  You  are  ;  and  a  bad  boy,  and  that's  the 
caufe  of  your  father's  difpofmg  of  you  in  this 
manner — you  know  he  frvore  he'd  punilh  you.  • 

Bob.  Oh  !  Ib  becaufe  I  went  to  a  cock-match-, 
I'm  to  be  made  a  milliner — very  well — fo  then,  he 
won't  let  me  be  a  doctor — no  matter  :  when  I  go 
down,  if  I  don't  doilor  his  gallipots,  fee  if  I 
don't 

Sir  Harry  F angle,  (without)  Are  you  here, 
Coeffeule?  ' 

Coef. 


THE  MAN-  MILLINER.  329 

Coef.  Mon  dieu  here  is  come,  Sir  Harry  Fangle  ! 
dis  way  monfieur  —  ventre  blue,  Sir  Harry  arrive, 
and  Mifs  Polly  not  come  to  town,  yet  — 

Frank.  Ah  !  he's  a  fine  flaihy  fpark  by  Jove. 

Enter  Sir  HARRY  FANGLE  (/peaking  to  a  footman) 

Sir  Harry.  Turn  the  horfes. 

Footman.  Towards  St.  Paul's,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Harry.  Eh  !—  Paul—  aye  !—  [Exit  Footman. 
Coeffeufe,  is  that  Lady  arriv'd  ? 

Coef.  Every  hour  ftie  will  come,  Sir  Harry* 

Bob.  Now  I  wonder  if  the  girls  wou'd  ferve  any 
body  elfe  fo,  I  believe  they've  been  at  him  too,  for 
he  looks  like  one  of  the  dolls  in  the  toylhop  over 
the  way  (afide)  I'll  afk  him;  pray  Sir  when  you 
fold  the  penny-worth  o'  tape. 

Sir  Harry.  Hey  !  true,  I'm  near  the  manfion- 
houfe  ;  this  I  prefume  is,  my  Lord  Mayor's  fool. 

Coef.  Ah  !  pay  fan  (afide)  dis  way  Maitre  de  Bob. 


Bob.  Stop,  till  I  afk  this  chap  —  pray  mv  fine 
fellow  ?— 

Sir  Harry.  Talking  to  me  ? 

Bob.  Yes,  how  did  you  get  off  your  hoop,  Sir  ? 
for  I  can't  untie  mine. 

Sir  Harry.  Hey  ! 

Coef.  Diable  m'emporte,  vat  you  mean,  Maitre 
de  Bob,  affront  a  man  of  falhion  in  my  parlour  ! 
—  Ve  lhail  be  ruin,  take  them  out,  Madame  Coef- 
feufe. Allez  ! 

Mrs.  Coef.  Step  this  way,  if  you  pleafe,  Gen- 
tlemen. (to  Bob  and  Frank) 

Frank.  True  !  the  indentures  !  Bob,  where's 
your  manners. 

VOL.  iv.  T  T  Bob. 
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Bob.  Your  fervant,  Sir.  (bows) 

[Exeunt  Mrs*  Coeffeufe^  Frank,  and  &ol* 

Sir  Harry.  Oh  !  this  is  the  Tower— Coeffufe, 
any  more  Lions  ? 

Coef.  I'm  afhamed,  Monfieur  dat— 

Sir  Harry.  Yes,  you  blufh  like  an  orange  HHy  ; 
extreme  vulgar  people  you're  got  amongft  here 
Coeffeufe. 

Coef.  Canaille! 

Sir  Harry.  Your  city  wife  not  over  delicate. 

Coef.  Oui,  Monfieur,  but  confider,  her  broder  is 
guardian  of  de  delicate  rich  Plymouth  heirefs,  and 
fo  dat  my  marriage  brings  about  your  marriage; 
Madame  Coeffeufe  is  a  little  big — Over  de  en- 
bon-  point ;  but  to  oblige  your  honor  I  wou'd  marry 
Madame  Magog,  (bows) 

Sir  Harry.  Was  the  young  Mifs  Polly — what  ? 
— to  have  been  in  town  to-day  ?  If  the  girl  is  to- 
lerable, I  (hall  marry  her.  Her  thoufands  will 
clear  off  fome  incumbrances.  Coeffeufe — You  do 
millinary  for  Lady  Dolphin  ? 

Coef.  Oui,  Monfieur — we  have  made  fine  things 
for  her  Lady  Dolphin  is  to  be  married  dis  morning. 

Sir  Harry.  Do  you  know  to  whom,  Coeffeufe  ? 

Coef.  No,  Monfieur ;  the  marriage  is  all  private 
— fome  cog  affair. 

Sir  Harry.  It's  to  me — This  moment  me  waits 
for  me — expects,  languifhes  ! —  Friends— ring— 
parfon — all  befpoke  !  I  ufe  her  ill — But,  no — 
the  Dowager  certainly  is  rich — but  your  heirefs, 
this  Mifs  Polly,  is  young  —Ha— fhe's  for  my 
money. 

Coef.  You're  for  her  money,  rmfoy.     Eh  ! 

Sir  Harry.  Ah!  ha!  ah! 

Coef.  Ah  !  dere  is  the  Plymouth  coach  itopt — 

Here 
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Here  (he  is  come — It  muft  be  de  very  Lady . 

Oui,  'tis  Mifs  Polly  Gunnel,  and  her  guardian 
Faggot  my  broder-in-law,  de  buifcuit-baker. 

Faggot,  (without')  Curfe  your  coach,  I'm  almoft 
crippled  ;  crack  my  boots. 

Sir  Harry.  Well,  I'll  lounge  here  while  you 
prepare  the  matter— the  guardian  feems  aflovenly 
fort  of  a  fcoundrel — ha  ! — but  the  girl  is  bullion, 
and  on  her  receiving  (lamp  from  me  (lie  may  pafs 
flerling  !— on  the  inftant  of  our  marriage,  I'll  take 
her  abroad,  to  avoid  Lady  Dolphin's  reproaches. 
(retires  finging) 

Enter  FAGGOT. 

Faggot.  Very  well  child,  talk,  gabble  away  to 
your  coufin  Chainftitch,  ah  !  when  thefe  women 
get  together  ! — now  wou'd  I  hold  ten  pound  from 
the  cut  of  your  phiz,  that  you're  my  new  French 
brother-in-law,  (Coef.  bows)  and  how  do  you  do? 
Crack  my  elbow  !  {Jhakes  him  heartily  by  the 
hand) 

Coef.  (afide)  Pardie— he  has  crack't  m.y  hand 
and  my  elbow  too. 

Faggot.  Monfieur,  well  you  fee  Fin  come  to  you 
at  laft. 

Coef.  Monfieur  you  give  me  great  pleafure — He 
break  all  my  ringer,  (afide) 

Faggot.  Is  filter  well  ? — I've  brought  up  my 
wa  d,  Polly,  but  where  is  this  broken  beau  that's 
to  marry  her — Polly,  (calls)— -Mifs  Polly  Gunnel! 
your  forewoman  here,  Mrs,  Chainftitch,  is  acoufin 
of  Polly's. 

Coef.  Ah  vel,  Monfieur,  I  have  fettled  all  vid 
Sir  Harry  Fangle,  he  is  wait  here  vid  joy  an4 
expectation  for  her  coming. 

T  T  2  Faggot. 
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Faggot.  She's  as  full  of  joy  as  any  girl  that 
come  out  of  dock. 

Coef.  Did  fhe  come  out  of  a  dock  ? 

Faggot.  Don't  you  know  fhe  was  brought  u,p  at 
Plymouth,  that  her  father  Captain  GunneJ  on 
his  death  left  fhe  and  her  fortune  to  my  care  ? 

Coef.  But  I  hope  fhe  have  good  breeding,  for  Sir 
Harry  is  a  man  of  fafhion. 

Faggot.  As  well  bred  a,  girl  as  ever  fow'd  a, 
fampler. 

Coef.  Becaufe,  if  fhe  is  to  be  Lady  Fangle,  a$ 
Sir  Harry  is  a  man  of  elegance  and  ton — 

Faggot.  I  tell  you  fhe  has  tongue  enough  for 
twenty  men  of  fafhipn — why  I'm  never  without  a 
Captain  of  a  man  of  war,  or  an  India- man  lodging  in 
my  hpufe,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! — She  has  made  tea  for  a 
dozen  of  'em,  and  had  clack  enough  for  '-em  all — 
by  being  brought  up  at  Plymouth  her  language  is 
all  made  up  of  fea  phrafes — fhe  don't  know  that  fhe 
talks  fo — Caught  it  naturally  when  fhe  was  with  the 
officers.  I  was  always  by;  for  tho'  Polly's  a  virtuous 
girl  and  your  fea  Captains  are  for  the  moft  part 
men  of  honor,  yet  oh,  I  was  always  by,  yes,  yes, 
Irtook  care  of  that — crack  my  knuckles ! 

Coef.  Charmant,  Sir  Harry  will  be  rejoiced-— 
there  he  is. 

Faggot.  Stop,  I  hope,  he  underflands  that  Pin 
to  get  two  hundred  pound  for  my  confent  ? 

Coef.  Oui  !  I  have  made  de  bargain  fure. 
Monfieure  dis  is  de  Gentlehomme.  [Sir  Harry  ap- 
proaches} 

Sir  Harry.  This  Gentleman  I  prefume  is  the 
ironmonger,  from  Pqrtfmouth.  (affettedly) 

Faggot.  No,  but  if  you  pleafe,  I  am  the  bifcuit 
baker  from  Plymouth — [mimicking")  Ironmonger! 
— Does  he  mean  to  affront  me.  (apart  to  Coef. ) 

Coef. 
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Coef.  Non,  he's  a  man  of  fafhion,  and  can't 
remember,  {apart)  Ah,  Monfieur  dis  Mifs  Polly 
is  the  molt  amiable,  elegant — 

Enter  GIRL. 

Girl.  Sir,  my  miflrefs  and  the  gentleman  arc 
waiting  for  you  to  fign  the  indenture  with  the  new 
'prentice. 

Coef.  Ah !  I  forgot  maitre  de  Bob — I  come. 

[Exit  girl. 

Excufe  me  one  moment.-—!  muft  make  his  uncle 
bind  de  boy  to  fecure  de  'prentice  fee,  Bon ! 
Madame  Coeffeufe,  (calls)  here  is  your  brother 
arrive —  [Exit. 

Sir  Harry.  Pray  friend  is  the  Lady — 

Faggot.  She  is — that  is  the  very  Lady — 

Enter  POLLY  GUNNEL. 

This  is  Mifs  Polly  Gunnel. 

Sir  Harry.   A  ihowy  figure,  (ajide) 

Faggot.  Polly  !  this  is  the  Gentleman  that  is  to 
make  you  Lady  Fangle.  (apart)  I  dare  fay,  you'll 
both  agree  while  I  go  fee  if  fifter  has  got  a  drop 
of  cherry  in  her  corner  cupboard.  [Exit. 

Sir  Harry.  Tolerable  deportment  for  a  girl  bred 
at  Plymouth.  Ma'am,  you  are  welcome  to  town. 

Polly.  Sir,  I'm  yours,  from  the  fprit  to  the  mi- 
zen. 

Sir  Harry.  More  lions  ! — Quite  at  a  lofs  how  to 
addrefs  a  Portfmouth  Lady,  (afide)  Pray,  Ma'am, 
how  is  the  wind  ? 

Polly.  Wind  !  Sir  1  I  came  up  a  cabin  paflen- 
ger  in  the  coach. 

Sir  Harry.  Cabbin  paffenger,  hem! — I  hope, 
Ma'am,  you  had  a  good  voyage. 

Polly. 
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Polly.  Let's  fee,  Sir,  from  the  time  the  coach- 
man weigh'd,  till  he  dropt  anchor  without  there, 
at  the  Ihop  door,  we  were  about — Yes,  cou'dn't 
have  come  lefs  than  feven  knots  an  hour — I  wonder 
if  there's  a  toilet  in  this  birth ;  (looks  round)  for 
you  muft  know,  Sir,  happening  to  pop  my  head 
out  of  the  cabbin  window  of  our  carriage,  in  order 
to  hail  a  young  lady,  an  acquaintance  of  mine, 
that  fail'd  by,  a  board  a  firft-rate  phzeton,  a  true 
Jack,  one  of  our  outfide  paffengers,  heaving  his 
leg  over  the  companion,  it  came  right  athwart  my 
upper  works,  and  kick'd  all  the  powder  out  of  the 
larboard  fide  of  my  Tafferel. — Look,  Sir.  (turns 
the  back  of  her  head  to  Sir  Harry) 

Sir  Harry.  Very  fine  indeed,  Ma'am. 

Polly.  Fine  !  - 

Sir  Harry.  Yes,  Ma'am — I  mean — that  is — 
J3emme  if  J  know  what  to  fay  to  her.  (afide) 

Polly.  I  fee,  he  likes  me  as  little  as  I  like  him. 
I'll  ply  him  with  a  volley  of  ftories,  and  who 
knows  but  he  may  meer  off,  and  then  I'll  flip  cable 
from  my  guardian,  ^afide)  Now,  Sir,  pray  do  you 
know  the  occation  of  my  trip?  My  father  brought 
me  up  to  town  to  be  fpliced, 

Sir  Harry.  Spliced  I 

Polly.  I'll  pretend  not  to  know  him,  he,  he,  he! 
Yes,  Sir,  to  one  Sir  Harry  Fangle. 

Sir  Harry.  Pleafant !  ha,  ha,  ha  ! — Have  you 
had  no  defcription  qf  Sir  fjarry  Fangle's  perfon, 
my  dear  «* 

Polly.  O  yes,  I  was  told  he  was  a  ihocking  fifti. 

Sir  Harry.  Shocking  !r— Then  I  don't  wonder  at 
her  not  knowing  me.  (afidc)  But  you  mention'd 
your  father,  my  love  ;  your 'father.  Captain  Gun- 
nel has  been  dead  fome  years. 

Polly, 
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Polly.  My  father  a  Captain,  Oh  Lord,  Sir;  that's 
only  the  falfe  colours  they've  hung  out  to  make 
this  Sir  Harry  bring  to 

Sir  Harry.  Indeed  ! 

folly.  Now  for  a  fine  ftory  to  fet  him  off.  (ajlde) 
Yes ;  Pm  own  daughter  to  old  Faggor,  the  bif- 
cuit  baker ;  and  their  fetting  me  out  as  a  for- 
tune was  only  a  plan  laid  between  him  and  my 
aunt,  the  milliner  here,  to  have  a  Lady  in  their 
family.  But,  Sir,  between  you  and  I,  I'd  rather 
have  my  own  little  Dick  Lobfcoufe,  the  Midlhip- 
man,  than  this  piece  of  gilt  gingerbread  I  never 
faw,  he,  he,  he ! 

Sir  Harry.  Then  you  may  be  fpliced  to  Dick 
Lobfcoufe,  for  you'll  never  nibble  the  gilt  gin- 
gerbread. 

Polly.  Lord,  Sir,  you  need  not  be  fo  fcornful, 
for  tho'  I'm  only  daughter  to  a  Plymouth  baker, 
yet  I'd  have  you  to  know  that  I  danced  at  dock 
with  the  Royal  Sailor.  Oh,  my  gallant  William 
Henry  \ 

Sir  Harry.  A  pretty  fcheme  of  this  rafcal  Coef- 
feule.  Who's  there  ? 

Enter  Mrs.  CHAINSTITCH. 

Pleafe  Madam  to  order  my  carriage,  (walks  up) 

jV'rs.  Chain.  Yes,  Sir. 

Polly.  Oh  my  dear,  dear  coufin  Chainflitch  ! 
now  is  the  nick  to  get  me  out  of  this  houfe,  then 
good  bye  guardian.  A  wretch  to  make  a  mere 
traffic  of  myfelf  and  fortune  !  but  the  very  firft  lad 
that  aflcs  me  the  queftion,  tho'  pofiefs'd  only  of 
an  honeft  heart,  and  a  handfome  face,  my  hand  is 
his  by  Jingo — Nay  never  flare,  for  if  you  won't  go 
in  my  company  I'll  fail  by  mvfelf — Come — let  us 
cut  and  run,  \Exettnt  Polly  and  Mrs.  Chainftitcb. 

Sir 
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Sir  Harry.  'Sdeath  I've  nothing  left  for  it  now 
but  to  return  to  Lady  Dolphin,  tho'  if  my  affair 
here  has  got  wind  I  fhall  lofe  her  too ;  fmce  I'm 
in  the  City,  I'll  pick  up  a  licence  at  the  Commons 
—and — yes  now  I  muft  marry  the  Dowager — this 
puppy  Coeffeufe  1 

Enter  COEFFEUSE  and  BOB. 

Coef.  Now  maitre  de  Bob  yoii  are  bound  my 
^prentice  boy,  and  I  will  take  you  to  my  ihop  at 
St.  James's. 

Bob.  Yes,  Sir. 

Coef.  Learn  to  be  polite  and  elegant,  good 
boy. 

Bob.  Yes,  Sir,  I  will  be  a  good  elegant  boy. 

Coef.  De  milliner  is  a  falhionable  profeflion  ;  it 
lies  all  amongft  people  of  ton^  and  to  deal  with 
dem,  you  muft  be  yourfelf  falhionable  in  your 
manners.  Regardez,  look  there's  a  man  of  fafhion, 
obferve,  do  as  he  do,  and  you  vill  be  right. 
(points  ti  Sir  Harry] 

Bob.  Oh  I  flwlfi  Sir,  lil  do  as  he  does;  for  I'm  a 
famous  taker  off  at  our  club. 

Coef*  Sir  Harry  where  is  Mifs  Polly  ?-— how 
d'ye  like  the  young  Lady  ? 

Sir  Harry.  I  ihou'cl  like  to  cut  your  ears  off — • 
play  your  tricks  on  Dick  Lobfcoufe  you  fccundrel. 
(ftrikes  him  and  Exit) 

Bob.  If  this  is  falhion — Let's  fee,  how  was  it — 
Lobfcoufe  you  fccundrel.  (gives  Coeffeufe  a  box  on 
i:e  ear,  and  exit  imitating  Sir  Harry) 

Coef.  Sacre  Dieu — dog! — Madame  Coeffeufe! 
(in  rage  calls) 

Faggot,  (without)  Come  filler,  let's  fee  how 
things  go  on  here. 

Enter 
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Enter  FAGGOT  and  Mrs.  COEFFEUSE. 

Mrs.  Coef.  What's  the  matter  ? 
Faggot.  Hey  !  where's  Polly  ? 

Enter  GIRJ,. 

Girl.  Mam,  the  young  lady  and  Mrs.  Chain- 
ftitch,  ftept  out  in  a  hackney  coach. 

Faggot.  Hey  !  my  ward,  why  Mifs  Polly  Gunnel! 
—Which  way  child  ?  Stop  them— Polly! 

[Exeunt  Faggot  and  Girl. 

Mrs.  Coef.  What,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Coef.  I  vil  quit  dis  vulgar  bourgeois  Cheapilde 
haberdafhery ;  dat  is  de  railbn  Sir  Harry  treat  me 
vid  fuch  miflries  and  contempt ;  I  vil  go  and  take 
my  'prentice  boy  Bob  to  my  own  failiionable  mop 
at  St.  James's  j  dere  I  vill  teach  him  better  manners 
than  to  hit  his  matter's  ear. 

Mrs.  Coef.  Yes,  Monfieur  CoefTeufe  I  fee  you 
want  to  get  amongft  your  own  forward,  flaunting 
(hop  girls. 

Coef.  Ah!  you  fweet  fine  vife  (kijjes  her),  dat 
von  kifs  is  dearer  to  my  gout  den  foup  or  falladdej 
allons  !  Sir  Harry  (hall  pay  me  my  bill,  or  make 
me  Member  of  Parliament*  f  Exeunt. 


END   OF    THE    FIRST    ACT. 


v6i.  iv.  v  u 
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ACT     II. 


SCENE   I. 

A  Street  before  another  Milliner's  Shop, 
Enter  POLLY  and  Mrs.  CHAINSTICH.' 

POLLY. 

W  ELL,  coufin  Chainftich,  thanks  to  our  hack- 
ney-coach,"I'm- out  of  gun-mot  of  that  old  pirate 
my  guardian ;  now  let  him  barter  me  off  to  his 
fine  Sir  Harry  Fangle. — But  my  fweet,  dear,  beft 
of  coufins,  1  aflure  you,  I  am  very  well  at  my 
needle,,  and  if  you  will,  as  you  promifed,  but  re- 
commend me  to  fome  reputable  ihop  of  y9ur  trade 
here,  in  this  part  of  the  town,  only  to  weather  it 
out  for  a  few  months,  'till  I  am  of  age  and  out 
of  my  guardian's  power :  then,  when  in  full  com- 
mand ot  myfelf  and  fortune — I'll  make  you  rny 
Chaplain. 

Mrs.  Chain,  Ah !  Mifs  Polly,  this  is  a  mad  ftep 
• — However,  to  get  even  to  work  in  a  reputable 
mop,  muft  be  attended  with  lefs  danger  than  a 
young  creature,  like  you,  to  go  by  yourfelf  into 
lodgings. 

Polly.  Upon  my  honor  this  is  a  very  tafty-look- 
ing  Ihop.  Oh,  my  dear  coufin,  now  if  you  knew 
the  people— 

Mrs, 
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Mrs.  Chain.  I  think  I  do.     Ha,  ha,  ha ; 

Polly.  Then  perhaps,  on  your  recommendation, 
they'll  employ  me — come,  {going  to  the  door, 

Jiops*) But,  avail;  we  had  befl  knock  at  the 

hall-door  ;  iliou'd  not  chufe  to  plump  in  like  a 
forty-pounder  among  the  girls. 

Mrs.  Chain,  Little  thinks,  tho'  fo  far  from  the 
place  (he  left,  that  (he's  going  to  a  (hop  belong- 
ing to  the  lame  people,  (ajide}  {The  door  opens') 
Step  in,  Mils. 

Polly.  Steer  up,  little  coxen.  [Goes  in. 

Mrs.  Chain.  This  may  prevent  her  ruin  ,  and 
even  cou'd  me  efcape,  by  her  guardian  keeping  her 
fo  fcant  of  pocket  money,  (he'd  find  but  a  cold 
reception  any  where.  I'll  reftore  her  fafe  into  .their 
bands,  and  fo  I'm  clear  of  the  bufinefs. 

[Goes  in. 


SCENE  II. 

A  Parlour. 

/?/  the  Back  a  Milliner's  Shop,  terminating  with  a 
View  of  the  Street  through  the  Glafs  J)oors. 

Enter  COEFFEUSE. 

Coef.  Aliens,  Maitre  de  Bob,  come^ — my  'prentice. 
Enter  BOB  DOBBIN,  drejfed  ridicuhujly . 

Fort  bien,  vous  avez  une  tres  beau  figure,  en  verite 
i — You  arc  to  confider,  dis  is  not  Cheapiide  (hop 
jpu  were  in  juft  now  ;  dere  you  were  at  de  tail  of 

fafhion 
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fafhion — Now  you  are  at  my  own  mop,  in  dc  veft 
end  of  de  town,  at  the  very  head  of  fafhion. 

Bob.  Yes,  Sir,  I've  a  head  of  fafhion. 

Coef.  I  am  fo  vext,  Mifs  Polly  Gunnel  run  away 
from  her  guardian,  my  broder  -3  and  Sir  Henry  to 
beat  my  ear  ;  and  dere  he's  gone  to  Doftor  Com- 
mons, for  licence  to  marry  Lady  Dolphin  dis 
morning.  Bqf:  me  will  want  her  head  drefs — You 
girls  (calls  at  the  fide} — make  hafte  with  Lady 
Dolphin's  cap.  Bob,  my ''prentice  boy,  I  muft 
teach  you  how  to  fell  my  goods  to  my  cuflomers. 
Let's  hear  how  you  wou'd  talk  to  dem. 

Bob.  I'd  ftand  at  the  door,  and  I'd  fay,  walk  in 
Ladies,  what  do  you  buy  ? — buy,  buy,  buy,  buy. 

Coef.  Bob  !  diable  vat  buy  is  dat  ?  do  you  tink 
3'ou're  at  the  old  cloaths  fhop  in  Monmouth-ftreet, 
or  a  pluck-"em-in  at  a  Crambon-alley  bonnet- 
fhop — Ah !  I  muft  give  you  my  leflbn  myfelf— - 
You  muft  always  fmile  upon  de  Ladies,  de  cul- 
tomers.  Look,  dis  vay  (grimaces — Bob  imitates} 
bien.  Let  her  do  vat  (he  vill,  always  fmile. 

Bob.  I  love  to  fmile  upon  the  Ladies,  he,  he, 
he  ! — But  if,  as  you  fay,  they  come  and  chatter 
for  half  an  hour,  and  make  me  pull  all  the  things 
in  the  fhop  about,  and  find  fault,  and  tumble  and 
rumple,  and  cheapen  and  higgle  and  giggle,  and 
then  walk  off  without  buying  any  thing 4 

Coef.  Let's  hear  what  you'd  do  then. 

Bob.  I'd  hand  them  to  the  coach  doqr,  fmirking 
all  the  way,  and  when  they  are  feated,  I'd  make  a 
low  bow,  and  with  the  fweeteft  fmikr— fo  (gri- 
maces) I'd  fay,  an't  pleafe  your  Ladyfhip,  to  the 
devil  I  pitch  your  cuftom.  (bows) — Hem  1  Drive 
on,  John. 
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Coef.  Ah  !  barbare  ! — And  yet,  he,  he  he! — ven 
de  Lady  go  off  vidout  buying,  while  the  fmile  is 
c>n  my  mout,  begar  dat  very  devil  is  on  the  top  of 
my  tongue,  ah  !  ha,  ha  ! — Here  comes  a  young- 
Lady — now  I'll  (how  you  how  to  behave  to  de 
cuftomers,  look,  vatch  me,  my  'prentice  boy. 

Enter  POLLY. 

Serviteur,  Madame,  (cringes  and  bows — Bob  imi- 
tates him  ridiculoujly)  She  is  grande  Lady. 

Bob.  So  me  is — Sir,  will  you  buy  me  a  filver 
watch,  if  you  pleafe.  (to  Coeffeufe^  as  he  is  prepar- 
ing to  addrefs  Polly  with  ceremony) 

Coef.  Diable  !  you  wafch  my  buflnefs.  (apart) 
Madame  your  plaifir  ? 

Polly,  (curt fey s^  turns  to  the  fide,  and  calls  in  an 
under  tone)  Coufin  Chainftitch  !  Yes,  my  convoy 
has  flipt  her  cable. 

Coef.  Madame,  I  fee  you're  a  Lady  of  fafhion, 
by  coming  to  my  (hop.  (bows) 

Bob.  Ma'am,  you're  right  to  come  to  our  mop. 
(bows)  O  fhe's  very  pretty,  (afide) 

Coef.  Here  you  have  every  fafhion — De  firft 
from  Paris. 

Bob.  Ma'am  we  are  firft  from  Paris  (bows)— 
She's  fo  handfome.  (ajide) 

Coef.  (apart  to  Bob)  Dis  is  fome  Lady  of  great 
rank. 

Polly.  Sir,  tho'  my  appearance  may  befpeak — 

Coef.  Ma'am,  vat  ever  you  befpeak  (hall  be  done 
in  de  treading  of  a  needle.  But,  Madame,  I  have 
de  tippet,  de  hat,  de  cloak,  de  cap,  ready  made, 
dat  muft  become  dat  amiable,  contour. 

Bob.  Yes,  Ma'am,  the  cap's  behind  the  counter, 
(bows)  She's  fo  beautiful  !  (afide) 
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Polly.  Avail,  my  hearties- — you're  upon  a  wrong 
look-out ;  I  come  to  offer  mylelf,  and  think  you'll 
not  repent,  if  you  rate  me  able  on  your  books. 

Coef.  -She  is  a  Lady  of  famion,  by  wanting  fo 
foon  to  get  into  my  books,  (apart  to  Bob}  Ma- 
dame, vid  flrangers  I  do  always  deal  for  ready 
money. 

Bob.  Yes,  Ma'am,  and  I  love  ready  money. 
(bows) 

Polly.  I  hope,  Sir,  when  you  try  me  with  a 
fpell  at  my  needle. 

Coef.  Her  needle  !  Oh  \  Ihe  make  her  own  mil- 
lenary, (apart)  Well,  Madame,  I  do  Tell  all  de 
material — de  gaufe,  de  tiffany,  de  wire. 

Polly.  Then,  Sir,  if  you'll  employ  me  as  a 
work- woman— -I  hope  I  fliall 

Coef.  Ha  !  you're  a  girl  come  for  work — Oh  ! 
oh  \  (changes  to  a  contemptuous  manner)  Attend  a 
jne,  you  firrah.  [Exit. 

Bob.  Go  to  work,  my  girl,  (ape'mg  Coeffettfe) 

Polly.  So — this  French  coaft  affords  no  harbour 
to  a  poor  veflel  in  diftrefs.  But  its  all  the  fault 
of  oar  own  fex,  to  encourage  men  in  an  employ- 
ment that  fuits  only  the  trifling  delicacy  of  a 
woman.  Why  now,  what  a  mame  to  fee  a  young 
fellow  like  you,  inftead  of  being  employed  in  fomc 
manly  exercife,  furrounded  here  with  band -boxes, 
gaufe,  thread,  pins  and  tiffany — Hearky — Are  you 
a  Briton  ? 

Bob.  No,  I'm  an  Englimman. 

Polly.  And  commanded  by  a  Frenchman,  ah ! 
you  lolly -pop. 

Bob.  And  has  my  father — as  wife  a  'poticary  as 
ever  thump'd  a  peftle,  fent  me  up  here,  to  this  great 
London,  and  all  that  money  paid  down  by  uncle 

for 
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for  my  'prentice  fee,  only  to  make  me  a  lolly-pop  ? 
—  But  as  yoifre  in  diftreis,  I  won't  be  angry  with: 
you. 

Polly.  Coufm  Chainftitch  to  forfake  me  !  Loft 
my  rudder,  and  what  courfe  to  fleer  I  know  not. 

Bob.  Only  I'm  a  itranger,  or  elfe  I'd  lee  you 
home. 

Polly,  I  am  a  ftranger  myfelf,  and  have  no  home. 


Bob.  Poor  pretty  foul  ! 

Mrs.  Coeffeufe.  (without)  I  don't  like  one  of 
them. 

Bob.  Mifs,  ftop  !  don't  go  away  ;  here  comes 
my  miftrefs,  I'll  try  to  make  her  hire  you. 

Enter  Mrs.  COEFFEUSE. 

Mrs.  Coef.  Such  a  parcel  of  flaunting,  fleering 
huffies  as  my  hufband  employs  here. 

Bob.  So  they  are,  Ma'am,  very  bold  ;  I  wifh 
you'd  employ  this  young  woman. 

Mrs.  Coef.  Oh  !  the  girl  Mr.  Coeffeufe  told  me 
of. 

Bob.  Look,  fhe'sfo  modeft  —  out  of  the  country. 

Mrs.  Coef.  Ah  !  not  the  better  for  that  ! 

Bob.  Oh  that—  is,  Ma'am—  She's  out  of  the 
country,  becauie  fne's  now  in  town  —  you  know, 
ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Mrs.  Coef.  When  we  take  a  'prentice,  the  fee 
pays  our  trouble  in  teaching  them  the  bufinefs,  but 
a  raw,  inexperienced  journeywoman  I  never  will 
have.  —  If  Ihe  had  been  in  any  fhop  in  town, 
indeed. 

Bcb.  Oh,  (he  has,  Ma'am.  —  Say  yes.  (apart  to 
Pollv)  You  know  you  faid  you  had  work'd  in 
town,  (winks) 
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Mrs.  Coef.  And  where,  pray  ? 

Polly.  A  league  and  a  half  from  this. 

Mrs.  Coef.  Where  ? 

Bob.  Tell  her  any  where,  (apart  to  Polly') 

Polly.  In  Cheapfide,  Ma'am. 

Sob.  The  deuce  !  that's  too  near  our  other  fhor5. 
(of*) 
.  Mrs.  Coef.  Cheapfide — with  who  there,  pray  ? 

Polly.  Lord,  I  don't  know — any  name,  but — - 
{afidt)  at  Mrs.  Coeffeufe,  Ma'am. 

Bob.  The  devil !     Now  (he's  fettled  all.  (afide) 

Mrs.  Coef.  Why  here's  a  girl  I  employ'd  that 
I  never  faw  before,  {afide)  1  have  been  at  Mrs. 
Coeffeufe,  and  don't  recollect  ever  having  feen  you 
there. 

Polly,  Can't  you  help  me  out,  my  lad.  (apart 
to  Bob) 

Bob.  Ah  !  you're  out  enough  already  without 
my  helping,  (apart) 

Polly.  Ma'm — I—good  morning  to  you,  Ma'm< 
(going) 

Mrs.  Coef.  Stop,  Mifs. — I  Draft  get  to  the  bot- 
tom of  this  affair,  (afide)  I  was  faying,  I  re- 
mark'd,  that  I  never  faw  you  at  Monfieur  Coef- 
feufe's  (hop. 

folly.  As  you  fay  Ma'am,  I  was  not  ftation'd  in 
the  houfe,  as  Monlieur  Coeffeufe  not  being  quite 
contented  with  his  wife's  portion  of  beauty — 

Mrs.  Coef.  Is  n't  he  indeed,  ha,  ha  !  (offering 
a  laugh] 

Polly.  For  you  know,  Ma'am,  (he  is  a  very 
ordinary  woman. 

Bob.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  I  beg  your  pardon,  Mifs, 
but  this  Lady  does  n't  know  any  fuch  thing,  d'ye 
Ma'am,  (to  Mrs.  Coef.)  ha,  ha,  ha! 

Polly.  What  does  the  boy  laugh  at  ? 

Mrs* 
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Mrs.  Coef.  Then  I  fuppofe  Monfieur  CoefTeufe 
was  quite  captivated  with  your  beauty  Mils. 

Polly.  I  mould  not  fay  that  Ma'am,  but  the 
caufe  of  your  not  feeing  me  in  the  (bop — was — I 
fuppofe  it  was  for  no  good  purpofe,  his  bringing 
me  the  work,  and  making  me  do  it  at  my  own 
apartment. 

Mrs.  Coef.  Ha  ! — Oh,  then  you're  a  chamber- 
milliner — (farcaftically)  So,  this  is  the  way  he 
lerves  me,  is  it  ? 

Bob.  No  Ma'am  this  is  the  way  he  ferves  other 
Ladies,  ah,  ah,  ah  !  oh,  did  i  think  when  I  come 
'prentice,  that  I  mould  have  fuch  fun,  ah,  ah,  ah  ! 
I'd  be  bound  'prentice  every  day,  if  I  was  fare  of 
having  fo  much  'laughing  at  my  miftrefs — but 
Mils,  I  don't  think  his  wife's  fo  very  ordinary  ; 
now  do  you  Ma'am  ?  ( fo  Mrs  Coef. ) 

Polly.  I  never  favv  much  of  her,  but  her  hufband 
ws'd  to  tell  me  me  was  a  fright. 
Bob.  Ha,  ha,   ha! 

Polly.  I  can't  help  laughing  myfelf,  tho*  I  am 
Cure  1  don't  know  what  at,  ah,  ah,  ah  f 

Mrs.  Coef.  Yes,  this  mutt  be  one  of  his  huflies, 
that  comes  to  affront  me. 

Polly.  Well  Ma'am,  does  it  &it  you  to  give  me 
employment. 

Bob.  Lord,  (he'll  give  you  all  the  whole  fhop, 
fhe's  fo  fond  of  you,  ha,  ha,  ha  !  fee  how  pleafant 
Ihe  looks  at  you  now. 

Mrs.  Coef.  Very  fine  !  but  my  hufband  mail  rue 
this. 

Euter  COEFFEUSE. 

Look  at  that  young  woman,  a'n't  you  amam'd  of 
yourfelf? 

VOL.  iv.  x  x  Coef. 

\ 
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Coef.  Shamed,  no  Madame,  I've  got  more  young 
women  already,  than  I  am  able  to.  do  for. 

Mrs.  Coef.  Oh!  fyc,  fye  !   what  boaft  of  it! 

Coef.  Rien,  Madame  Coeffeufe,  if  you  infift, 
follow  me  up  ftairs,  Ma  chere  Fille.  (going) 

Mrs.  Coef.  (inter pofing)  Excufe  me,  Sir,  you 
may  go  again  to  her  apartment,  but  you  fhall 
never  bring  yc.ur  creatures  into  mine.  [Exit. 

Polly.  Car,  this  be  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Coeffeufe  that 
keep  this  ihop  too,  I've  got  all  amongft  the  breakers. 

Faggot,   (without)  Polly's  in  here,  you  fay  ? 

Polly.  My  guaidian  ! 

Coef.   My  broder,  de  bifcuit  baker  1 

Faggot,  (without)  I'll  find  her  tho'  fhe's  hid  in 
the  oven. 

Polly.  Coufm  Chainftitch  has  betray'd  me.  (ajlde) 

Enter  FAGGOT. 

Faggot.  You  are  there,  Mi  fs,  crack  my  boots. 

Polly.  Yes,  I'm  taken. 

Bob.  Taken!  poor  foul! 

Faggot.  Come  along,  I'll  make  you  pay  for— ' 
(lays  hold  of  Polly) 

Bob.  Stop,  what's  the  debt,  Mr.  Bailey  ? 

Faggot.  Debt ! 

Bob.  She  (han't  go  to  gaol  if  that  can  pay  it. 
(Jhews  money]  Not  much  cafli,  but  you  mall  fee 
I've  fpirit — there — All  the  corn  in  Egypt. 

Faggot,  I  fancy  yours  is  the  fpirit  of  barley 
corn. 

Coef.  Mifs,  tho',  I  don't  know  how,  yet  I  find 
you  have  made  miichief  between  me  and  my 
wife  j  fo  allez !  hors  de  ma — go  out  of  my  par- 
tour. 

Faggot, 
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Faggot.  Go  out  of  my  parlour !  crack  my  thumb, 
is  that  your  French  manners  to  a  young  lady,  after 
yourielf  inviting  her  to  town  ? 

Coef.  (afide)  Diable,  can  this  be  Ma'mfelle  Polly, 
from  Plymouth. 

Faggot.  And  are  thefe  your  promifes  too,  where's 
your  man  of  falhion,  your  Sir  Harry  Fangle,  that 
xvas  to  marry  her,  but  I'll  find  him  out,  and  fee 
what  he  fays  on  the  bufinefs.  Come  along,  Polly. 

Polly.  You  needn't  take  me  in  tow— I'll  keep  in 
your  wake,  old  Crank ;  and  for  you,  my  lad,  (to 
Bob)  for  your  well-meant  generofity  on  this  unhoi- 
pitable  more,  if  fortune  fhou'd  ever  turn  you  adrift, 
you  fhan't  overfet  for  want  of  balluft,  while  Polly 
Gunnel  can  command  a  yellow-boy. 

[Exeunt  Polly  and  Faggot. 

Coef.  What  den,  dat  is  Mifs  Polly.  She  is  the 
littel  lying  baggage. 

Bob.  Stop — I  won't  hear  an  ill  word  faid  of  this 
fweet  girl — The  man  that  wou'd  turn  a  poor  dif- 
trefled  woman  out  of  a  palace,  don't  deferve  to  be 
matter  of  a  cobler's  ftall. 

Coef.  Carry  that  band-box  to  Lady  Dowager  de 
Dolphin. 

Bob.  Me  carry  a  band -box  ! — I  won't. 

Coef.  Jump,  my  'prentice  boy,  Biddy  Gymp 
(hall  (hew  you  the  way. 

Bob.  And  can't  Biddy  Gymp  (hew  herfelf  the 
way? 

Coef.  Non.  She  go  to  carry  the  ruffle  to  Cap- 
tain O'Bam ;  I  know  my  bufinefs,  I  always  fend 
home  my  girls  vid  de  thing  to  the  Gentlemen,  and 
make  de  boy  bring  de  tings  to  de  Ladies.  Obey 
your  duty,  my  'prentice,  or  I  vill  tell  my  Lord 
Mayor  of  London  of  you.  [Exeunt. 

xx  2  SCENE 
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SCENE  III. 

Oxford  Street. 

Enter  FRANK  DOBBIN. 

Frank.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  When  my  brother  Galen, 
comes  to  know,  that  inftead  of  a  iurgeon,  I  have 
made  his  Ton  a  milliner,  how  the  country  apothe- 
cary will  flare.  But  I  think  I'm  pretty  fafe,  he 
hasn't  been  in  London  thefe  thirty  years,  and 
may  not  come  for  thirty  more,  fo  can  hear  nothing 
of  it  till  Boh  goes  down  for  a  Chriftmas  or  fo,  and 
then  the  Lord  knows  where  I  (hall  be,  ha,  ha,  ha! 
— Ha,  yonder  is  Bob— why  Bob  !  (looking  out)  the 
awkward  rogue  - —  Monfieur  Coeftbule's  millinary 
won't  be  the  nicer  tor  Bob's  mode  ot  carrying  it. 
(retires,  looking  up) 

Enter  GALEN  DOIBIN  and  POST-BOY. 

Galen.  An  Oxford  Road  I  remember  very  well. 

ftijl-boy.  Lord,  Mafter,  I  can't  tell  what  you, 
remcmbtr— but  this  is  Oxford  flreet ;  1  remember 
every  paflenger  gives  me  a  (hilling. 

Galen.  Then  there's  two  (hillings,  as  you  have 
whipp'd  me  into  London  for  the  firft  time  thefe 
thir  y  years. 

Poft-boy.  Thank  ye,  mafter.  [Exit. 

Galen.  Now.  for  my  brother  Frank's  Inn  at 
Snow  hill  j  or  had  I  beft  go  to  Surgeon  Tourni- 
quet ?  for  I  fuppofe  by  this  Bob  is  bound — I'll  en- 
quire—Ho !  honeft  friend ! 

Enter 
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Enter  COACH- WATERMAN* 

Wat.  Want  a  coach,  your  honor? 

Galen.  Pi  ay,  do  you  know  Surgeon  Tourni- 
quet's? 

Wat.  Sir  John,  who  ? 

Galen.  Pho,  pho!  no,  Sir  John — he's  a  (ur- 
ge on — a.  doctor. 

Wat.  Dodor,  what  * 

Galen.  Plhaw !  an  amazing  length  this  Oxford- 
ftreet,  as  they  now  call  it — In  the  High-ftreet  of  our 
town,  there  are  no  lefs  than  three  of  my  profeffion 
— «;his  mud  be  a  mile — (looking  up  and  down')  Pray, 
friend,  how  many  apothecaries  mops  are  there  in 
this  ftreet  ? 

Wat.  'Pothecaries  (hops !  faith,  I  can't  even  tell 
how  many  beer-houfes  in  it 

Galen.  Since  I've  got   to  this  end  of  the  town, 

I'll  call  firft  to Pray  how  are  the  fields  at  this 

feafon  between  this  and  Mary-le-Bone  ? 

Wat.  tields! — Faith,  Sir,  the  kitchens  and  par- 
lours, and  cellars  aud  garrats,  are  the  only  fields 
that  I  know  of  between  this  and  Mary  le  Bone. 

Ga'en.  What  a  change  has  thirty  years  produc'd 
in  this  town.  How  ihall  I  make  my  way  through 
this  new  foreft  of  brick  ? 

Wat.  I  think,  Sir,  as  you're  a  ftranger,  you'H 
make  your  way  bed  in  a  hackney-coach — I'll  get 
you  a  genteel  one,  and  I'll  open  the  door  and  I'll 
pull  down  the  fteps,  and  I'll  ram  down  the  hay 
in  about  your  legs,  and  I'll  put  up  the  flcps  and 
I'll  (hut  you  up  there,  as  fnug  as  a  rabbit — Sure, 
that's  the  way  I  earn  a  few  halfpence 

Galen.  And  pray,  what  are  you  ? 

Wat.  I'm  a  waterman. 

Galen. 
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Galen.  And  come  up  all  the  way  here,  from  the 
Thamesv  to  attend  upon  hackney-coaches — I'm 
fure  that's  amazing  civil  of  you — Dear!  how  things 
are  chang'd  fince  my  time — I'll  Hip  in  fomewhere, 
and  fend  a  card  to  the  Surgeon. 

Wat.  Yonder's  the  Stratford,  Sir. 

Galen.  The  what  ? 

Wat.  Arrah,  the  cofTee-houfe,  where  Gentlemen 
go  to  eat  and  flee  p. 

Galen.  Then  I'll  give  you  fixpence,  if  you'll  take 
a  note  for  me  to  Snow- hill. 

Wat.  Me  !  what  do  you  mean  ?  Wou'd  you 
make  a  porter  of  me  ?  I  fcorn  your  words — 
Make  an  O'RarTerty  an  errand-boy,  you  infulting 
man — know  who  you  fpeak  to  always  fiift.  Porter 
indeed  !  I'd  have  you  to  know,  fellow,  I  defpife 
your  fixpence  !  Will  you  give  us  a  milling  ? 

Galen.  No;  I  will  not. 

Wat.  No  !  you  faucy  old  beggarman  ? 

[Exit,  muttering. 

Galen.  There's  an  impudent    rafcal ! Dear, 

dear  !  this  town  is  turn'd  topfy-turvy  !  I  might  as 
well  have  dropt  into  Pekin  or  Conftantinople  ! — 
But  the  joy  of  feeing  my  fon  Bob  a  fcientitic,  re- 
gular-bred furgeon,  will  repay  all  my  labour,  all 
my  expence.  By  this  time,  I  dare  fay,  his  mafler 
has  brought  him  in  his  chariot,  his  rounds  among 
the  patients.  How  furpriz'd  and  overjoy'd  will 
he  and  brother  Frank  be  to  fee  me — Eh  !  is  not 
that  Frank— Why— Brother  Frank. 

FRANK  advances,  looking  out ',  not  feeing  Galen. 

Frank.  Stupid  !  the  young  rogue  will  drop  the 
bandbox  in  the  kennel,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
Galen.  What  Frank  ! 

Frank. 
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Frank,  (turning)  My  brother  !  all 's  up  by  Jove. 
(afide}— Galen,  what  the  duece  brought  you  to 
town  ? 

Galen.  Why  the  only  patient  that  cou'd  keep 
me,  flip'd  out  of  my  hand,  'Squire  Fog  has  taken 
it  into  his  head,  to  rife  at  feven,  walk  three 
times  round  Violet  Hill,  then  get  his  breakfaft 
from  the  dairy  and  the  hen-rooft,  fo  I  gave  him  up, 
—-Sir  Ben  Hedic  forfooth  wou'd  try  earth  bath- 
ing, and  fo  got  drown'd  by  a  tomb-ftone — dealt 
with  me  to  the  laft  tho*,  and  quitted  this  trouble- 
fome  field  like  an  hero,  brandifhing  one  of  my 
empty  bottles  in  his  hand — But  is  Bob  bound  ? 

Frank.  Yes  he  is  bound — and  I  wilh  you'd  been 
bound  too,  to  your  counter  at  home,  (afide) 

Galtn.  That's  well,  eh,  .and  was'n't  the  boy 
rejoic'd — befoiel  die,  I  hope  to  fee  him  as  famous 
as  Hunger,  Jebb,  Pott,  or  Hawkins — Frank, 
has  he  begun  to  walk  the  Hoipitals  ? 

Frank,  (looking  out)  Suppofe  you  and  I  walk 
this  way. 

Galen.  Why? — flop — isn't  thisBob.  (looking out) 
Frank.  Yes,  I  think  it  is.  (confufed)  What  mall 
I  do.  (ajide) 

Galen.  What  great  blue  box  is  that  on  his  head. 
Frank.  I  don't   know,  without  its   his  cafe  of 
inftruments. 

Galen.  A  devil  of  a  large  cafe. 
Frank.  Yes,   you   know  every  thing  is  upon  a 
larger  fcale  here  in   town,  than  what  they  are  with 
you  in  the  country. 

Galen.  True,  true,  how  wonderfully  every  thing 
is  improv'd  fince  my  time  ;  a  furgeon  then  cou'd 
carry  his  inftruments  in  his  fide  pocket,  and  here  a 
boy,  only  a  'prentice  a  few  days,  marches  about  the 
ftreets  with  a  cafe  on  his  head,  like  a  milk-pail. 

Enter 
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Enter  BOB  DOBBIN,  with  a  large  bandbox  on  bis 
head. 

Sob.  Biddy !  ^looking baik)V\e  loft  Biddy  Gymp. 

Galen.  Why  Bob,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Bob.  La  father !  fo  you're  come  to  town,  hovr 
are  you,  how  are  you  father  ? 

Galen.  How  do  you  do,  Dodor  Bob  ? 

Bob.  Ah,  fee  now  uncle,  father's  (till  at  his 
doclorfhips.  (to  Frank) 

Frank.  Well,  well,  humour  him,  you  know  he'll 
talk  no  other  way.  (apart  to  Bob) 

Galen.  Ah,  Bob  1  but  where's  your  wig  ? 

Bob.  Wig? 

Galen.  In  my  days,  the  very  boys  of  your  pro- 
feflion  wore  a  wig  like  a  bee- hive. 

Bob.  Do  you  hear  him  ?— Now  whoever  heard 
talk  of  a  milliner's  wig.  (apart  to  Frank  Dobbin) 

Frank.  Well,  child,  you  muft  not  contradict 
him.  (apart) 

Galen.  'Been  among'ft  the  patients  already  ? 

Bdb.  Patients  ! — There's  more  of  it.  (to  Frank 
Lord,  Sir,  I  am  going  to  a  cuftomer. 

Galen.  Oh  !  what  now — Perhaps  they  call  them 
cuftomers. 

Frank.  Yes,  brother,  its  the  new  fafhion. 

Galen.  Dear,  how  things  are  chang'd  in  this  town, 
(ince  my  time ;  and  who  is  this  cuftomer — eh,  eh, 
eh — I  don't  know  but  cuftomer  is  a  very  good 
name. 

Bob.  It's  one  Lady  Dowager,  I've  heard  fay 
(he's  a  Dolphin. 

Galen.  A  Dolphin !  but  I  won't  a(k  to  (hew  my 
ignorance,  (afide)  Ha!  and  what's  her  complaint, 
Bob? 

Frank. 
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Frank.  Come,  Sir,  now  you're  too  hard  upon 
him.  He  can't  have  learn'd  quite  To  far  as  that 
yet. 

Bob,  Yes,  I  have  tho' — Sir  (he  complains  that 
her  laft  cap  was  too  little. 

Galen.  Oh,  poor  lady,  then  her  head's  fwelPd  ! 

Bob.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  I  warrant  it  is,  Sir,  with 
rice  flour  and  lavender  pomatum. 

Galen.  No  Bob,  there's  a  tumour  in  the  occi- 
put. Eh !  may  be  an  operation  is  neceflary :  hat 
your  mailer  performs  it,  if  fo,  and  no  offence, 
I'll  go  and  fee  what  part  you  bear  in  it  Bob. 

Frank.  I  think  you  had  beft  nor. 

Galen.  But  I  will  tho'. 

Frank.  Then  if  I  can — I'll — {afide  ft  eating  away) 

Galen.  Stay  Frank  j  where  aie  you  going?  if 
this  cuftomer,  as  you  fay,  is  a  lady.  Bob  fhall 
appear  decent  on  the  occafion — hey !  there's  a 
barbers  (hop  yonder,  if  five  pounds  can  do  it,  my 
boy  ftiail  have  a  medical  pate. 

Coef.   (fings  wit  bout.) 

Bob.  Oh,  Sir,  here's  my  matter. 

Frank.  The  devil !   (afide) 

Enter  C  o  E  F  F  E  u  SE  ,  finging. 

Coef.  What  do  you  (land  chattering  herc>  my 
'prentice  boy  ?  Why  don't  you  take  the  vork 
home  to  my  lady  dowager  ?  She  waits  for  her 
wedding  clothes,  and  her  bridegroom,  Sir  Harry 
Fangle,  will  be  at  her  houfe,  in  one  quarter  of  an 
Lour.  Dere  'ris  de  fourth  door  in  Berner's-ftreet. 
Allez  vous  en.  [E#/V. 

Galen.  What,  is  that  Surgeon  Tourniquet  ? 

Bob.  Ah,  ah,  ah  !     my  father's  head  runs  of 

VOL.  iv.  Y  Y  nothing 
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nothing  but  furgeons  and  apothecaries.  —  Now 
for  the  cuftomer,  allez  vouzent.  \Exit. 

Galen.  There's  a  pair  of  doctors  for  you  !  in  my 
time,  there  was  the  gold-headed  cane,  fnuff-box 
large  as  a  ftand-difli,  fcarlet  cloak,  grave  pace, 
but  now  they  trip  up  to  the  patients  with  "  allez 

[Exeunt. 


en 


SCENE  IV  ;  and  la/I. 

A  Dre/mg  Room. 
LADY  DOLPHIN  difcover'd  at  her  Toilet. 

Lady  D.  Fidget !  why  Fidget ! 
Enter  FIDGET. 

Was  Sir  Harry  at  home  ? 

Fidget.  No,  my  Lady,  they  faid  he  was  gone 
into  the  city. 

Lady  D.  What  cou'd  bring  him  to  the  city  on 
our  wedding  day  too  ;  nobody  yet  from  the  mil- 
liners ?  I'll  not  fee  any  one  'till  I'm  drefs'd,  not 
even,  Sir  Harry. 

Fidget.  My  Lady,  here's  a  card,  one  of  his 
footmen  left  this  moment. 

Lady  D.  (reads)  "  My  charming  bride,  adored 
"  Lady  Dolphin,  I  fly  to  your  arms — juft  re- 
«'  turn'd  from  the  Commons  with  a  licence." 
Oh  then  that  was  his  bulinefs  in  the  city.  "  that 
"  Ihall  make  all  mankind  envy  the  happy 

HENRY  FANGLE." 

What  ardor  !    what  tendernefs  —  pad   two,   we 
fhall  foon  be  at  the  altar,  heigho  ! 

Fidget. 
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Fidget.  Heigho  for  a  hufband  ;  my  Lady,  I 
wiflh  1  was  going  to  church  upon  the  fame  er- 
rand. 

Lady  D.  Sir  Harry  will  furprife  me  ;  I  never 
fhall  be  ceady — aftonifhingly  bad  of  the  milliner, 
not  fending  the  things  to  his  time. 

Fidget.  He  can't  be  long  now  Ma'am,  Monfieur 
Coeffeufe  is  generally  pretty  punctual. 

Bob.  (without)  I  tell  you  father  you  had  bed 
flay  below. 

Fidget.  I  fancy  my  lady  here's  fomebody  from 
trie  milliner's,  for  I  have  the  glimpfe  of  a  band 
box,  coming  up  flairs. 

Enter  BOB  in  a  large  V/ig,  an  JG  ALEX  DOBBIN. 

Bob.  An't  pleafe  you  Ma'am,  I've  brought 

'Galen.  What  a  bawling — child — never  fpeak 
fo  loud  in  a  fick  perfon's  apartment — Frank, 
why  Frank  Dobbin,  (calling  'very  loud  at  the  fide) 
Gone  !  ha  !  that  brother  of  mine  never  had  a 
tafte  for  operations. 

Lady  D.  Lard  !  what  men  are  thefe  Fidget  ? 

Fidget.  What  a  pair  of  Biftiops  ! 

Lady  D.  Your  bufinefs,  pray  ? 

Gale*.  Softly  my  good  lady,  I'm  an  old  Phar- 
macopolia,  and  my  fon  Bob  here  is  a  young  Chir^ 
urgiolicum. 

Bob.  Why  father  !  ma'm  it's  no  fuch  thing, 
I'm  no  Jollycum. 

Galen.  Be  quiet  child !  ma'am,  Bob  Dobbin's 
of  the  new  pradice,  and  I'm  of  the  old  fchool. 

Bob.  Yes,  ma'am,  father's  an  old  fool,  (bows) 

Galen.  Bob,  me  don't  look  ill— ,but  you  know 
y  Y  2  little 
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little  yet    of  fymptoms  !  I'll  queftion   her  my- 
felf.  (apart) 

Lady  D.  Ha,  ha,  ha  \  this  is  the  ftrangeft — 
I  don't  know  whether  to  be  angry  or  pleafed— 
Fidget,  ftep  down  and  alk  what  all  this  is  about  ? 

Bob.  I  afk  your  ladyfliip's  pardon,  but  I'd 
fooner  fall  upon  my  fciflars,  than  offend  your 
ladyfliip ;  only  my  mafter  fending  thefe  goods 
home  to  you  by  me,  and  father  meeting  me  in 
the  ftreet  wou'd  as  it  were  have  a  finger  in  the 
pye.  (bows] 

Fidget,  (opening  the  land-box)  O  yes,  ma'am, 
they  are  the  new  things  from  the  milliners. 

Lady  D.  Strange  he  Ihou'd  employ  fueh  odd 
fort  of  people. 

Bob.  Ma'am  it's  matter's  method  to  make  us 
boys,  bring  home  the  things  to  the  ladies,  (bows) 

Lady  D.  Have  you  brought  the  flowers  ? 

Galen.  Oh,  Bob,  where's  the  camomile. 

Lady  D.  Fidget,  take  out  the  things. 

Galen.  Bob  !  open  the  cafe,  come  I  long  to  fee 
your  apparatus.  (Fidget  goes  to  the  box]  Stop  ' 
llop  !  thefe  are  no  play  things  for  girls  like  you. 

Fidget.  Giils  like  me  indeed  ! 

Galen.  Yes,  child,  as  far  as  a  nurfe,  you  may 
be  very  well  for  the  fick  lady  here,  but  for  cathe- 
ters, gorget,  forceps,  fillets,  lints,  and  perfera- 
tors;  go,  and  play  with  your  bodkin  child — or 
if  you  mutt.be  bufy  here,  go  warm  the  water- 
gruel. — You  handle  a  probe,  you  jade  ! 

Fidget.  Lord  ma'am,  I  don't  know  what  to 
make  of  them — Come,  get  along  with  your  great 
wii»s — my  lady  is  going  to  drefs. 

Galen, 


THE  MAN-MILLINER.  357 

Galen.  Ah  !  then  you  {han't  drefs  her,  miftrefs 
little  wig,  tho'  (mart  you  are 

Fidget.  Then  hang  me  if  I  don't  call  a  foot- 
man that  (hall  drefs  you  both  handibmely,  if  you 
don't  immediately  go  down  ftairs. 

Galen.  Footman  !  ma'am  if  your  lady&ip  will 
venture  to  try  Bob ;  he  thinks  he  can  do  it. 

Rob.  Not  I  ma'am,  I  can't  do  it. — I  wenc 
'prentice  only  to  day.  Why,  is  the  devil  in  you 
father,  (apart) 

Galen.  Sirrah  !  ma'am  dy'e  want  to  be  phle- 
bottomiz'd.  This  boy  bleeds  as  well  as  any  apo- 
thecary in  London.  Taught  him  myfelf — made 
him  practice  two  hours  every  day. 

Lady  D.  Really  Fidget,  don't  you  know  who 
they  are  ? 

Galen.  I  fee  the  tumours  abated  Bob  !  pray 
child,  has  me  embrocated  with  lixivium  and 
bran  ?  (to  Fidget) 

Lady  D.  Such  an  incomprehensible — I  defirc 
Fidget  you'll  call  fome  of  the  men. 

Fidget.  Why  Thomas,  Harry,  Richard.  [Exit, 

Galen.  Bob  I  fee  fhe  has  been  cataplafm'd  with 
the  oil  of  turpentine. 

Boh.  Yes,  and  we  (hall  be  cataplafin'd  with  the 
oil  of  hazel. — Oh,  here  comes  my  mailer. 

Enter  COEFFEUSE. 

Lady  D.  What  do  ye  mean  Mr.  by  fending 
fuch  people  to  my  hoiife. 

Coef.  Ma'am,    I — (boivs) 

Galen.  Bob,  I'll  talk  to  your  matter — mind— 
I've  puzzled  fome  of  your  great  ones  before  now. 
(apart) 

Bob. 
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Bob.  And  father,    you  have  not  loft   the  art. 

Galen.  Why  child  I  think  not;  Sir,  I  am  partly 
of  your  profeffion.  (to  Coejfeufe) 

Bob.  Are  you  faith,  ha,  ha,   ha! 

Galen.  And  I  am  come,  my  dear  Doclor,  pur- 
pofely- . 

Coef.  Comment,  Dofbor !  Eh,  true,  he  think 
his  foh  is  bound  to  a  furgeon— -ha,  ha,  ha  !  (afide) 

Galen-,  (apart  to  Bob)  I'm  a  common  doftor  ! 
Bob !  does  he  mean  I'm  a  quack  ? 

Bsb.  Lord,  Sir,  you've  made  fuch  confufion,  I 
don't  know  what  any  body  means. 

Galen.  Well,  Mr.—,  if  no  offence,  let's  fee  your 
method  of  practice — Now  for  your  fine  London 
works.  (Bob  Dobbin  opens  the  cafe>  and  takes  out 
a  woman 's  htad-drefs) 

Coef.  Dere,  Monfieur — Madame  !  (with  ex- 
ultation) 

Galen.  Well,  it's  a  very  great  affair  indeed, 
but  pray,  under  favour,  what  the  devil,  has  a  fur- 
geon to  do  with  a  milliner's  cap. 

Bob.  And  father,  what  have  I,  that  am  bound 
prentice  to  a  milliner,  to  do  with  a  furgeon. 

Galen.  Bound  'prentice  to  a  milliner! 

Bob.  Why  yes,  you  know  1  am,  and  there's 
my  mailer. 

Galen.  My  Bob  a  milliner,  Frank  !  why 
Frank  !  (calls)  wherc's  that  reprobate  rogue, 
my  brother. — What  a  milliner,  a  flitter  of  gaufe, 
and  ftucher  df  tiffany  ;  I  always  took  my  boy 
for  a  man.  My  money  too  !  what  has  the  vil- 
lain your  uncle  done  with  my  money  ? 
Coef.  Oh  Monlieur,  I've  the  fee. 

Galen.  Oh  that's  well,  give  it  me  j  -give  it  me. 

Coef. 
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Coef.  Non  Monfieur,  tho'  I  am  not  a  fur- 
geon,  yet  I'm  fo  much  of  de  phyfician  as  never  to 
return  a  fee. 

Enter  SIR  HARRY. 

Sir  Harry.  Oh,  my  lady  !  I'vejud  taken  out  the 
licence,  the  formal  procefs  of  the  commons  is  over 
our  few  friends  are  ready,  and  my  chariot  waits 
to  attend  us  to  church. 

Enter  FAGGOT  and  POLLY. 

Faggot.  And  here's  the  bride  as  ready  as  the  beft 
of  them. 

Lady  D.   Another  bride  ! 

Sir  Harry,  (embarrafs'd}  Another  bride,  my 
lady  ! — No — oh  yes,  if  your  ladyfliip  means 
this  girl. — Curs'd  unlucky  this — muft  turn  ic 
off  tho'  (afide)  Ah  !  ah  !  ah  !  Another  bride 
my  lady,  ha,  ha,  ha  !  this  bumpkin  being  here, 
is  apropos  —  {afide  looking  at  BO'J}  Yes,  yes, 
this  young  woman  is — that  is — as  well  as  I  un- 
derftand  the  affair  is  going — this  young  man  it 
feems — don't  be  afhamed  my  lad — is  going  to 
marry  the  baker's  daughter  here, 

Bob.  Me  ! 

Galen.  How ! 

Faggot.  What's  that  ? 

Sir  Harry.  Have  I  the  (lory  right,  CoefFeufe ; 
hedge  me  off  you  fcoundrel. 

Coef.  Oui,  Sir  Harry,  you  fay  all  right,  dat  is 
de  vay  it  is. 

Polly.  Is  it  indeed  ?  Ah,    ha,   ha  ! 

Bob.  Me  !  Oh  Lord !  tho'  1  thought  her  fo 

Polly. 
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beautiful ;  yet  I  never  had  no  more  notion  of 
marriage ! 

Sir  Harry.  Till  you  found  (he  was  not  to  be 
had  without  it.  My  Lady,  the  young  rogue, 
with  that  fimple  face,  is  the  wickedeft  dog 
among'ft  the  girls.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Bob.  Me  !  Oh  Ma'am,  as  I  hope  for 

Sir  Harry.  Hold  your  tongue,  you're  right  to 
inai  ry  her. 

Galen.  My  fon  marry  a  bakers  daughter  more 
of  my  brother's  villainy,  I'll  poifon  the  rogue 
if  there's  a  bottle  in  my  mop. 

Faggot.  Crack  your  bottles ;  I'd  have  you  to 
know,  the  baker's  an  honeft  man  ;  tho'  for  all 
that  fpark's  grinning,  Polly's  not  a  baker's 

daughter;    fpeak  Monfieur  brother-in-law. 

Speak  you  wild  devil,  {to  Polly'}  Tell  them,  an'c 
you  heirefs  to  Captain  Gunneil — with  ten  thou- 
iand  pound  in  your  pocket. 

Galen.  Ten  thoufand — why  Bob  ! 

Sir  Harry.  That  bam  won't  do  on  me,  the  girl 
herfelf  has  told  me  all ;  fo  fay  it  was  after  that 
young  fellow  you  and  fiie  came  hither  now,  and 
I'll  portion  your  Polly  prettily. 

Lady  D.  A  motley  groupe  you've  brought 
about  you,  Sir  Harry. 

Sir  H.  Ah,  ah,  ah  !  a  queer  collection  faith, 
ah,  ah,  ah  !  (looking  round}  But  you  know  my 
Lady  this  Coeffeui'e  here  was  formerly  my  valet, 
and  the  poor  faithful  fcoundrel  begs  the  honor  to 
have  his  nieces  marriage  to  this  young  man,  fo- 
lemniz'd  with  ours. 

Polly.  Here's  a  chain-mot !  rak'd  and  boarded 
without  a  declaration  of  war. 

Sob. 


THE  MAN-MILLINER.  '  361 

Bob  D.  No,  but  here's  a  kifs  of  peace,  (kiffes 
far}  Hi,  eh,  eh  ! 

Faggot.  Yes,  yes.  I  fee  there's  no  holding  her, 
fhe'll  be  off  with  fomebody,  and  I  fhi'n't  get  a 
penny  by  it,  but  who  is  this  flick  of  hickery  ? 
(to  Bob} 

Bob.  I'm  my  father's  fon. 

Galen.  "Your  hand,  boy ;  ah  !  uV  in  this  love 
affair ;  but  if  fhe  has  this  fortune,  what  fay 
you  ? 

Bob.  Hang  fortune,  iny  toaft  is,  Polly  without 
a  petticoat. 

Pol!y.  I  fee,  Sir  Harry,  from  his  fear  of  1  >fing 
his  wife  there,  will  provide  me  with  a  hnfbind. 
I've  had  a  proof  that  the  lad  has  a  good  heart, 
fo  I  had  beft  take  the  tide,  and  at  once  fail  out  of 
my  guardian's  power,  (aji.de) 

ba^got.  Speak  out  girl,  will  you  have  this 
Bob  ? 

Polly.  Why  he  feems  a  little  bifcuit  bread  like 
rnyfelf;  but  as  he  had  the  generolity  to  offer  his 
fervice  when  he  thought  me  in  difbefs,  he's 
woithy  and  welcome  to  partake  of  my  profperity. 

Faggot.  There,  you  fee  {he's  not  only  gof  the 
fallows  language,  but  their  thoughtlefs,  '  noble, 
difinterefted  generofity — the  girl  has  fet  me  fuch 
a  generous  example,  that  I'll  give  my  free  con- 
fent,  if  you'll  give  me  back  two  hundred  of  her 
portion,  (to  Galen) 

Galen.  Your  hand  ;  I'll  bleed,  bolus,  and  blif- 
ter  you  till  the  very  hour  of  your  death. 

Bob.  Oh,  you  generous  c  Id  ones  ! 

Sir  Harry.  What  has  the  girl  hum.n'd  me? 
are  you  then  really  her  guardian,  and  (he  the 
fortune  that 

VOL.  iv.  z  z  Faggot 


36z  THE  MAN-MILLINER. 

Faggot.  Fortune,  or  no  fortune,  devil  a  penny 
of  it  you  touch  ,  this  lad  deferves  her. 

Bob.  Yes,  !  dtferve  her,  fo  hold  your  prate, 
(to  Sir  Harr^  ) 

Enter  Fi   GET. 

Fidget.  Oh,  what  you're  here  yet  gentlemen 
with  your  wigs  on  you  ? — My  Lady  here's  John 
the  Coachman,  fays  he'll  foon  drive  'em  out. 

Sir  Harry.  No,  Mrs.  Fidget,  let  Jjhn  the 
coachman  with  your  leave  my  Lady,  drive  us  to 
church. 

Galen.  And  we'll  follow  you  merrily  in  a  hack 
hey  younkers  ? 

Bob.  Mafter,  you  give  up  my  indentures  to 
Polly  ;  and  bound  to  fo  fweet  a  miftrefs,  I  (hali 
wifh  never  to  be  out  of  my  time. 


THE    END. 
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A  C  T    I. 

SCENE  I. 

A  Garden  near  LORD  ESMOND'S  Houfe,  a  Cafe  in. 
the  back  leading  to  the  road. 

Enter  FRILL   and  MUNS,   quarrelling  ;  MARY  in- 
terpofing. 

MUNS. 

CONCEITED  fop ! 

Frill.  Impertinent  favage! 

Mary.  Gentlemen — 

Frill.  'Pon  my  honour  I  (hall  pink  yon. 

Muns.  And  by  my  fill  1'li  thump  you. 

Mary.  But  my  dear  rival  lovers,  mv  town  fop, 
and  my  country  beau  ;  filly  to  quarrel  about  me, 
for  when  one  gets  thump'd,  and  t'other  pink'd 
j^s  you  call  it  probably  I  may  have  neither  of  you. 
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Frill.  Didn't  you  confefs,  my  little  Spanifh 
guitar  tickled  your  heart  ?  (/hewing  it.) 

Muns.  And,  my  fweet,  didn't  you  own  that 
my  great  French  horn  roufed  your  foul  ? 

(Jhewing  his  born  hung  round  his  neck. ) 

Mary  Yes  ;  but  'pon  my  reputation,  gents,  I 
have  not  yet  determined  whether  I  ever  was  rcu- 
fed  or  tickled. 

Rachel,  (without)    Mary  ! 

Mary.  Mymiitrefs  !   coming,  madam. 

Count,  (without)  Frill  ! 

Frill.  My  m after  !  yes,   Sir. 

Dcwd.  (without)    You    Muns !   Why   Muns! 

Muns.  My  mafter  !  Sir — I'm  here — I'm  there. 
— Mary,  don't  ftay  with  that  fellow. — Coming, 
Sir.  (all  run  c onf  Jed. ) 

Frill.  I  can't  bear  to  leave  'em  together — Co- 
ming, Sir. 

Enter  RACHEL. 

Rachel.  Mary,  fee  where'*  Mifs  Adelaide. 
Mary.  Yes,  ma'am.  [Exit. 

Enter  COUNT  FRIPON. 

Count  F.  My  riding  hat  arid  fwitch,  Frill. 

[Exit  Frill. 

Enter  DOWDLE. 

Dowd.  Here,  Muns !  you  loitering  rafcal, 
what  are  you  at  ?  Call,  call,  call ! — Defire  Ye- 
men to  get  the  horfes  ready.  (Exit  Muns. 
Ay,  Count,  fmce  my  mafter,  the  lord  of  this 
houfe,  has  been  fo  unlucky  as  to  lofe  his  eftate, 

and 
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and  you  and  your  friends  in  Paris  have  been  lucky 
enough  to  win  it,  now  I  am  your  fteward  ;  and 
as  they  Tent  you  over  here  to  Ireland,  to  collect 
the  rents,  to  pay  his  Lordfhip's  bonds  to  them, 
I'll  go  about  and  make  the  tenants  pay  them  into 
your  hands,  on  condiiion  you  marry  my  daughter 
Rachel  here. 

Count  F.  I  will. 

Rachel   You  will  not.  (afidf) 

Count  F.  But  all  de  clown  of  tenant,  when  I 
did  go  to  gather  in  de  I'argcnt,  did  throw  de  mud 
and  ftone  at  my  head,  fpoil  my  curl,  knock  o' 
my  haircut  of  mv  buckle;  ma  foi,  call  me  Jack 
Frog.  Now,  Mademoifclle,  am  I  like  da:  Jacky 
de  Frog  ? 

Rachel.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Dowel.  Fools  !  They  never  faw  their  landlord, 
Lord  Efmond,  fincc-  he  was  a  boy.  No,  he  fpent 
his  time  and  money  flying  over  Italy  and  Ger- 
many, like  a  wild  g  >ofe,  rill  he's  got  himfclf  now 
coop'd  up  in  a  piifon  at  Paris!  Ha,  ha,  ha! 
Come,  Count,  t  hope  to  bring  all  the  tenants  to 
reafon-— but  that  fnteiing  rafcal  Jack  Connor— 
Daughter,  I  infift  you'il  never  fpeak  to  him. 

Rachel    Not  J,  Sir — till  you  go  out.  (afide) 

Dowd.   Here,  you  Muns  !      (calling) 

Count  F.  FrilL 

Enter  FRILL,  wkifpers  the  COUNT. 

Frill.  A  fervant  without,  Sir,  from  one  Mr. 
Nugent,  from  Paris. 

Count  F.  Xugent !  One  of  our  club— where  is 
he  ?  [Exit,  with  Frill. 

Enter 
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Enter  MUNS. 

Muns.  Sir,    the  horfes  are  ready. 

Doii'd.  Rachel,  as  'tis  late,  we  flw'n't  be  home 
to-night — the  Count  and  I  will  take  a  bed  where 
we  can  with  fome  of  the  tenants — 

Rachel  This  is  charming  !  (afide)  Dear  papa^ 
fure  you  won't  deep  out  all  night ! 

Dowd.  Bufmefs. — You  Muns! 

Muns.  Sir. 

Dowd.  You'll  let  me  know  if  Jack  Connor 
meets  my  daughter,  whilft  I  am  away.  There's 
a  retaining  fee* 

Muns.   {looking  at  it}    I  will,  Sir.     (apart') 

Rachel,  (apart)  Muns,  run  and  tell  Jack  Con- 
nor to  come  here  to  me  as  foon  as  my  father's  out 
of  fight.  There's  fbrnething  to  drink  our  health 
by  the  way.  (Gives  him  money] 

Muns.  (looking  at  it)  I  will,  Mils. 

Dowd.-  Now  you'll  be  on  the  watch  ;  I  may  de- 
pend on  you  ?  (apart) 

Muns.   You  may,  Sir.     (apart) 

Rachel,  You  won't  fail  ? 

Muns.   I  won't. 

Dowd.  Mind*  don't  ftir  out.     (To  Muns) 

\_Aparty  and  Exit. 

Muns.   (looking  at  the  money)   Not  a  leg. 

Rachel.  You'll  run  now  to  Jack  Connor?  (apart 
to  Mum) 

Muns.  (looks  at  the  money)     Every  foot.    [•£#//.• 

Rachel.  My  dear  Jack  Connor,  I  love  him 
more  than  ever  for  his  fidelity  to  my  Lord ;  and 
iurely  the  man  of  honour  and  integrity  can  never 
prove  a  faithlcfs  lover. 

Enter 
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Enter  ADELAIDE; 

Ah,  you  fly  one !  you  come  down  here  to  the 
the  country  on  a  vifit  to  me,  yet  prefer  birds  and 
groves  to  all  we  can  invent  to  amufe  you.  Now 
isn't  it  love  ? 

Adelaide.  My  dear  Rachel,  I'd  make  you  my 
confidante,  but  you're  fuch  a  giddy  creature. 

Rachel  I !  Me  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  What  would  I 
give  that  you  had  a  lover  ! 

Adelaide.  I  had. 

Rachel.  O  precious  !    Who  is  he  ? 

Adelaide.  Let  thefe  tears  tell  you  my  lover  is  no 
more. 

Rachel.  Dear  me ! 

Adelaide.  'Tis  now  ten  years  fince  I  faw  my 
Nugent  at  Montpellier. 

Rachel.  Ten  years  !   You  cdnftant  foul ! 

Adelaide.  I  was  fcarce  fifteen :  his  fortune  was 
doubtful ;  my  father  forbad  our  intercourfe — my 
Nugent  was  feized  by  ruffians  (I  could  never  find 
the  caufe)>  and  carried  up  to  Paris  j  but  have 
fince  been  afiured,  by  my  father,  of  his  death. 

Rachel.  Had  I  known  this,  my  love  I  (hould 
not  have  revived  a  painful  idea.  Come,  I  muit 
keep  up  your  fpirics;  My  father  won't  be  home 
all  night,  and  I've  fent  for  my  dear  Jack  Con- 
nor, to  fup  with  us.  I  wifh  I  dare  be  angry  with 
my  father,  for  joining  with  this  (harping  Count 
againft  his  own  mailer,  Lord  Efm'ond :  no  won- 
der, for  his  mother,  the  old  lady,  not  to  relt  in 
her  grave.  Adelaide,  as  fure  as  I  live,  I  heard 
the  ghoft  fing  la(t  night  in  the  Belvedere  room — 
the  fweeteft  voice ! 

VOL.  iv,  3  A  Adelaide* 
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Adelaide.  Very  ftrange  !  I've  now  fat  up  pur-* 
pofely  three  nights,  but  I've  neither  feen  nor 
heard  this  finging  fpirit. 

Rachel.  Oh,  but  my  dear,  the  poor  dead  lady 
is  certainly  difturb'd  by  the  misfortunes  of  her 
fon,  Lord  Efmond : — it  muft  be  her,  for  the  ap- 
parition is  drefs'd  exactly  like  her  pidure  that 
hangs  in  the  room  where  it  walks. 

Adelaide.  All  fancy. — Ah!  if  the  dead  were 
fufTer'd  to  revifit  us,  I  ihould  be  comforted  by  my 
Nugent. 

Rachel.  Come,  we  muft  have  no  more  thoughts 
of  dead  lovers :  you  fhall  hear  my  living  lover 
rattle,  court,  and  fmg  at  our  little  party ;  we'll 
be  fo  merry — Come.  [Exeunf* 


SCENE    II. 

The  Country — Sun  Jet. — Lord  ESMOND'S  Houfe  at 
a  diftancei  at  the  fide  JACK  CONNOR'S  Cottage. 

Enter  Lord  ESMOMD,  TRAP,  and  SERVANT. 

Lord  E.  Then  the  Count  will  meet  me  ? 

Serv.  Yes,  my  Lord.  , 

Lord  E.    You  call'd  me  Nugent  ? 

Serv.  1  did,  my  Lord. 

Lord  E.  Very  well ;   take  the  horfes  back  to  the 
inn.  [Exit  Servant. 

Well,  Trap,  I've  been  your  prilbner  ten  years, 
and  your  fullering  me  to  come  here  from  Paris, 
is  a  fti etch  of  good  nature  which  I  fhall  ever  be 
grateful  for. — Yonder's  my  houfe  :  here  am  i  in 
the  centre  of  my  own  eftate,  and,  thanks  to  for- 
tune, not  Fmiter  of  one  foot  of  land. 

Trap. 
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Trap.  Night's  conning  on,  and  not  a  roof  here 
will  fhelter  us.  Tho'  in  view  of  your  houfe  1  can't 
get  a  mug  of  bet- r.  (Mufe  and  laughing  without) 
Country  people  leaving  off  work:  I'll  fee  if  I 
can't  get  a  drop  amongii  'em. — But,  my  Lord, 
don't  run  away,  for  if  I  haven't  you  to  bring 
back  with  me  to  jail,  I  fhall  get  hang'd. — Hollo  ! 
neighbours.  [Exit. 

Lord  E.  Somewhere  here  flood  the  cottage  of 
poor  old  Connor — a  good  houfe  j  he  thrives;  I'm 
glad  of  it.  His  fon  Jack  was  my  little  play  fellow. 
{Laughing  and  mu/ic  'without.) 

Enter  JACK  CONNOR. 
i 

Jack  C.  Ah,  Merry  be  your  hearts.  Good 
night,  neighbours.  All  going  to  their,  comfort- 
able homes;  whilft  I — this  batchelor's  life  is 
plaguy  ftupid — I  will  marry  my  little  Rachel. 
(going  towards  his  houfe) 

Lord  E.  Friend,  do  you  know  where  I  can  get  a 
bed  for  to-night  ? 

Jack  C.  I've  two  or  three  fpare  beds  in  my  houfe 
here. 

Lord  E.  One  will  do  for  me. 

Jack  C.  Then  one  you  (hall  have,  on  one  con- 
dition tho' — that  you  drink  one  jug  of  ale  with  me 
after  fupper. 

Lord  E.  Supper,  and  a  jug  of  ale  !  your  terms 
are  rather  fevcre  to  a  hungry,  weary,  thirfty, 
traveller. 

Jack  C.  Thirfty !  Oh  !  Phelim.  (calls  at  his 
doof) 

2  A  2  Enter 
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Enter  PHELIM,  to  ivkom  JACK  CONNOR  tubi/pers, 

Jack  C.  You  (hall  have  a  traveller's  welcome  to 
the  houfe  of  Jack  Connor.  [Exit  Pkelim. 

Lord  E.  Tis  he  !  the  companion  of  my  youth. 

Re-enter  PHELIM,  with  a  jug  of  ale  and  drinking 
horn. 

Jack  C.  I'll  fill  for  you,  Sir-^. 

LordE.  The  good-natur'd  boy  ripen'd  into  the 
benevolent  man.  (afide] 

Jack  C.  My  firft  toaft  is  always  a  bumper :  here's 
freedom  to  my  landlord.  Lord  Efmond. 

Lord  E.  Pray  where  is  my  Lord  now  ? 

Jack  C.  In  prifon,  near  ten  years  ;  and  I  fear  for 
life,  (wipes  his  eyes) 

Lord  E.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Jack  C.  I  beg  your  pardon,  Sir;  but  when  I 
toaft  my  friend  in  diftrefs,  I  always  mix  my  drink 
with  water. 

Lord  E.  Affectionate  fellow  !  (aftde)  But  I've 
heard  fay,  my  Lord  is  rather  a  diffipated  worthlefs 
fort  of  a  character. 

Jack  C.  What's  that  ?  (fiercely)  You're  welcome 
to  what  my  houfe  affords,  Sir ;  but  fup  by  yourfelf, 
for  I'll  never  fit  at  one  board  with  him  who  could 
flander  the  man  I  efteem  and  honour. 

Enter  MUN?,  tv hi/per s  JACK  CONNOR. 

Her  father  out?  and  fent  for  me?  my  kind  Ra- 
chel !  if  I  had  but  Father  Frank,  now — he  might 

marry 
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marry  us. — Muns,  how  go  on  the  Count's  affairs  ? 
(apart) 

Muns.  A  myftery  there. — But  (takes  the  cup) 
I'll  get  to  the  bottom  on't.  (drinks)  Now  I'm 
prim'd  for  love  or  war:  if  Frill  dare  but  look 
crooked,  or  Mary  but  frown — oh  !  how  I'll  bang 
him,  and  touzle  her,  [Exit. 

Lotd  E.  As  I  find  all  here  have  loft  every  re- 
membrance of  my  perfon,  I'll  venture  up  to  the 
caftle,  and  fee  the  Count,  in  my  charafter  of  Nu- 
gent, (afide) 

Jack  C.  Phelirn,  let  this  gentleman  want  for 
nothing  till  I  come  home.  Your  hand,  Sir  j  I  was 
angry,  but  you're  a  ftranger;  perhaps  in  necefllty 
: — and  my  doors  fhall  never  be  (hut  againit  the 
weary  traveller.  [Exeunt  federally. 


SCENE  III. 
^  Hall  in  LORD  ESMOND'S  Houfe. 

Enter  FRILL. 

Frill.  Ifufpect  here  is  fome thing  going  forward 
againll  mymafter. — Here  come  Muns  and  Mary. 
— See — kifs  !  oh  the  traitrefs !  (retires) 

Enter  MUNS  and  MARY. 

Muns.  True.     Ha,  ha,  ha !    But,  Mary,    my 

dear,  how  could  you  Jiften  to  fuch  a  cur  as  Frill ! 

Frill,  (afide)  I'm  a  cur  !  Oh,  you  puppy. 
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Mary.  Frill  is  a  creature — but  really  fince  this 
ghoft  has  appeared,  the  houfe  is  fo  frightful  thac 
any  company  is  acceptable. 

Muns.  That  for  the  ghoft!  To-night  we  are  to 
have  a  jolly  little  party. — Hufh,  my  dear. — Jack 
Connor's  coining  to Mifs Rachel,  I'm  with  you,  and 
cook  is  preparing  a  bit  of  fupper  for  us  all. 

Mary.  Delightful ! 

Muns.  Old  mailer  don't  come  home  to-night, 
and  we'll  be  fo  merry. 

Mary.  Charming  !  then  I'll  go  fuperintend  fup- 
per. [Exit. 

Mum.  And  I'll  make  Tooten  the  black  my 
pupil,  prepare  his  horn. — Oh>  how  fweeily  we 
play'd  on  the  water  yefterday  ! — They  may  talk  of 
fine  views,  and  viftas,  and  beauties  of  nature;  but 
'tis  to  hear  the  divine  echos  of  rny  horn,  that 
brings  the  gentlefolks  all  the  way  from  Cork,  arjd 
even  Dublin,  down  here  to  Lough  Neagh.  But 
now  for  fupper.  f  Exit. 

Frill.  So  here's  rare  doings  in  the  old  gen  de- 
man's  abfence ! 

Re-enter  MUNS  and  MARY,  they  place  two  tables^ 
and  afcreen  between  them. 

Mary.  There  !  the  lovers  fha'n't  be  overlook'd 
by  us,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Muns.  Here  Tooten  and  I'll  fit  and  take  our 
bottle — while  they  mingle  lips,  we'll  jingle  glaf- 
fes. — Oh,  how  1  love  to  fee  good  cheer  going  ror- 
ward  !  [Exeunt. 


FRILL 


THE  PRISONER  AT  LARGE,  735 

FRILL  advances. 

Frill.  Matter  and  I  bubbled  by  foch  clowns  as 
Muns  and  Jack  Connor  —  oh  revenge  ! 

Dowd.  (without}   Is  nobody  at  home? 

Frill.  Oh,  choice  luck  !  here  comes  the  old  one 
home  unexpectedly. — Such  a  hobble  as  I'll  bring 
them  into.  Ha,  ha,  ha  1 

Enter  Dow  OLE. 

Dowd.  Oh  my  bones !  who's  that  ? — Frill  ? 
What,  are  they  all  gone  to  bed  ?  well  I'll  go  too, 
and  not  diilurb  any  body. 

Frill.  What,  Sir,  go  to  bed  without  your  (up- 
per ?  the  fupper  that  Mifs  Rachel  has  prepared  for 
you  ? 

Dowd.  (feeing  the  table  lay'd)  Hey  !  what  is  all 
this  ? 

Frill.  The  table  lay'd  for  fupper,  Sir. 

Dowd.  Why  who  knew  I  was  coming  home  ? 

Frill.  Mifs  Rachel,  Sir. 

Dowd.  Eh  !  then  (he  knows  I  had  a  fall  from 
my  horfe  ?• 

Frill.  The  devil  a  word  of  it.  {af.de)  Oh  yes, 
Sir,  Mary  told  her  that. 

Dowd.  Mary  !  who  told  Mary  ? 

Frill.  Oh,  Sir — (he  faw  you,  Sir,  as  (he  was 
taking  a  walk. 

Dowd  She  took  a  very  long  walk  then  ;  for  I 
fell  fix  miles  off. 

Frill.  That  was  a  great  fall  indeed,  Sir, 

Dowd.  Eh  ? 

Frill.  Walk — yes,  Sir — ride — Sir — Mary  was 

riding 
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riding  too — the  evening  being  fine,  Mifs  Rachel 
gave  her  leave  to  go  and  fee  her  brother. 

Dowd.  Mary  ? 

Frill.  Yes,  Sir  j  Muns  rode  before  her. 

Dowd.  After  my  orders  to  flay  at  home  on  thfc 
watch  !  Before  Mary  ?  Then  1  fuppofe  the  rafcal 
took  my  chefnut  pad  ? 

Frill.  Don't  fay  I  told  you — but  I  fancy  he  did 
« — they  wou'd  not  wifh  you  to  know  it,  Sir—they'll 
all  deny  it  to  you. 

Dowd.  Mary !— indeed  I  heard  a  womari 
fquall. 

Frill  Yes,  Sir,  me  faid  me  fquall'd. 

Dowd.  Then  perhaps  'twas  me  fent  the  pothe- 
cary  to  me. 

Frill  It  was,  Sir. One  lie  has  drawn  me 

into  a  dozen,  (afide) 

Dowd.  A  bufy  flut  !  He  was  a  farrier — call'd 
himfelf  a  furgeon,  tho'  he  was  a  farrier  ;  for  the 
fellow  out  with  a  fleam,  up  with  my  leg,  and 
fwore  he'd  bleed  me  in  the  fetlock. — Where's 
your  mailer  ? 

Frill.  Lord,  Sir,  didn't  he  come  home  with 
you  ? 

Dowd.  No,  he  faid  fomebody  from  France 
xvas  to  meet  him  at  an  inn  three  miles  off,  he, 
he  ? — But  I'm  glad  my  daughter  had  fo  much 
thought  as  to  provide  a  morfel  for  me. — Oh  what 
happinefs,  after  all  one's  crofles  abroad,  to  come 
to  one's  own  home,  when  one's  children  and 
fervants  are  Co  attentive  to  render  it  agreeable  ! — 
Muns  !  (calls}  Where's  this  curfed  fellow,  with 
his  galloping  my  horfes  about  the  country  ? 
Frill,  mall  I  trouble  y*ou  to  help  me  on  with  my 

gown, 
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gown,  and  then  I  can  corne  and  fit  down  to  my 

fupper  in  comfort.  [Exit. 

Frill.  Yes,  Sir— What  a   rare  fcrape  I   fhall 

bring  them  into>  ha,  ha,  ha  !  [Exit 

Enter  RACHEL,  ADELAIDE,  and  JACK  CONNOR. 

All  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Racbel.  And  there  now  is  my  old  papa,  trot- 
ting from  cottage  to  barn,  like  a  cunning  little 
cxcifcman,  with  his  green  book  under  his  arm, 
and  his  ptn  fiuck  in  his  hair. 

All.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

JatkC.  But  why  won't  Mifs  Adelaide  give  u* 
her  company  ? 

RacbcL  You  muft. 

Adelaide.  My  dear,  fuffer  me  to  go  to  reft,  if 
I  can  reft. — Tne  death  of  my  Nugent,  the  mif- 
fortunes  of  Lord  Efmond — tho*  I  never  faw  him 
— it  may  feem  an  affectation  of  fenfibility — I 
can't  account  for  it,  but  I  feel  fomething  inex- 
preffibJy  horrid  hanging  over  me>  ever  fince  you 
Chow'd  me  the  old  lady's  clothes. 

RacbcL  Sure! 

Adelaide.  Not  a  night  I  don't  dream  Pm  at  her 
clothes-prefs  in  the  haunted  room,  as  you  call 
it. 

Racbel.  Well,  my  dear,  if  you  will  retire,  fuffer 
Jack  to  fee  you  acrofs  the  gallery. 

Jack  C.  Ay,  Mifs,  under  my  guard,  fhow  me 
the  ghoft  that  dare  affront  you. 

[Exit  with  Adelaide. 

rot.  iv.  3  B  Enter 
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Enter  MARY  witb/uffer,  which Jke  places  on  tlot 
table. 

Mary.  There,  Mifs. — Let's  fee,  I  muft  bring 
another  bottle  j.  for  your  lover  is  a  good  fellow, 
and  a  good  fellow  deferves  a  good  bottle.  \_Exit. 

Rachel.  (Jits}  Iwilh  Jack  Connor  wou'd  make 
hafte.  (begins  to  carve)  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  My  little 
dad,  if  he  knew  what  we're  at  here  now. 

Enter  DOWDLE,  in  an  undrefs* 

Yes,  My  poor  father's  faft  afleep  by  this,  in, 
fome  peaceful  cottage.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  I  did  not 
care  if  he  had  a  tafte  of  this  turkey  ;  I  know 
the  old  hd  likes  a  bit  o'  the  merry  thought. 
—How  long  my  dearee  flays  ! — Is  that  you  ? — 
(Speaks  without  locking  round)  Eh!  you've  been 
giving  her  a  kifs,  I  fuppofe — come,  whilft  its  hot; 
fit  down  you  foolifti  fellow.  (Dawdle  comes  round, 
and  fits  down  oppo/ite  to  her) 

Rachel,  (feeing  him)  Ah  !  (/creams) 

Dowd.  What's  the  matter  with  you  ? 

Rachel.  Sir,  I — I — I  thought  it  was  the  ghoft. 

Dowd.  Why,  did  you  invite  the  ghoft  to  fup- 
per? 

Rachel.  If  Jack  returns  we're  undone,  (afide) 
Lord,  Sir,  who  expected  you  ? 

Dowd.  Indeed  I  fhould  not  have  been  home 
to-night  but  for  the  tumble. 

Rachel.  What  tumble,  Sir? 

Dowd.  Oh  true,  I  wafn't  to  know  fhe  let 
Muns  gallop  my  horfes  about  the  road,  (afide) 

Weil, 
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Well,  ha,  ha,  ha !  I  forgive  you  and  him,  fince 
it  has  procured  me  fo  good  a  fupper. 

Rachel.  Forgive  us  !  Then,  Sir,  you  know 
all? 

Dowd.  Yes,  yes,  I'm  not  angry — call  the  fel- 
low. 

Rachel.  O  precious  !  Then,  Sir,  you'll  let  him 
fup  with  us  ? 

Dowd.  Sup  !  what  your  fervant  ? 

Rachel.  True,  Sir,  1  am  his  miftrtfs,  and  he 
loves  me  dearly. 

Dowd.  Who,  Muns  ? 

Rachel.  Muns  ! 

Dowd.  If  your  Muns  dares  to  fit  down  at  a  table 
with  me,  I'll  knock  the  fcoundrel  co  the  devil. 

Enter  MUNS  and  TOOT  EN,  they  Jit  at  the  other  Table. 

Muns.  Now,  Tooten,  don't  look  towards  the 
lovers — here,  we'll  lit,  play,  and  take  ourgUffes. 
(they  drink)  Now  up  with  Black  Sloven.  (T^oten 
and  Muns  flay  the  horns) 

Dowd.  Hey  !   (lays  down  his  knife  andf.rk) 

Muns.  How  d'ye  like  that,  my  Ud  o'wa/t  ? 

Dowd.  What's  that? 

Muns.  Eh !  (Surprifed,  f of  fly  rifes  and  -peeps 
over  the  fcreen,  which  he  had  placed  between  the 
two  tables  -9  at  the  fame  timt  Dowdle  turns  up  bis  face) 

Enter  MARY  with  wine. 

Rachel.  If  I  could  prevent  Jack  Connor  from 
coming  in.  LExif. 

Mary.  Here's  two  bottles  for  the  jolly  dog. 
(Sets  them  on  the  table ,  at  which  Muns  fits) 

3  B  2  Muns. 
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Muns.  (in  a  fmothered  laugh)  Ha,  ha,  ha!  Go 
give  it  to  the  jolly  dog  vouiiel!. 

Mary,  (goes  round  thejcreen,  andjedng  Dowdlew 
Jcrenms)  Ah  ! 

Dowd  Curfe  your  fqualling  !  I  believe  it  was 
you  that  frighten'd  my  horfe. 

Mary.  Me  ! 

Dowd.  Where  dic^  you  pick  np  fuch  an  apo- 
thecary ? 

Mary.  I  pick  up  an  apothecary  !  Sir,  Pd  have 
you  tp  know — '• — 

Dowd.  He  was  a  f airier ;  and,  Sirrah,  the 
next  time  you  take  the  road— 

Muns.  1  take  the  road  ! 

Dewd    Sr»  you  muft  go  on  the  pad  2 

Muns.  I  go  on  the  pad  !  Oh  Lord  ! 

Dowd.  You  fcoundr.ell  cantering  about.—: 
Where's  the  pillion  ? 

Muns    Marv,  fetch  my  mafter  the  pillow. 

Dowd.  So,  Sirrah,  (he's  in  love  with  you  ? 

Muns    Yes»  Sir — eh  Mary  ?  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Dowd.  And  you  muft  fie  down  and  fup  with 
rne  ? 

Muns.  Eh  !   well — thank  ye,  Sir.   (ftts) 

Dowd.  Fine  !  Hadn't  you  better  afk  Tooten 
the  biack-a-moor  ?  (ironically) 

Muns.    Tooten,    fit   do^^n,    boy.    (To>  ten  fits) 

Dowd.  Get  along,  you  infernal \beats  them) 

Muns.  Oh  Lord,  he's  mad  ! 

Dowd.  Where's  my  fa<ldle,  you  villain  ? 

Mum.  His  faddle  !  Going  to  ride  this  time  of 
nigh' — yes,  the  d-  vil's  got  into  him. 

Dowd.  I'll  beat  him  out  of  you,  you  rogue. 
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JAuns.  The  ghoft  has  bit  him— Qh. 

[Muns  and  Mary  run  of. 
Lowd.  A  knave ! 

Enter  JACK  CONNOR. 

Jack  C.  This  old  manfion  has  fo  many  wind., 
ings,  i  thought  I  fliould  never  have  found  my 
way  back  ag^in  — Come,  fit  down,  my  dear. — 
the  dtvil !  (feeing  Doivdle,  runs  off.) 

Dowd.  Stop  the  fellow — thieves  1         [purfas. 

Re-enter  MARY,  (cautioufly) 

Mary  I  wonder  if  Mifs  Rachel's  gone  to  bed. 
—Jack  Connor  mull  have  flipped  out  when  he 
heard  tnaftrr  fcolcling  us — yes,  1  hear  mafter  lock- 
ing the  great  gate — near  one  o'clock — I  wifh  I 
was  in  my  own  room — I  dread  crofling  that  dii- 
mal  gallery;  if  I  meet  any  thing  1  fhall  die, 
J'm  fo  frighten'd.  O  Lord,  what's  that  ? 

Re-enter  MUNS. 

Muns.  'Tis  I,  my  dear. — D'ye  think  mafter 
faw  Jick  Connor? 

Mary.  I  hope  not  j  but  I  can't  conceive  how 
fie  got  off. 

Muns.  No  matter,  as  he  wasn't  feen  we're  fafe. 
—But  here's  a  ftrange  Gentleman,  J  faw  him  juft 
now  at  Jack  Connor's?— he  knock'd  at  the  poftcrn, 
and  aflc'd  for  a  bed,  as  he's  benighted. 

Mary.  The  deuce  !  Were  you  mad,  to  let  a 
ftranger  in  at  this  time  of  night  ?  He  may  be  an 
•range  boy. 

Muns. 
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Muns.  Look'y  ,  Marv,  I  let  him  in  out  of  good 
natur — let  thoi^  uur  arc  ill-natured  turn  him 
out. 

May.  Why  'tw./c.  •?  cruel  indeed  ;  only  maf- 
ter's  (o  crofs. — St  >p —  --e  a  ?h»;ught — rhe  fined 
opportunity  !  Let's  piu  him  to  fleep  in  the 
haunted  ro<.m  ;  as  he  don't  know  it  is  haunted  he 
won't  be  afraid,  .-.id  if  the  gholt  walks  he'll  cer- 
tainly fpeak  to  it,  and  then 

Muns.  Why  yes,  if  it  is  our  dead  Lady,  Ihe 
may  tell  him  what  chfturbs  her,  then  may  be  fhe'll 
vanifh,  and  trouble  the  houfe  no  more — I  like  it 
hugely. 

Mary.  Where  have  you  left  the  GenHeman  ? 

Muns.  In  the  lo  ge.     Come — (goin^) 

Mary.  You  needn't  run  away  from  a  body.— 
(takes  him  under  the  arm) 

Muns.  Ah  !  how  loving  thefe  women  are,  when 
they  (land  in  need  of  our  protection.  Hem  !  Eh! 
.blefs  me  !  tol,  lol,  lol.  (frighten  d) 

[Exeunt, 


SCENE  IV. 

An  antique  Apartment.     A  "Lady's  PiRure  hanging 
pier  the  Chimney. 

Enter  MUNS  and  MARY,  with  lights^  introducing 
Lord  ESMOND. 

Mary.  This  is  the  room,  Sir. 
Muns.  (in  terror,  yet  trying  to  conceal  it)  Yes, 
Sirjj  this  is  the  room,  Sir. 

Lord 
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Lord  E.  I'm  very  much  obliged  to  you. 

Mary.  The  bed's  in  the  alcove,  Sir.  (points 
to  it)  , 

Muns.  Well,  Mary,  put  on  the  flieets,  and  air 
it  for  the  Gentleman. 

Mary.  Can't  you. 

Mutts.  'Pfhaw  !  (apart— each  urging  tl)2  other  to 
go  in) 

Mary.  Sir,  the  bed  is  very  well  air'd. 

Muns.  Yes,  Sir,  it  has  been  laid  in  not  above — . 
eight  years  ago.  (afide)  Go — (lo  Mary,  who 
with  much  hefitation  and  terror  goes  into  the  alcove) 

Lord  E.  The  gentleman  of  the  houfe  I  fuppofe 
is  gone  to  reft  ? 

Muns.  Yes,  Sir,  the  gentleman  of  the  houie 
has  refted  in  prilon  thtfeten  years — 

Lord  E.  Indeed!   poor  Gentleman. 

Muns.  Ay,  Sir,  he's  a  Lord  !  the  cards  and  dice 
have  left  him  a  verv  poor  gentleman — bac  ray 
mafter,  his  fteward,  is  now  quietly  fnoring. 

Lord  E.  Then  I  (hall  return  him  thanks  in  the 
morning. 

Muns.  Oh,  Sir,  you  may  as  well  not  thank 
him,  Sir. 

Lord  E.  Then  'tis  entirely  to  you  I'm  obliged  ? 

Muns.  Yes,  Sir. 

Lord  E.  As  I  was  left  by  the  man  ojf  the  houfe, 
when  you  faw  me,  but  for  your  humanity,  I  mu.ft 
have  lain  in  the  fields  all  night — Here,  (offers 
money) 

Muns.  As  I  did'n't  buy  my  humanity,  Sir,  I 
never  will  fell  it.  (refufes) 

Re-enter  MARY. 

Mary.  There,  Sir,   the  bed's  ready — Lord!— 

I'm 
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I'm  fo  frighten'd  !  —  thought  I  fliould  never  get 
done,   (apart  to  Muni) 

Muns.  Hum  !  hufh  !  (apart']  Sir,  we'll  leavd 
you  a  light,  Sir,  and  you  may  leave  it  burning—- 
that he  may  fee  the  ghoft.  (apart) 

Mary.  VVifh  you  a  good  nigh't,  Sir. 

Muns.  A  good  night's  reft,  Sir.  —  Oh  what  a 
clawing  will  be  here  by  and  by. 

[Exeunt  Muns  and  Mary* 

Lord  E.  For  the  firft  time  indeed,  fince  my 
infancy,  I  mall  fleep  under  my  own  roof.—  Since  I 
find  this  Count  not  here  I  fliall,  if  poflible,  get 
out  early  and  meet  him  at  the  inn  where  I  ap- 
pointed. The  dead  of  night  feems  very  awful  in 
thefe  antique  manfions.  —  This  room  was,  I  think, 
my  mother's—  yes,  there  is  her  picture—  my  fond 
parent  —  (chikjtrikes  one) 


Enter  ADELAIDE,   partly  drefs'd  like  the 
from  a  door  which  opens  in  the  wainfcaot  —  wttk 
a  caudls  in  her  hand. 

Who's  here  ?—  a  Lady  !  —  Heav'ns,  (he's  afleep  ! 
(He  Jlands  fixed  with  wonder,  Adelaide  crojfes,  opens 
A  clothes-prefsy  takes  from  her  head  a  hood,  ftarf> 
and  night-rail,  refembllng  the  pifture,  ana1  puts  them 
into  the  prefs'9  then,  to  return  to  the  door  where 
Jhe  entered,  walks  with  her  face  towards  Lord 
Efmond) 

Lord  E.  Is  it  poffihle  ?  —  'tis  my  Adelaide  !  — 
Hold  !  Shall  I  wake  her  —  no,  the  fudden  fright 
may  be  fatal  —  this  ring,  her  lad  pledge  of  affec- 
tion when  we  parted  —  (puts  a  ring  upon  her  finger, 
which  he  had  taken  from  his  own).  This  may 

afford 
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afford  her  confolation,  without  difcovering  that 
'tis  I  that  have  been  here. 

[Exit  Adelaide  Jlowly. 

Seems  a  private  door — and  that  lobby— yes— it 
leads  to  her  chamber  ( looking  after  her)— Ihe  only 
knows  me  for  Nugent,  and  thinks  me  dead — the 
caufe  perhaps  of  her  difordered  mind  .—To  meet 
her  here,  my  greateft  bleffing — fo  ftrange  and 
unexpe&ed  ! — May  it  lead  to  fome  greater  hap- 
pinefs ! 

[Exit  Lord  Efmond  into  the  recefs* 


END  OF    THE    FIRST    ACT. 


VOL.  IV.  3    C 
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ACT    II. 


SCENE   I. 

An  open  country. — before  a  public  houfe,  the  ftgn  a 
Shoulder  of  Mutton. 

Enter  MUNS,  his  horn  round  his  neck,  and  a  box 
under  his  arm* 

MUNS. 

UH  that  wicked  old  mailer,  to  turn  me  off  for 
only  letting  in  that  ftrange  man  ! — a  flrange  man 
he  was,  for  none  could  tell  how  he  got  out  this 
morning — but  Mafter  to  fwear  he  was  a  thief,  and 
threaten  to  profeeute  me  for  an  accomplice  if  I 
ev'n  afk  for  my  wages  \  and  then  I've  left  my  fweet 
Mary- gold  all  to  Frill.— Here  have  I  trsmp'd  three 
miles,  as  hungry— and  not  a  Ihilling  in  my  pocket. 
- — Now  here's  a  houfe  of  entertainment — yet  I'm 
afraid  even  to  fit  down  on  the  bench,  left  I  mould 
be  a{k'd  to  pay  for  it. — I'm  fo  hungry — Houfe  ! 
(calls  faintly)  Oh !  what  an  effect  an  empty  pocket 
has  upon  a  man's  voice  at  the  door  of  a  public 
houfe  ! 

Enter  LANDLORD. 

Landlord.  What  wou'd  you  be  pleafed  to  have  ? 
Mum.  Anything,  Sir, 

Enter 
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Enter  LANDLADY. 

Landlady.  What  do  you  want  ? 

Mum.  Every  thing,  Ma'am. 

Landlord.  Who  are  you  ? 

Muns.  A  poor  fervant  out  of  place. 

Landlady.  We  want  a  waiter,  hulband. 

Landlord.  Did  your  mafter  give  you  a  cha- 
rafter? 

Muns.  No,  Sir,  he  ha-1  none  for  himfelf. 

Landlord.  What  can  you  do  ? 

Muns.  Sir,  I  don't  know  what  to  do, 

Landlord.   What  are  you  capable  of  ? 

Muns.  Oh,  Sir — I  can  play  a  duet  upon  the 
•horn. 

Landlord.  I  want  no  horn. 

Landlady.  No,  that  you  don't,  hufband, 

Landlord.  Do  you  underftand  horfes  ? 

Muns.   Yes,  Sir,  and  cookery. 

Landlord.   I  want  one  in  my  ftable. 

Mum.  A  horfe? 

Landlord.  Pma !  my  liable. 

Muns.  Yes,  Sir,  but  Fm  beft  in  the  kitchen — 
Ma'am,  I'll  do  any  thing  for  bread — only  employ 
me — I'll  b«-  humbleasafpaniel — fecret  as  a  fiQi — 
watchful  as  a  cat — I'll  fleep  like  a  cock  upon  one 
leg,  with  the  other  ready  to  pop  down  to  run  on 
a  in  efface. 

Lanalord.  Come  in,  my  lad,  you're  the  very 
man  for  the  Shoulder  of  Mutton. 

Muns.  That  I  am,  Sir,  either  baked  or  roafted. 

[Exeunt. 


30  2  SCENE 
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SCENE  II. 

A  Room  in  the  Inn. 
Enter  Lord  ESMOND  and  LANDLORD. 

Lord  E.  Only  if  Count  Fripon  inquires  for 
Mr.  Nugent,  ihow  him  in, 

Landlord.  Yes,  Sir.  [Exit. 

Lord  E.  Luckily,  that  in  the  time  of  my  difbefs 
at  Montpelter,  I  took  the  name  of  one  of  their 
confederates,  who,  from  being  ftationed  in  a  diftant 
quarter,  probably  the  Count  has  never  feen. 
They,  fuppofing  me  one  of  their  rafcally  club,  I 
may  get  at  their  fecret  fchemes,  and  fo  be  prepared 
to  counteract  them. 

Enter  COUNT  FRIPON. 

Count  F.  Ha,  Monfieur  Nugent !  I  never  ave 
de  honeur  of  feeing  you,  but  know  you  are  of  our 
club  in  Paris;  Sir,  I  am  rejoice  at  your  coming. 

LordE.  Thank'ye,  Count — Pm  deputed  by  our 
friends,  to  fee  how  you  go  on  with  my  Lord 
Efmond's  affairs. 

Count  F.  Ah,  malheureux!  very  bad — no  money 
— been  out  now  all  laft  night,  and  got  but  abufe 
— nc — dey  will  pay  none  but  my  Lor  himfelf — 
One  Jack  Connor  will  not  let  'em. 

LordE.  My  friendly  fchool -fellow!   (afide) 

Count  F.  Monfieur  Nugent — eh — I  have  de 
thought — has  Monfieur  Dowdle,  de  fleward  ever 
fee  you  ? 

Lord  E.  I  think  nor. 

Count  F.  Bon!  It  vil  dc — fince  de  tenant  vil  pay 
none  but  my  Lor  himfelf,  I  vil  pafs  you  on  dem 

for 
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for  Lor  Efmond,  and  I  warrant  in  tumble  de 
money,  ma  foi,  ha,  ha  ! 

Lord  E.  Excellent !  You'll  fay  I'm  his  Lord- 
fhip,  they  pay  me,  and  we  return  to  Paris,  and 
fliareit  with  our  club,  ha,  ha,  ha  !  admirable  ! 

Count  F.  Dat  is  it,  ha,  ha,  ha  !  But  hold— if 
dey  even  believe  you  are  he,  how  will  dey  tink 
you  got  out  of  prifon  in  Paris  ?— dat  is  to  be 
confider. 

Lord  E.  What  do  you  think  of  my  making  my 
valet  pafs  for  my  jailor,  whom  I'll  fay,  I  prevail'd 
upon  for  a  bribe  to  accompany  me  on  this  ramble, 
to  fee  my  eftate  ? 

Trap,  (without)  Ay,  I'll  have  him. 

Lord  E.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  d'ye  hear  him  ? 

Count  F.   Diable  !  vat  is  he  ! 

Lord  E.  Why,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  had 
adopted  this  very  fcheme  of  yours  myfelf,  and  had 
already  tutor'd  my  valet  to  play  his  part  of  my 
jailor. — Now  Trap  will  help  me  without  knowing 
it.  (afide) 

Count  F.  Oh  den  dis  is  your  valet  ? — ha,  ha,  ha! 
admirable  ! 

Lord  E.  Now  only  obferve  how  he'll  keep  up 
his  character. 

Enter  TRAP. 

*frap.  Oh  !  you're  there— I'm  glad  I've  found 
you  again. 

Lord  E.  Well,  Trap — I  call  him  Trap — (apart 
to  Count) 

'Trap.  I  though*"  you  had  run  away  from  me;  but 
you  frighten  me  1  j  no  more,  as  back  you  come  to 
prifon  directly. 

Count  F.  13..,  lia,  ha  !  bravo !  he  does  it  capi- 
tally ! 

Lord  E.  Now  I'll  give  you  a  fpecimen  how  I 

can 
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cm  aft  the  lord,  (apart  to  Count)  But  my  honeft 
jailor,  indulge  me  in  this  little  frolic— I  paid  you 
well  ror  it. 

Count  F.  Bravo,  my  Lord ;  now  jailor. 

Ti\>t>.  Yes,  but  what's  your  pay  if  I  get  hang'd 
for  letting  you  out  ? 

Count  F.  Ah,  ah,  ah  !  dat  is  capital. 

Lord  E,  But  I  am  now  going  to  my  cattle. 

Trap.  But  firfl,  my  Lord,  you'll  come  back  to 
my  cai.Lij  ? 

Count  F.  Oh  eharmant !  ha,  ha,  ha !  dat  is 
ad  m  1 1  abl  e 

Trap.  Yes,  what  do  you  laugh  at  ?  If  I  had  you 
peeping  through  the  bars  of  my  caftle,  then  you 
plight  grin  like  a  baboon. 

Count  F.  Yes,  but  as  dere  is  nobody  by,  you 
may  now  as  well  drop  the  jailor. 

Trap.  But  I  won't  drop  the  jailor. — Nobody  by  ? 
'Do  you  want  to  refcue  my  p;  ifoner,  eh  ? 

Court  F.  Begar,  if  I  vas  no:  told  you  was  valet, 
you  almoft  make  me  tremble. 

'Trap.  Valet !   what  do  you  mean  ? 

Count  F.  Oh,  I  warrant  he  is  de  careful  dili- 
gent j  I  wifh  I  had  fuch  to  ave  the  care  of  my 
ciothes. 

Trap.  Your  clothes !  ha,  ha,  ha  !  I'd  defire 
.only  one  fnii  and  your  body  in  it,  I  warrant  I'd 
take  care  of  it, 

Count  F.  You  will  drink  my  health  ?  (gives  Mm 
money} 

Trap.  Why,  as  for  your  health  tnat's  no  bufi- 

nefs  of  mine,  but  I'll  drink  your  wine. — My  Lord, 

I'll  have  an  eye  upon  you— -can  he  drop  from  this 

window  ? — J^o,  no.  [Exit. 

•  Lord  E.   H.i,  ha,  ha! 

Count.  F.  Ay,  I  hope  you'll  play  de  Lor  half  fo 
vel,  and  we  touch  de  rents.  Enter 
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Enter  MUNS  as  waiter. 

Muns.  Did  you  call,  Gentlemen  ? 

Count  F.  Ventre  bleu  !  more  ading  !  You  Muns, 
vat  bring  you  here  ! 

Muns.  Matter  turn'd  me  off  for  letting  in,  and 
giving  a  bed  in  the  haunted  room,  to  a  half- 
ftarv'd  poor  devil,  that — (fees  Lord  Efmond)  Oh  ! 
how  d'ye  do,  Sir  ?  La,  Sir,  did  you  fee  mailer, 
coming  away  ? 

Count  F.  Den  you  vere  at  de  houfe,  eh  Nugent  > 

Lord  E.  Laft  night,  to  look  for  you  YOU.  (apart) 

Count  F.  Oh  ! — vel,  my  Lord  Efmond,  ven 
do  you  return  to  your  caille  as  yourfelf —  ? 

Lord  E.  Immediately. 

Muns.  This,  my  Lord  Efmond  I  huzza !  my 
fortune's  made. 

Enter  LANDLORD. 

Landlord.  Hey  !  What  have  you  got  lazy  al- 
ready, firrah  ?  (to  Muns) 

Muns.  Fellow,  who  do  you  talk  to  ?  My  Lord, 
had'n't  we  beft  quit  this  place  ?  No  accommodation 
for  your  lordfhip  in  thefe  paltry  inns. 

Count  /.  You  mud  difpatch  all  your  fervants 
and  horfes  round  the  country,  dat  my  Lord's  vaf- 
fals  and  domeftics  may  Ihovv  their  duty  and  refpeft 
in  his  welcome  home. 

Muns.  And  lince.  you  kindly  took  me  in  when 
you  found  me  a  poor  ftarving  devil  at  your  door, 
to  (hew  my  gratitude,  in  my  Lord's  name,  I  open 
your  houfe.  (to  Landlord) 

Lord  E.  Well  faid,  honeft  Muns ;  and  for  your 
difmterefted  generofity  in  receiving  me  laft  nighr, 
at  my  own  houfe,  you  may  change  places  with 
your  old  matter. 

Muns* 
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Muns.  Make  me  fteward  !  Oh,  my  Lord,  I 
fhall  grow  mad  with  joy  ! — Clear  the  way  there 
for  his  lordfhip,  this  way  my  Lord  !  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  III. 

JACK  CONNOR'S  Houfe* 

Enter  JACK  CONNOR  and  PHELIM. 

Jack  C.  The  ftranger  gone !  I  fhou'd  have 
ftay'd  to  entertain  him  but  for  his  reflections  on 
my  Lord — and  the  call  of  love. 

Phelim.  Yes,  and  here  has  been  old  Tough,  the 
grazier,  making  fuch  a  riot,  about  a  lamb,  he 
infifts  has  been  taken  out  of  his  field. 

Jack  C.  Pflia !  the  fool  !  never  mind  him — 
if  my  darling  will  but  come,  and  Father  Frank 
will  but  marry  us — Ok !  here  comes  his  reverence. 

Enter  Father  FRANK. 

Father  F.  Well,  Jack  Connor,  what  is  this 
bufmefs  ? 

Jack  C.  The  firft  is,  that  your  reverence  will 
breakfaft  with  me. 

Father  F.  Well,  that's  a  bufmefs  of  no  harm, 
if  it  be  a  good  breakfaft. 

Jack  C.  The  next  is  that  you  marry  me  to  my 
dear  Rachel,  who  defigns  to  flip  out  to  me  this 
morning. 

Tough  (without'}     I  will  have  it. 

Jack  C.  Now  here's  that  litigious  blockhead, 
aid  Tough. 

Enter 
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Enter  TOUGH. 

Tough.  So,  Jack  Connor,  now  that  Father 
Franck  is  here,  I'll  make  my  complaint,  if  you 
don't  reftore  my  lamb. 

Jack  C.  Sne's  not  yours — you  know  my  fhep- 
herd  faw  you  t'other  night  fntak  into  my  field,  and 
brand  two  of  my  (beep  with  your  own  name. 

Father  F.  Oh !  that  was  a  grievous  fin,  neigh- 
bour Tough. 

lough.  Ah,  Father  Frank,  I  fee  which  way  your 
opinion  goes  where  good  eating  is  to  be  had ;  but 
I'll  lay  my  cafe  before  my  Lord's  Reward,  that  I 
wUl.  [Exit. 

Enter  RACHEL  hajlily. 

Jack  C.   My-  love  ! 

Rachel  Well,  here  I've  run  to  you.  Oh!  I'm 
fo  frighten'd. — Now  if  you  have  not  brought  Fa- 
ther Frank  here  to  marry  us. 

Jack  C.   Ha,  ha,  ha  !  guefs'd  it.— Ah,  flv  one ! 

Father  F.  But  have  you  her  father's  confent  ? 

Jack  C.  I've  her  own,  which  is  worth  fifty  fa- 
thers— sh,  Rachel  ? 

Rachel.  You  have,     (gives  her  hand) 

Father  F.  I  will  not  marry  you  without  her  fa* 
ther's  confent. 

Enter  PHELIM. 

Phelim.  Here's  the  fteward. 
Rachel.  Lud,  my  father  ! 

Phelim.  And  yonder  comes  old  Tough  again, 
fwearing  he'll  complain  to  him. 

VOL.  iv.  SD  Jack 
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Jack  C.  Will  he  ?  I've  a  thought— Ha !  (afide) 
Father  Frank,  only  ftep  in  ;  Rachel  will  make 
breakfaft  for  you — fuffer  me  to  fay  a  few  words 
to  her  father,  and  I  promife  you  he  confents  to  our 
marriage.— -Hum  !  ftep  in. 

Father  F.  Your  hot  cakes  and  your  eggs  are 
good,  and  that  that's  good  is  the  delight  of  a 
churchman.  [Exit  with  Rachel. 

Enter  DOWDLE. 

Dozvd.  Jack,  I  am  come  again  to  demand  your 
rent,  to  pay  off  my  Lord's  debts  to  the  Count. 

Jack  C.  Well,  you  mall  have  it,  if  you'll  oblige 
me. 

Dowd.  Oblige  you,  that's  doing  all  manner  of 
rogueries  to  thwart  and  perplex  me  ! 

Jack  C.  Well,  my  frolics  are  all  over — for  as  I've 
loft  all  hope  of  your  giving  me  Rachel— 

Dowd.  You've  no  hope  indeed — this  evening  I 
give  her  to  the  Count. 

Jack  C.  Well,  I  knew  you  would  j  fo  I  (luck 
up  to  the  daughter  of  old  Tough  the  grazier ; 
unknown  to  him  me  has  fcamper'd  off  here  to  me, 
and  is  this  moment  in  that  room. 

Dowd.  No  !  Well,  you're  a  devil  of  a  fellow  ! 

Jack  C.  I  am — and  how  can  I  help  it  ?  Ha,  ha, 
ha! 

Dowd.  You  can't.    Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Jack  C.  We've  Father  Frank  here  ready  to  marry 
us,  but  he's  afraid  of  your  anger. 

Dowd.  My  anger !  What  is  it  to  me  who  he 
marries  ? 

Jack  C.  Why  yes,  as  'twas  all  about  my  court- 
ing your  daughter,  he  will  not  marry  me  to  this 
girl  without  you  are  willing. 
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Dowd.  What !  you  knave,  do  you  think  I'll  con- 
nive at  your  running  away  with  any  man's  daughter! 
I  might  be  fervcd  fo  myfelf. 

Jack  C.  And  you  (hall — for  by  all  the  beard  on 
your  chin,  if  you  don't  call  to  Father  Frank,  to 
marry  me  to  the  girl  there,  (points  to  the  room) 
as  I  lofe  her  through  you,  I'll  again  tack  about, 
and  run  away  with  Rachel  in  fpite  of  your  teerh. 
I  tell  you,  you'll  never  be  able  to  hold  your  daugh- 
ter till  I'm  tied  up. 

Do-wd.  Then  I  wifh  you  were  tied  up.  The 
fellow  is  as  dangerous  in  the  village  as  a  fox.— ~ 
Well,  J  confent ;  fo  call  Father  Frank. 

Jack  C.  Call  a  Prieft  from  his  breakfaft  !  are 
you  mad  ? 

Dowd.  Call  the  wench  hither  then. 

Jack  C.  I  will,  thank  ye — (going,  returns)  But 
I  think  you'd  as  good  not  be  prefent. 

Dowd.  No  ? 

Jack  C.  No. — Old  Tough  will  owe  you  a  fad 
fpite. 

Dowd.  Well,  I'm  oblig'd  to  you.  Indeed  her 
father  is  a  wicked  old  rogue. 

Jack  C.  So  he  is,  Sir ;  he's  a  wicked  old  rogue  : 
why  I  told  him  fo  juft  now. 

Doivct.  Did  you  ?     What  !  to  his  face  ? 

Jack  C.  To  his  face,  as  I  talk  to  you  this  mo- 
ment. Says  J,  you  old  knave,  I'll  marry  your 
daughter. 

Doivd.  Do, — go  in  and  do  it ;  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Jack  C.  I  will— I'll  do  it. 

Dowd.  1  like  \Q  fee  a  crabbed  old  aumfkull 
bamboozled,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Jack  C.  So  do  I,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Tough,    (within)    I'll  have  her. 

Dowd.  Eh  !  here  he  is. 

3  D  2  Jack 
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Jack  C.  Yes,  he  has  mifs'd  her.  Now  only 
inind  the  fordid  fellow's  manner  of  talking  of  his 
family — all  in  the  grazier's  ftyle. — Wny,  Sir,  his 
wife  he  calls  his  ewe. 

Dowd.  Then  I  fuppofe  he'll  call  his  daughter 
here  within,  his  lamb,  ha,  ha  ! 

Jack  C.  Eh  !  why  no ;  I  think  he'll  fcarce  do 
that. 

Dowd.  J'll  bet  you  half-a-crown  he  does. 

Jack  C.  Done  !     He  won't. 

Dsiud.  He  will.  Don't  I  know  the  fellow's 
mO'.«e  of  phrnfj  ?  A  mere  fav^ge  ! 

Jack  C,  Well,  but  do  you  call  to  the  friar. 

Dowd.  I  will.. — Here,  Father  Frank,  marry  the 
couple  directly,  (calling  off) 

Father  F.  (within}  Have  the  young  couple  your 
confent,  neighbour  Dowdle  ? 

Dowd  Yes,  yes — Go  in  and  do  if.  (pujhing  him 
in}  Oh  !  this  will  make  a  rare  laugh  againft  the  old 
fellow.  Here  he  comes. — Father  Frank,  make 
hafte  and  marry  them,  (calling  of) 

Enter  TOUGH. 

Tougb.  He  fhall  reftore  her. — Mr.  Dowdle,  d« 
you  authorife  thefe  doings  ? 

Dowd.  What  doings!  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

9o6g&.  jack  Connor  to  take  away  my  lamb  ? 

Dowd.  His  lamb  !  ha,  ha,  ha  !  by  the  Lord  I 
have  won  my  half  crown — I  knew  the  grazier 
would  come  out.  She's  Jack  Connor's  Iamb  by 
this. 

Tough.  His !  For  ten  guineas  me  carries  my 
name 

Dowd.  For  twenty  guineas,  by  this  me  carries 
Jack  Connor's. 

'Tough 
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Tough.  Why,  zounds  1  he's  not  tarring  her 
•ver  again  i 

Dowd.  TarrM,  yes  ;  and  (he'll  foon  be  feather'd 

Tough.  Feather'd  ! 

DotuJ.  Yes,  when  (he's  drefs'd!  'tis  all  the 
fafhion,  you  know. 

lough.  Then  he  intends  her  for  his  own  table. 

Doivd.  Yes,  certainly,  (he'll  head  his  table,  ha, 
ha,  ha  ! 

Tough..  He's  plaguy  dainty. 

Dowd.  Yes,  he's  a  dainty  fellow. 

Tough.  He's  a  thief.— I  thought  to  have  fent 
her  to  market  to-morrow. 

Dowd.  Father  Frank,  if  the  job's  over,  let  the 
lamb  come  out  here,  and  aik  the  old  ram's  bleffing. 

Enter  RACKET.,  handed  In  by  JACK.  CONNOR  and 
Father  FRANK. 

Rachel,  (kneels  to  Dawdle}  Father,  your  blef- 
fing. 

Dowd.  Eh  !  if  this  fhould  be  the  lamb ! 

Tough.  And  I  believe  you  are  the  old  ram, 
ha,  ha,  ha! 

Dowd.  Father  Frank,  what  the  Devil's  this 
you've  been  doing  ? 

Father  F.  Fie,  fie  !  this  isunfeemly. — I've  been 
joining  this  pair  in  holy  wedlock,  as  you  defired 
rne. 

Tough,  As  you  delired  him,  ha,  hn,  ha  !  'tis  my 
turn  to  laugh  now. 

Jack  C.  Father-in-law,  to  keep  the  laugh  from, 
youifeif,  you'd  beft  join  in  it. 

Rachel.  Father,  don't  be  :in;>ry,  for  upon  the 
word  of  a  bride3  I  had  no  notion  of  marriage, — 

but 
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but  as  you  defired   it,  1  complied,  to  (how  my 
obedience. 

Dowd.  Oh,  plague  of  your  obedience,  (going) 
Jack  C.    Sir,    father-in-law,    here's    the   half- 
crown  you  won. 

[Dow die  breaks  from  him  and  exit  enraged, 
lough.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  I'm  fo  pleas'd.     Jack,  if 
you  ev'n  have  my  lamb,  keep  it,  and   let  your 
lamb  carve  it  for  the  wedding  (upper. 

{Exeunt. 


SCENE  IV :  and  la/I. 

\ 

Lord  ESMOND'J  Houfe. 
Enter  MARY,  taps  at  the  Door. 

Mary.  Yes,  by  this  my  young  Lady's  a  bride, 
and  if  poor  Muns  hadn't  been  luin'd  away,  I 
might  have  been  a  bride. — Mifs  Adelaide!  (taps  at 
the  door)  Bleis  me  !  will  (lie  deep  all  day  ? 

Enter  ADELAIDE. 

Adelaide.  'Tis  very  late,  (looks  at  her  watch) 

Mary.  Late  !  Now,  Miis,  havVt  you  been 
dreaming  of  your  fweetheart  ? 

Adelaide.  Oh  !  Mary,  the  fweetefl  dream  ! 

Mary.  La,  Mifs,  that's  a  vaftly  pretty  ring :  I 
never  iaw  you  wear  it  before. 

Adelaide,  (looking  at  her  finger)  Ring !  Hea- 
vens !  is  it  poflible  ? 

Mary.  I  muft  put  your  room  to  rights.      [Exit. 

Adelaide.  This  is  the  very  ring  J  gave  my  Nu- 
gent 


THE  PRISONER  AT  LARGE.  39$ 

gent  at  our  laft  parting !     If  he  fliould  be  ftill 
alive !     Oh  tranfport  ! 

Re-enter  MARY. 

Mary.  La,  Mils,  as  fure  as  I  live,  there's  a  door 
none  of  us  ever  law  from  your  chamber  to  th^ 
haunted  room.  I  went  through  a  long  paflage  that 
goes  all  the  way  ;  and  there's  my  old  Lady'sclothes- 
prefs  open'd,  and  all  in  fuch  a  confufion  ! 

Adelaide.  Do  you  know  of  any  ftranger  here  laft 
night  ? 

Mary.  None,  Mifs,  but  he  I  put  to.  fleep  in  the 
haunted  room. 

Adelaide.  Where  is  he  ?  (with  emotion) 

Mary.  Gone,  Ma'am,  but  Lord  knows  where. 

Adelaide.  It  muft  have  been  my  Nugent ;  every 
circumftance  confirms  it ;  and  this  ghoft  muft  have 
been  me,  I  muft  have  walk'd  in  my  fleep.  I  m ud- 
der to  think  of  the  dangers  I've  efcap'd  j  but  my 
Nugent  lives,  and  danger  vanifhes. 

Enter  DOWDLE. 

Dowd.  Ah,  jade  !  Pray,  Mifs,  did  you  know 
of  my  daughter's  elopement  ? 

Adelaide.  Dear  Sir,  did  you  fee  the  Gentleman? 

Dowd.  The  devil's  in  the  women  !  I  aik  about 
my  daughter,  and  a  Gentleman  is  ilap'd  in  my 
teeth  I  Huffey,  were  you  Rachael's  confidant  ? 
(to  Mary) 

Mary.  Pray,  Sir,  can  you  think  where  Muns  is 
gone  ? 

Dowd.  Get  along,  you  jade,  you  and  your 
Muns ;  the  rafcal,  I  fuppofe,  is  ftarving  in  a  ditch 

by  this (a  loud  knocking  without)  Hey  !  what 

great  man  is  here  ? 

Enter 
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Enter  MUNS,  In  a  rich  Livery. 

Muns.  Nobody  to  throw  open  the  gates  for  us  ! 

Dowd.  You!  you  fcoundrel,  how  dare  you  (how 
your  fawcy  face  here  ? 

Muns.  Come,  we  muft  have  the  rooms  now  in 
fome  order.  This  table — chairs — fopha — We  muft 
have  a  total  change  here — by'r  leave — 

Dowd.  Hey  !     Turn  out. 

Muns.  Stop — we  (hall  foon  fee  which  of  us  is  to 
turn  out.  (flouting  without) 

Enter  Lo*d  ESMOND,  (drefs'd)  and  Count  FRIPON. 

Lord  E.  My  beloved  Adelaide  !   (embracing) 

Muns.  My  darling  Mary  !  {embracing} 

Adelaide.  'Tis  my  Nugent ! 

Count  F.  Nugent  !  Oh  I  me  vil  fpoil  all.  (ajttte) 
De  Lady  is  miftaken  ; — dis,  Mr.  Dowdle,  is  your 
mafter,  Lord  Efmond. 

Dowd.  Eh  ! 

Count  F.  (apart  to  Adelaide)  Mifs,  fay  with  us, 
and  you  fhall  have  the  money. 

Adelaide.  And  does  Mr.  Nugent  come  here  an 
impoftor?  Lord  Efmond  has  been  already  too 
much  wrong'cl — deprived  of  Liberty  and  fortune  . 
and,  though  I  never  faw  him,  and  once  dearly 
loved  you,  could  I  fuppofe  you  one  of  his  un- 
principled oppredbrs,  I'd  baniih  you  for  ever  from 
my  heart. 

Lord  E.  My  Adelaide  !  what  joy  to  prove  your 
probity  unfhaken,  as  your  innocence  is  fpotlefs  !  I 
mould  fcarce  wifh  to  recover  my  fortune,  but  to 
render  myfelf  more  worthy  of  your  love. 

Count. 
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Count  F.  He  does  aft  de  Lord  charmant ;  I  muft 
help  him  on.  (afide)  Monfieur  Dowdle,  I  have 
received  lettres  from  my  friends  in  Paris  ;  to  (hew 
dere  generofite,  dey  dciire  me  to  deliver  Lord 
Efmond  up  his  bonds — Dere,  my  Lor.  (gives  Lord 
Efmond  papers')  Now,  as  we've  no  claim  on  his 
Lordfhip,  I  hope  de  tenants  will  pay  dere  rents. 

Lord  E.  I'm  fure,  my  dear  Count,  Fm  vaftly 
oblig'd  to  you  for  this,  (noife  without) 

Enter  JACK  CONNOR  and  RACHEL  ;  be  with  a 
lar%e  flick  fiands  before  Lord  ESMOND. 

Jack  C.  I'll  die  before  they  take  my  Lord  again 
to  a  prifon. 

Enter  TRAP  and  OFFICERS. 

Lord  E.  So,  Connor,  you'll  die  for  me,  and  not 
feturn  to  fup  with  me  ?  ha,  ha  ! 

Jack  C.  (looking  at  Lord  Efmond)  And  was  it 
you,  my  Lord,  I  affronted  at  my  houfe  laft  night? 

Lord  E.  My  old  friend,  neither  time  nor  dignity 
has  erafed  the  affections  of  our  boyim  days. — As 
for  my  fteward 

Jack  C.  My  Lord,  my  firft  requeft  is,  pardon 
for  my  father-in-law. 

Dowd.  Ah,  Jack  !  you  know  how  freely  I  gave 
you  my  daughter. 

Trap.  But  now,  my  Lord,  you'd  as  good  think 
of  coming  back  to  my  houfe. 

Lord  E.  I  thank  you,  Trap,  but  I  prefer  my 
own. — Reftor'd  to  my  eftate,  I  will  fatisty  all  my 
creditors ;  and,  be  aflured,  I  will  take  care  to  in- 
demnify you. 

Count  F.  Diable  !  Are  you  really  my  Lord  Ef- 
mon-1  ?  Oh,  I'm  ruin'd  ! 

VOL.  iv.  3  E  Lord 
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Lord  E.  My  ruin,  I  hope,  will  teach  our  No- 
bility, inftead  of  travelling  to  become  the  dupes  of 
foreign  iharpers,  to  flay  at  home  and  fpend  their 
fortune  amongft  their  honeft  tenants,  who  iupport 

their  fplendor. Trap,  you  have  been  long  my 

gaoler,  now  I'll  be  yours ; — but  liberty  (hail  be 
your  punifliment — hofpitality  the  lock  of  my  prifon 
— and  honeft  Muns  my  turnkey,  to  give  a  welcome 
to  the  kind  friend,  focial  neighbour,  and,  above 
all,  the  ftranger  in  diftrefs. 


THE    END. 
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SCEIC  i,  The  PrNjfian  Camp  near  Hreflanv. 


LOVE  IN  A  CAMP; 

OR, 
PATRICK  IN  PRUSSIA. 


A  C  T    I. 

SCENE  I. 

A  remote  fart  of  the  Camp. 

Soldiers  difcover'd  cleaning  their  f  re  arms. 

AIR.— CHORUS. 

OO  cheerful,  fo  happy,  we  boys  of  the  blade, 
Prepare  all  to  meet  on  the  Ihining  parade; 

1  hen  rub, 

And  fcrub, 
Your  mufquet,  your  belt,  and  your  bayonet  bright, 

We'll  rub, 

We'll  fcrub, 
Our  mufquets,  our  belts,  and  our  bayonets  bright. 

In  fpatterdafli  white,  as  he  throws  up  his  leg, 
"Each  rank  and  file  marches  a  bold  Scanderbeg  ; 

The 
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The  ladies  admiring, 
Our  charging  and  firing, 
Our  {landing  and  kneeling, 
To  right  and  left  wheeling. 

A  fmile  from  a  woman  's  a  foldier's  delight, 

They  love  us,  we  love  'em,  and  for  'em  we'll  fight ; 

We'll  jovially  ling, 

Drink  a  health  to  our  king, 

And  make  the  camp  ring. 

(Drum  beats  roll  call.) 

[Exeunt. 

Capt.  P.    (Without)  No,  no ;  take  the  horfes 
back  to  the  inn. 

Enter  CAPTAIN  PATRICK,  and  PosT-Boy. 

As  Pve  reach'd  the  piquet  guard,  I  (hall  eafily 
find  out  Marfhal  Fehrbellin's  tent. 

[Exit  PoJl-Boy. 

So,  here  am  I  in  the  camp  at  GroSen- tintz — but 
now  to  enquire  for  the  Marshall's  quarte.'S,  if  I 
cou'd  be  fo  lucky  as  to  find  Darby — let's  lee  his 
Ycrawl— •  (Takes  out  a  letter  and  reads.) 
"  My  dear  Paddy  !  by  your  example,  I  am  now 
"  turn'd  gentleman  foldier  in  the  Pruffian  fervice 
'"  — fuch  favor  with  all  our  officers!  I'm  in  the 
<c  high  road  to  preferment,  fo  in  that  cafe,  like 
*'  GUI  brave  Pruflian  hero,  I'm  learning  to  kill 
"  man,  woman,  and  child :  and  am  your  loving 
<c  friend  till  death." 

Ha,  ha,  ha!    So  then  Darby  by  this  I  fuppofe  is 
a  very  great  man  indeed. 

(Fifes  without.) 

Enter 
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Enter  ADJUTANT,  SOLDIERS,   DRUMMERS,  (wiib 
whips*  &V.)    and  DARBY  Pr  if  oner. 

Adjutant.   Hair  ! 

Capt.  P.  Some  poor  devil  to  be  flogg'd  ! 

Darby.  Oh  dear  Mr.  Adjutant  —  Mr.  Serjeant 
•  —  mv  y,ood  little  I  -rummers  —  don't  go  to  whip 
me  —  1'fliall  never  bear  it. 

Capt.  P.  By  Heaven  it's  my  old  friend  Darby  ! 
poor  fellow  !  Is  this  his  high  p.eferment  ? 


Adjutant.  Strip  ! 

Darby.  I  tell  you  I  never  ftrip  but  when  I'm 
going  ro  bed. 

Adjutant.  Drummers,  prepare  your  cat-o'-nine- 
tails. 

Darby.  Oh  !  why  ?  what  the  devil  are  you 
about,  friend  Nimblewrift  ? 

Drummer.  Don't  you  fee  I'm  tying  knots  ? 

Darby.  That's  very  childifh  woik!  what  are 
you  at  there,  Tommy  Tickle  back  ? 

Adjutant.  Right  —  plait  the  whipcord  with  wire. 

Darby.  Whipcord  and  wire  !  oh  !  can  you  — 
have  you  the  heart  —  my  dear  friends  —  mefsmatts 
-—comrades  —  my  own  gay  companions  —  oh  !  !-— 
then  if  I  muft  be  flogg'd  —  mind,  if  I  don't  like  it, 
you'ie  to  leave  off. 

Cap.  p.  You,  Sir,  are  the  Adjutant,  I  pre- 
fume,  pray  what's  this  man's  crime  ? 

Adjutant.  Only  a  fufpicion  of  drunkennefs,  and 
fleeping  on  his  poft. 

Darby.  I  fell  afleep  and  never  dreamt  that  I 
was  to  be  flogg'd  for  it.  (cries'] 

Adjutant.  Ha,  ha,  hal  You  hear  Sir  —  A  pica- 

fant 
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fant  good-natur'd  poor  fellow,  but  never  out  of 
rnifchief — from  his  arch  tricks,  he's  fo  great  a  fa- 
vorite with  our  officers,  that  none  of  them  cou'd 
bear  to  be  lookers-on,  and  indeed,  we've  orders  for 
the  fentence  to  be  executed  in  a  more  private  and 
gentle  manner  than  ufual — I  myfelf  have  a  par- 
ticular friendfhip  for  poor  Darby — (apart)  Strip 
you  dog! 

Capt.  P.  A  moment,  Sir — who  is  your  Cap- 
tain, 

Adjutant.  He  that  we  had  Sir,  is  exchanged, 
and  our  new  one  not  being  arrived  yet  from  Ber- 
lin, I  may  fay  that  indeed  now  we  have  no  Cap- 
tain. 

Capt.  P.  I  am  he. 

Adjutant.  Sir ! 

'Darby.  (Looking  at  the  Captain}  Eh  !—  No  !— 
Yes  !— Pat !— Patrick  !— Paddy  !  Oh  my  dear 
dear  friend — oh  my  fweet  Captain  Paddy  !  (runs 
and  embraces  him) 

Capt.  P.  Sufpend  his  punilhment  till  1  fpeak  to 
the  commanding  officer. 

Darby.  Huzza  !  Didn't  I  fay  he  was  Captain 
Paddy  ? 

Adjutant.  We  hadn't  heard  Sir,  of  your  arrival 
— you're  welcome  to  the  camp,  and  if  its  your 
defire,  I  think  I  may  venture  a  refpite. 

Capt.  P.  You  may. 

Darby.  Oh  yes  you  may — you  may  pardon  me 
too;  the  Devil  a  harm  that'll  do  any  body — 
He,  he,  he! 

Adjutant.  Sir,  as  you  anfwer  for  the  prifoner — 
releaie  him! 

Darby.  Keleafeme! 

Capt.  P.  Sir,  you're  very  obliging. 

Darby. 
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Darby.  Sir,  you're  very  obliging  (Bows  to  the 
Adjutant)  He,  he,  he — Comrades — friends — my 
gay  worthy  companions,  Mailer  Nimblewrift, 
and  Tommy  Ticklcback,  go  find  another  moufe 
For  your  cat-o'-nine  tai's — go — Ha,  ha,  ha! 

[Exeunt  all  but  Darby  and  Captain  Patrick. 
Pat,  I'm  To  glad  to  fee  you — oh'Lord  !  How  you 
come  to  fave  me  like  my  good — I  believe  you 
dropp'd  from  the  fkies;  let's  feel— did  an  angel 
ever  weir  a  blue  coat  ? 

Capt.  P.  But  how,  how  is  all  this,  Darby?  I 
left  )Ou  at  your  little  farm  in  Ireland>  and  here  I 
find  you  at  a  whipping-poft  in  Silefia;  how  have 
you  contrived  to  bring  ail  this  promotion  about 
you  ingenious  rogue? 

Darby.  'Twas  you,  yoO  done  it  all—that  curfed 
pair  of  colours  that  Captain  Fitzroy  clap'd  into 
your  fift,  let  me  all  a-gog  for  a  General's  ftaff, 
and  as  I  cou'dn't  turn  foldier  whilft  I  was  worth 
two-pence,  I  fold  off  the  farm. 

Capt.  P.  Then  away  went  ploughs,  flails,  (beep, 
and  cows. 

Darby.  Aye,  after  that  jade,  Kathleen,  jilted 
me,  it  was  all  up,  and  to  Dublin  on  my  long- 
tail'd  garron — Gee-up  went  Darby. 

Capt.  P.  And  while  the  fplinters  held  out 

Darb.  Oh  I  didn't  fhfh  it  away,  (ironically)  Ve- 
fy  ordinary  clothes  I  bought  to  be  fure,'  fhew'd 
'em  the  foul  of  an  Irifh  boy ;  but  when  all  was 
gone,  fays  I,  I'll  go  try  my  fortune  in  London, 
knowing  I  fhou'd  meet  fome  lads  o*  the  fhamrock 
there;  but  muc'dled  a  little  with  taking  leave  of 
this  body  and  that  body — the  blundering  wherry- 
men,  inftead  of  the  Park-gate  Pacquet,  put  me  on 
board  a  (hip  bound  for  the  Baltic,  didn'c  find  my 

VOL.  iv.  3  F  miftake 
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miftake  'till  I  was  landed  at  Dantzick,  very  gen- 
teely,  without  a  fecond  coat  to  my  back  ;  fo  from 
hunger  and  the  drill  here,  you  fee  me  a  Prufiian. 
hero,  huzza ! 

Capt.  P.  But  how  comes  it,  Darby,  that  the 
army,  inftead  of  improving,  fhou'd  have  made 
you  irregular  ? 

Darby.  Me !  Lord  I'm  the  moft  regular—- 
every day,  as  fure  as  the  day  comes,  I  tip  off  my 
two  half  gallons. 

Capt.  P.  Darby,  have  a  care — if  you  tipple — 

Darby.  Me  tipple  !  but  fure  when  nobody's  by, 
what  harm  can  it  do  your  military  difcipline,  if 
we — He,  he,  he  !  crack  a  joke,  and  have  a  laugh 
about  old  times  ?  Pat,  don't  you  remember  that 
evening  that  Dermot  was  filling  the  brown  jug 
for  you  and  I,  and  father  Luke,  at  the  three  jolly 
goofes,  how  we 

Enter  OLMUTZ. 

( Darby  Juddenly  changes  to  rejpecl  and  deference) 
Your  Honor  likes  a  broil'd  goofe  ? — oh  vtry 
well,  your  Honor — Corporal  tell  the  Sutler — 

Olm.  Sir, — Marihal  Fehrbellin — inform'd — 
your  arrival — compliments — fee  your  honor — 
his  tent — half  an  hour— 

Capt.  P.  My  refpefts  and  I  fliall  wait  on  him. 

Olm.  Tell  him  fb.  [Exit. 

Capt.  P,  Our  brother  foldier  here  is  very  (par. 
ing  of  his  words 

Darby.  Corporal  Olmutz — yes,  but  he  found 
words  enough  to  inform  agaiml  me,  for  fleeping 
on  my  poft  ;  I'll  be  up  with  him. 

Capt.  P.  A  deviliih  fmart  girl  yonder— Darby 
do  you  know  her  ? 

Darby 


OR,  PATRICK  IN  PRUSSIA.  411 

Darby.  Eh  !  oh  yes,  very  well— never  faw  her 
before  tho'  (afide)  She's  been  felling  her  fruit  in 
Breflaw  I  fee  j  come  this  way,  and  I'll  introduce 
you.  [they  retire. 

Enter  FLORA  with  an  empty  flower  bajket. 
AIR.— FLORA. 

The  tuneful  birds,  how  fvveet  they  fing, 
How  gay  the  dainty  flow'rets  fpring, 
How  light  the  milkmaid's  brimming  pail, 
As  chaunting  o'er  the  flow'ry  dale ; 
'Tis  love  that  wafts  her  blithe  along, 
That  paints  the  flowers  and  tunes  the  fong. 

Flora.  Let's  fee.  (reckoning  money)  The  peach- 
es, yes  but  what  did  I  make  by  my  Urawbenies? 
fix  fennins,  one,  two,  three,  four — ten  creitzers  ; 
and  my  flowers  too  turn'd  out  valtly  well. — I'll 
tie  my  money  in  the  corner  of  my  handkerchief, 
and  then  if  any  impudent  fellow  Ihou'd— - 

CAPTAIN  and  DARBY  advance. 

Darby.  Servant  my  pretty  lafs  !  hem  (he's  your 
own — I  know  her,  'tis  little  Flora,  fells  apples 
and  flowers  j  lives  at  the  corner  of  the  weft  ram- 
part.— Talk  to  her  in  her  own  way. 

Copt.  P.  She's  the  fweeteft  flower  in  her  own 
garden. 

Flora.  Did  you  want  me,  Sir  ? 

AIR. — CAPTAIN  PATRICK. 

Dans  votre  lit,  that  bright  parterre  ! 
Shou'd  Flora  bloom  a  lilly  fair ; 

3  F  2  A  fmiling 
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A  fmiling  jonquil  I  cou'd  be, 

To  blow  fweet  flow'r  befide  of  thee, 

Dans  votre  lit. 

Or  nodding  on  the  thorny  bufh, 
You  droop  to  hide  the  rofe's  blufh ; 
The  leafy  umbrage  make  of  me, 
And  in  this  breaft  you'll  meiterd  be, 

Dans  votre  lit, 

When  ev'ry  flow'r  that  paints  the  ground. 
Throws  liniles  a.nd.  odours  all  a/Gund,i 
Sweet  riovv'r  I'll  prove  thy  faithful  bee, 
And  honey  fip,  from  none  but  thee,  , 

Dans  votre  lit. 

Darby.  Pray  ar'n't  you— -a—a — a — what-cTye- 
call  urn  girl,  and  don't  you  live  at  thing-o-me 
village? 

Fwa    Well  fuppofe  fo,  what  then  ? 

Qarb.  What  then  my  dear  ?  why  this  is  a  cap- 
tain, and  you  fhall  have  the  honor  of  drinking 
fome  wine  with  his  honor  to-morrow  evening  in 
his  honor's  tent. 

Flora.  The  fellow's  a  fool ! 

Capf  P.  So  he  is,  my  loye,  but  no  harm  in  * 
glafs  of  wine,  my  pretty  Pomona. 

TRIO. 

CAPTAIN  PATRICK,  FLORA,  and  DARBY. 

CAPTAIN. 
My  Angel! 

Little  girl ! 

FLORA. 
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FLORA. 
Who  me  ? 

CAPTAIN. 
A  moment  flop. 

FLORA. 
Do  flop  me  at  your  peril. 

DARBY. 
Your  tent,  and  then  a  drop. 

FLORA, 

Nay  Sir. 

CAPTAIN. 

Why  fo  cold,  my  charmer  ? 

DARBY. 

Brilliant  Burgundy  will  warm  her. 

CAPTAIN. 
My  cherry  ! 

DARBY. 

My  plum  ! 

In  finger  and  thumb  . 

You  mail  fold  the  waift 
Of  the  blufhing  glafs, 

CAPTAIN. 
My  fweet  rofy  lafs  » 


While  the  ne&ar  lip  you  tafte. 

CAPTAIN- 
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CAPTAIN. 

Such  joy  will  1  fip 
From  your  ripe  balmy  lip; 
Your  charms  thus  I'll  claip.     (puts  bis  hand 
round  her) 

DARBY. 
Thus  the  bottle  I'll  grafp. 

FLORA. 
How  can  you  ufe  me  fo? 

DARBY. 

Then  up  my  dear  you  go. 
Do  let  his  honour  bufs : 

CAPTAIN. 

My  fweet !  a  moment  flay. 
FLORA. 

,     How  dare  you  ufe  me  thus 
Upon  the  King's  highway. 

DARBY. 

A  turnpike  man  am  I, 

To  take  king  Cupid's  toll : 

CAPTAIN. 
A  kifs— 

FLORA. 

I  will  pafs  by. 

DARBY. 

You  can't,  upon  my  foul* 

CAPTAIN, 
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CAPTAIN. 
My  lovely  Sylvan  beauty! 

FLORA. 

What  (hall  I  do,  o'lack! 

DARBY. 

My  fweet !  pay  here  the  duty, 

\V  ith  a  hearty  imack.     (Skejlrikes  him  ox 
the  cheek. ) 

Pize  on  your  fift,  my  beauty  ! 

Oh  dang  it  what  a  whack! 
Your  cheek  may  take  the  duty 

Of  fuch  a  doufing  fmack.     (To  the  Captain.) 

[Exit  Flora. 

Capt    P.  A  charming:  girl  upon  my  foul ! 

Darby.  To!  lol  de  rol — you  (hall  have  her. 

Capt.  P.  Stop  Dai  by  !  are  you  fure  by  my 
kindnsfs  I  (ha'n't  be  guilty  of  fedu&ion ;  I 
wou'dn't  for  a  tranfient  plcafure  bring  lafting 
ruin  on  an  innocent  girL 

Darby.  Pfha  !  D'ye  think  I'd 1  muft  pufli 

him  on  to  an  intrigue,  to  make  myfelf  of  confc- 
quence.  (afide)  Say  no  more,  whcre's  your  wife, 
Madam  Noiaa  ? 

Capt.  P.  I've  left  her  behind  me  at  Berlin,  with 
her  uncle. 

Darby.  Who?  Father  Luke!  Ha,  ha,  ha! 
old  two-to-one — that's  fo  curfed  clever  at  bringing 
mutton  to  his  multiplication-table. 

Capt.  P.  But  now  to  wait  on  Marmal  Fehrbel- 
lin.  Jih — where  fhall  1  get  on  my  flioes  ? 

Darby.  Lord,  Sir!  we  all  wear  boots  here  in  the 
camp,  we  Ihoe  none  but  the  horfes — I'll  do  your 

Maiquee 
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Marquee  up  fo  pay  and  trim  to-morrow — but  for 
to-nii^hr — I'll  bei^cak  aparrmena,  for  you  at  Ma- 
bel Fioiiriih's,  where*  our  officers  rr.efs.  This  way 
paddy — Come  along  Captain — pleafeyour  honor. 

[Exit. 

Capt.  P.  If  thefe  pretty  laffes  come  much  in  my 
way,  I  fhall  Hand  in  need  of  all  my  conftancy. 

AIR. — CAPTAIN* 


Away  ye  giddy  fmiling  throng, 

Of  tempting  beauties  fair  and  young  ; 

My  heart  be  true,  altho'  my  ton-gue, 

Shou'd  iing  of  lovely  Floia  : 
Or  fhou'd  I  gaze  with  fond  defire, 
Shou'd  breath  of  roles  fan  the  fire ; 
Or  tho'  I  on  a  touch  expire, 

My  foul  is  thine  fweet  Noralu 

The  bonds  of  Hymen  o'er  my  mind, 
My  coaftant  foul  muft  ever  bind} 
To  that  dear  woman  left  behind, 

My  kind,  my  tender  Norah  ! 
But,  Oh!   I  fear  each  mortal  part, 
Nay,  e'en  this  true,  this  faithful  heart, 
Refiftlefs  to  the  Urchin's  dart, 

Shot  by  the  eyes  of  Flora* 

Illufive  vapour,  tranfient  blaze, 

Oh  !   vanifh,  while  I  wond'ring  gaze  $ 

But  {hine  like  Dian's  filver  rays, 

My  pafiion  chafte  for  Norah  : 
Yet  Hymen  v  1)  J;s,  and  Venus  fmiles, 
And  paffion  rv'iy  fenfe  beguiles; 
And  Cupid  with  his  thoufand 

Affifts  my  charming  Flora. 

[Exit. 


SCENE 
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SCENE  II. 

Qutfide  of  MABEL  FLOURISH'S  Hoitfe—Over  the 
door  wrote — "  the  Officers  Mefs-houfe,  ke$t  by 
"  MABEL  FLOURISH." 

Enter  CAPTAIN  PATRICK  and  DARBY,  (meeting). 

Capt.  P.  Well  where  are  thefe  apartments  ? 
Darby.  This,  this   is  the   houfe  your  honor- 
Mabel  Flourifh's  houfe— Waiter  !  Houfe  ! 

Enter  WAITER. 

Spread  the  grand  turkey-carpets  and  the  wilton 
counter-panes,  rub  up  the  mahogany  tables- 
bring  the  old  trumpeter's  great  arm  chair  into 
the  ilate  bedchamber — get  a  waft-ball  and  flip- 
pers— throw  fand  upon  the  flairs,  and  kick  the 
cat  out  of  the  way — That  way  your  honor. 

[E*it  Captain  Patrick  and  W  iter. 
Yonder  is  Olrnuu — if  I  could  engage  him  to  car- 
ry off  this  girl  for  the  Captain — yes  Olmutz  is  the 
man,  he's  a  good  large  flrong  wicked  rogue — be- 
fides  if  its  found  out  he'll  be  in  for  the  punifh- 
ment,  and  if  he  wants  to  excufe  himfelf  by  his  clip- 
pings, and  his  half  words,  ti^ey  can  fcarce  tell 
•what  he  means,  fome  revenge  for  his  getting  me 
tied  to  the  halberts.  Ha  !  the  deuce  now  if 
little  Quiz  hafn't  got  along  with  him;  that  fellrw's 
never  happy,  but  when  he's  in  company  with 
great,  big  people — delighrs  in  every  thing  that's 
large — can't  dunk  but  out  of  gallons  ant1  rum- 
mer glades — eats  his  meat  with  a  carving  knife, 
and  picks  his  teeth  with  a  bayonet.  Coming  in 
jit  our  door  here  t'other  day,  he  {looped  like  a 
VOL.  IT.  3  G  garner 
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gander  under  a  gate,  yet  it  being  a  little  dark, 
broke  his  nofe  againft  the  buckle  or  Olmutz's  belt. 
— Swears  he  will  be  a  grenadier. — Ha,  ha,  ha ! 
(retires) 

Enter  OLMUTZ  and  Quiz. 

Olm.  Only  whipp'd. 

$uiz.  I  tell  you  Darby  was  {hot—blown  from 
the  mouth  of  a  cannon. 

Darby,  (advancing)  Your  cannon's  a  great 
gun,  for  I  was  not  fhot. 

Olm.  Knew was  only  whipp'd. 

Darby.  Knew was  only  not  whipp'd. 

£>uiz.  Ah  when  I'm  a  trooper 

Darby.  When  (hrirrps  are  lobflers — you  a  troo- 
per you  little  imp  of  a  devil  you,  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Olm.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Sguiz.  Very  well  gentlemen  ! — very  well — but 
the  ivvord  fifn  is  not  a  whale,  nor  the  lion  an  ele- 
phant— nor  am  I  feven  foot  high — fpirit  dont 
confift  in  bone  and  mufcle — its  the  heart — the 
heart  by  the  god  of  war ! 

Olm.  (looking  out)  Marfhal  Fehrbellin  ! 

<%uiz.  Oh  now  gentlemen,  you  (hall  fee  what 
the  Marfhal  will  fay  to  me — See  if  like  your 
Martinets  of  officers  he'll  refufe  me  a  place  in 
the  grenadier  corps — but  hold — I'll  appear  be- 
fore him  in  my  new  purchafe. 

[£#//. 

Darby.  Hey  !  the  Marfhal  may  be  for  cafting 
up  the  reckoning  that  he  ordered  to  be  fcored  on 
my  back.  Olmutz  your  hand — Your  turning 
tell-tale  upon  me  wasn't  fo  well,  but  brother 
foldiers  fhou'd  forget  and  forgive,  and  to  ihew 

you 
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you  I  do,   I'll  put  you  in  a  way  of  making  our 
new  captain  here  your  friend  for  ever.- — Mabel ! 

(calls) 

Enter  MABEL  FLOURISH. 

Mrs.  Flourish,  (lop  you  here  and  anfwer  the  Mar- 
ihal? 

Mabk  F.    Me  fpeak  to  his  Highnefs ! 

Darby.  Hearkye  Olmutz. 

[Darby  and  Olmutz  retire. 

Enter  MARSHALL  FEHRBELLIN  and  Soldiers. 

Marjhal  F.  Who  faw  the  Irifh  officer  from 
Berlin  ? 

Mabel  F.  Pleafe  your  honor,  the  Captain  is 
only  changing  his  cloaths,  but  I'll  tell  him  your 
Highnefs  requires  his  attendance. 

Marjhal  F.  Hold,  don't  difturb  him— I'll  fend 
my  Aid-de-camp  with  a  plan  of  our  intended 
manoeuvres — A  tall  woman,  (ajide)  What's  your 
came  ? 

Mabel  F.  Mabel  Flourim,  pleafe  your  High- 
nefs. My  father  was  a  trumpeter  in  the  guards, 
pleafe  your  Highnefs, 

Marjhal  F.  Oh  poor  old  FlonriCh— Ha  !  Ire- 
member  him — Are  you  married  ? 

Mabel  F.  No  pleafe  your  Highnefs,  I'm  a  maid 
at  your  fervice. 

MarJkalF.  Not  married,  ha! — (  furveying  her) 

To  march  her  with  one  of  our  talleit  men  mutt 

produce  foldiers  to  the  full  ftandardj  the  king  does 

not  approve  of  this  method,  but  without  it  our 

302  troops 
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troops  muft  in  time  degenerate.  Ha  !  yonder's 
a  good  tall  fellow — foldier  !  (calls)  (Olmntz  ad- 
vances) (looks  alternately  at  him  and  Mabel)  They 
muft  do  very  well,  (tifide)  Soldier  are  you  mar- 
ried ? 

Olm.  No — Highnefs. 

Mar/hall  F.  (tears  a  leaf  out  of  his  pocket  book, 
and  writes  with  a  pencil)  Can  you  read  ? 

Olm.  Don't  know — never  try'd — pleafe  High- 
nefs. 

MarJhalF.  I'll  have  this  perform'd,  and  by  our 
new  Irifti  Captain,  it  will  give  him  a  fample  of 
the  ftriclnefs  of  our  Pruffian  military  difcipline. 

(ajide)    Deliver   this   to    your  Captain. Yes, 

very  well  matched  indeed.  [JLxit  attended. 

Mabel F.  His  Highnefs  is  generally  very  proud, 
I  never  faw  him  fo  fweet  and  condefcending.  (bell 
rings)  Oh  dear  the  new-come  Captain. 

[Exit  into  the  houfe. 

Darby,  Olmutz  what's  the  matter,  what's  his 
Highnefs  been  faying  to  you  ?  What  have  you 
got  there  ? 

Olm.  Only — Marflial  ordered — deliver  paper- 
new  Captain. 

Darby,  (readmit  apart')  «c  Marfhal  Fehrbellin's 
beft  regards  wait  on  Captain  Patrick — defires  he 
will  with  all  difpatch,  have  the  bearer  married  to 
Mabel  Flourifh — She  fhall  have  a  portion  of  fifty 
rix-dollars  fro'm  the  military  cheft." For  get- 
ting me  tied  to  the  flogging-poft,  friend  Olmutz 
fhall  never  touch  thefe  dollars — no,  no — (afide) 
He'n  !  Olmutz  you'd  better  not  wait  to  give 
this  to  the  Captain,  but  according  to  your  pro- 
mile  come  along  with  me  about  that  bufinefs. 

Oho. 
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film.  Yes,  but — paper's  confequence- — let's 
hear — what's  about. 

Darby.  Oh  you  fliall  hear  what  its  about  my 
fine  fellow — (pretends  to  read}  "  Marftiall  Fehr- 
bellin's  compliments  to  Captain  Patrick,  defires 
he  will  with  all  difpatch,  make  the  bearer,  for 
one  hour,  ride  the  great  wooden  horfe,  with 
five  carbines  tied  to  each  leg." 

Olm.  (alarmed)  Me  ! — Devil — what  have- 
done  ? — 

Darby.  I  don't  know — poor  fellow !  did  he 
afk  you  any  queftions  ? 

Olm.  Yes — afk'd — cou'd  read. 

Darby.  And  I  warrant  you  faid  no  ? 

Olm.  No — didn't — faid — never  try'd. 

Darby.  That's  what  has  undone  you. 

Olm.  By  the  Lord  ! — fevereft  officer — whole 

army — Punifh  man — caufe  can't  read Court 

martial — not — too — (walks) 

Darby.  Yes,  and  fuch  a  fine  tall  clever  fellow 
as  you — -Oh  !  upon  my  word  his  Highnefs  is  too 
fevere — Olmutz — harkee — Ha,  ha,  ha  !  I've  a 
thought — this  paper  does'nt  mention  your  name, 
it  only  fays  "  the  bearer"  fuppofe  we  defire  little 
Quiz  to  deliver  it,  the  Captain  without  any  cere- 
mony, wou'd  mount  him  on  the  great  horfe. 

Olm.  Good — friend  Darby  !  do  fo. 

Darby.  I  mull  feal  the  note  tho',  for  if  he 
fhou'd  have  the  impudence  to  read  it,  our  joke 
is  fpoil'd. 

Olm.  Stop — wafer  box — window.  \_Exit. 

Darby.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  I'll  have  a  rare  joke  out 
of  ihis. 


Re-enter 
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Re-enter  OLMUTZ  with  a  wafer,  DARBY  feah  the 
Note. 

Olm.  Hufli— Comes— Quiz. 
Darby.  There-— don't  laugh  ? 

Enter  Quiz  in  large  Grenadier's   cafy  fabre,  belt, 
fpurs,  &c. 

Quiz.  Well,  now  I'm  equip'd — I  make  a  very 
foolifli  bit  of  a  foidier — don't  I — Hem  !  where's 
the  Marfhal  ? 

Darby.  He's  only  gone  from  hence  this  mo- 
ment— I  don't  know  how  it  comes  about,  but 
you're  in  high  favor  with  his  Highnefs. 

Quiz.  Me  !  I  thought  fo — Merit  can't  be  long 
hid. 

Darby.  I've  done  your  bufinefs  with  him. 

Quiz.  How  ? 

Darby.  Here  I  fancy  under  this  wafer  lies 
your  promotion  ;  I  gave  fuch  a  character  of  you 
to  his  Highnefs.  I  told  him  you  were  fix  foot, 
cap  and  all,  and  this  note  his  Highnefs  left  for 
you  to  give  to  the  Captain. 

£>uiz.  His  Marfhalfhip  honors  me  much. 

Olm.  Dare  fay — Quiz— foon  exalted,  (winks  at 
Darby} 

Quiz.  Aye,  little  as  I  am  now,  I  may  look 
down  on  people  bigger  thanmyfdf. 

Olm.  May  fo — look  down  from  wooden  horfc1. 
(ajide}  give  letter — Captain  ? 

Qttiz.  D'ye  think  I'd  neglect  his  Highnefs 's 
orders  ? 

Darby.  Here  he  is.  Come  Olmutz  we  mufl 
fee  about  getting  this  pretty  girl  for  the  Irifh  of- 
ficer. [Exeunt  Dc.rby  and  Olmutz. 

Enter 
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Enter  CAPTAIX  PATRICK/™***  tie  boufe. 

Capt.  P.  So  now  for  the  Marmal's  quarters— 
but  no  finding  Darby  to  conduct  me,  oh,  per- 
haps this  foldier  may — hey  ?  what  iort  of  figure 
have  we  here  ?  (feeing  Quiz) 

Quiz.  Hem !  Sir,  I'm  order'd  by  his  Highnefs 
Marlhal  Fehrbellin  to  deliver  this  billet  to  your 
Honor,  (gives  it) 

Capt.  P.  (Having  perufed  it)  Ha,  ha,  ha !  a 
whimfical  fort  of  duty  this,  but  I'll  obey — his 
Majefty  wimes  to  replenifh  the  race  of  drummers 
1  fuppofc.  (afide)  And  pray  friend  where  is  this 
Mabel  Flounm. 

Quiz.  Sir  !  now  what  can  he  want  with  her  ? 
(afide)  Oh,  here  comes  Mabel  and  pleafe  your 
honor. 

Enter  MABEL. 

Capt.  P.  This  !  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Mabel  F.  Sir,  will  you  take  the  key  of  "your 
portmanteau,  or  (hall  J  give  it  to  Darby  ? 

Capt.  P.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  This  will  be  a  whimfi- 
cal match  faith,  but  I  fuppofe  you're  both  agreed 
in  the  affair  ;  you're  determin'd. 

Quiz.  Yes,  I'm  refolv'd — Honor's  my  mi£- 
trels,  and  for  her  I'll  die. 

Capt.  P.  Oh,  very  well  j  then  I'll  fend  for  the 
chaplain,  and  fee  you  both  married  immediately. 

Mabel  F.  See  us  married  ! 

gfuiz.  How  !  Oh  Darby  has  indeed  done  my 
bufmefs  one  way,  ha,  ha,  ha  !  I  had  no  notion 
the  fellow  had  fuch  intereft.  (afide) 

_  Capt.  P. 
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Capf.  P.  And  pray  what's  your  name  p 

Sguiz.  Quiz  Oddbody. 

Capt.  P.  Then  Mr.  Oddbody  I  give  you  joy, 
I'm  order'd  by  the  Marfhal  to  fee  you  married 
to  that  gentlewoman  immediately. 

Mabel  F.  Me! 

<3>uiz.  Well  this  is  the  ftrangeft — I  had  no  no- 
tion of  marrying,  but  this  is  fuch  a  prodigious 
— fuch  a  great  match 

Mabel  F.  Your  Honor,  ferioufly,  does  his 
Highnefs  infift  upon  my  marrying  that  cham- 
panza  ? 

Capt.  P.  Here  I've  his  Highnefs's  exprtfs  com- 
mands, and  Madam,  he  orders  you  a  portion  of 
fifty  rix-dollars  from  the  military  chefl. 

Mabel  F.  Oh  that's  another  thing — there's  my 
hand,  Mr.  Quiz. 

Styiz.  Hem !  Madam  I  (hall  be  proud — to  be 
man  of  the  houfe. 

Mabel  F.  I  mall  have  the  handfomefl.  booth  in 
the  camp  to-morrow. 

Capi*  P.  Come  let's  attend  the  chaplain. 

[Exit. 

Mabel  F.  Aye,  let's  go  to  chapel. 

£>uiz.  Chapel!  we'll  be  married  in  a  cathe- 
dral, we  will  by  the  god  of  war. 

AIR.— Quiz. 

All  fierce  and  military, 

Crofs  buff  belts  and  regimentals  new, 
High  cap  rough  and  hairy, 
At  the  grand'  review. 

With  fpur  and  boot, 
Adorn  the  foot, 

.    To  grace  the  field,  while  paterarocs  fhoot 
Fire  and  fmoke, 
All  a  joke, 

Bullets 
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Bullets  whiz, 
Bully  Quiz 
fereft  as  a  fturdy  oak. 

On  my  charger  prancing, 

Rat  tat  tat  his  hoofs  (hall  beat  the  ground ; 
Great  glove  and  broad-fword  glancing, 
Salute  the  ladies  round: 

In  the  grand  pas  rear, 

Up  the  pavement  tear, 
Like  a  noble  Colonel  at  my  men  I  (wear, 

Hey,  the  fight, 

To  the  right, 

Keep  the  rank, 

Guard  the  flank, 
Zounds !  I'll  foon  be  a  brigadier. 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE  IV. 

A  fmall  Cottage^  adjoining  to  It  an  Arbour. 
Enter  DARBY,  OLMUTZ,  and  two  SOLDIERS. 

Darby.  Softly— Olmutz,  this  is  her  father's 
houfe — it  feems  her  head  runs  upon  one  Rupert, 
a  young  Huffar  that's  abroad  fomcwhere — but.our 
Captain  fhall  have  her  my  boys. 

Olm.  Hufli — yonder  comes — tripping  along—- 
where hiding  place  ? 

Darby.  That  green  fummer-houfe — but  here's 
the  girl — go  to  the  ambufcade. 

Olm.  You  come  ? 

Darby.  Me  !  no,  never  mind  me— you  know  I 
muft  look  about,  and  fee  that  every  thing  is  fecret 
—you  {hall  have  the  glory  of  this  action  all  to  your- 

YOL.  iv.  3 «  felf— 
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felf— -my  dear  Olmutz  f  wouldn't  rob  you  of  a  fmgle 
— lad),  you  villain,   (afide) 

[Exeunt  Olmutz  and  Soldiers  into  the  arbour* 
Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Captain  Pat  (hall  have  the  fweet  chef- 
nut,  and  I'll  keep  my  paw  out  of  the  fire.  Aye, 
here  fhe  comes  indeed— --this  is  lucky — we're  in  a 
fair  way.  (retires) 

Enter  FLORA,  crojfes  into  the  arbour. 

Darby  advances.  There  little  pufs  pops  into 
the  fnare.  (Goes  towards  the  arbour) 

Enter   MARSHAL   FEHRBELIN  and  CAPTAIN 
PATRICK. 

Marfoal  F.  Yes,  Sir,  the  review  is  politicly  ne- 
ceflary,  for  fhou'd  the  Emperor  be  inclined  to  re- 
vive the  claim  upon  Silefia,  by  keeping  his  troops 
in  readinefs,  our  wife  and  vigilant  fovereign  is  pre- 
paid to  oppofe  him. 

Flora,  (without)  Help !  help !  oh,  my  father, 
fave  me ! 

Darby  advancing.  Huzza !  they  have  her.  (fees  the 
Marjhal)  s' blood  and  thunder  !  (going) 

Mar  foal  F.  Stop,  what's  the  matter  here,  fpeak ! 

Darby.  The  matter,  pleafe  your  Highnefs — the 
devil,  what  fhall  I  do.  (ajide)  Sir,  it's  that  Olmutz 
— he's  a  very  bad  man,  for  all  I  could  fay  to  him, 
he  wou'd  run  after  a  young  woman  yonder  over 
the  daifies  and  butter-cups.  , 

Marjhal  F.  Call  him  hither  ! 

Darby.  Olmutz !  come   to  the  Marfhall ! 


F.nter 
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Enter  OLMUTZ. 

Olm.  Marfhal  !  devil  !  got  her  off  tho'.  (apart 
to  Darby) 

Darby.  Don't  talk  to  me  —  anfwer  his  Highnefs, 
you  wicked  rogue. 

Olm.  Pleafe  Highnefs  —  thought  no  harm  —  man 
get  pretty  girl  for  officer. 

MarJbalF.    What  officer  ? 

Olm.  Honor  —  new  Captain  there,  (points  to 
Captain  Patrick) 

Marfhal  F.  How,  Sir  !  is  this  the  fervice  in 
which  you  employ  your  n.en 

Capt.  P.  What  i-,ave  you  been  about  here,  you 
fcoundrel  !  (apart  to  Darby) 

'Darby,  (to  Olmutz)  Aye,  why  don't  you  fpeak? 
what  have  you  been  about  here  you  fcound.  el  ! 

Marftal  F.  Your  crime  was  only  obedience  to 
a  fuperior,  that  has  lunk  himfeif  even  b:'ovv  y  ,jr 
level  j  (to  Olmutz  but,  Sir,  (to  Captain)  1  never 
thought  I  fliou'd  have  an  occaiion  to  remind  an 
officer  that  the  very  top  and  feather  of  riis  duty,  is 
a  priviledge  tn  protect  the  fair  j  and  it  is  with  re- 
gret I  tell  you  Sir,  that  this  act  of  violence,  which 
refleds  difhonour  to  your  profeffion,  obliges  ine 
to  fufpend  your  command. 

Ccpt.  P.  Sir  —  if  your  Highnefs  will  give  me 
leave  to  explain  — 

Mar/hal  F.  When  the  King  arrives,  Sir,  he  may 
ufe  his  pleafure. 

Darby.  Oh,  dang  it!  th^n,  after  all,  CXmutz 
won't  be  \vhi'>p'(.l.  f  aftde) 

Marjhal.  F.  But  ha:ki;e,  i-  luier,  I  thought  I 
had  appointed  you  oth-^r  employment. 

3  H  2  Olm. 
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Olm.  Yes,  Sir  —  but  if  honor  —  orders  man—  * 
ride  great  horfe  —  caufe  can't  read  - 

Marjhal  F.  A  great  horfe  —I  thought  her  a 
comely  perfbnable  woman  —  has  the  ceremony  been 
performed  ? 

Qlm.  Yes,  Sir  —  dare  fay  —  that  little  Quiz  knows. 


Marjhal  F.  Then  friend,  as  you  are  married-— 

Olm.  Me  !—  honor  —  not  I. 

Darby.  Here  they  come  —  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Enter  Quiz  and1  MABEL. 

Quiz.  Spoufy  and  I  are  come,  Sir,  to  thank 
your  Highnefs  for  all  favors. 

Mabel  F.  Blefs  me  !  I'm  fo  much  afhamed. 

Marjhal  F.  Tell  me,  Sir—  -what's  the  meaning 
of  this  (to  Captain  Patrick} 

Capt.  P.  Your  Highnefs's  letter  defired  me  to 
have  the  bearer  married  to  this  woman  —  that  man 
delivered  it,  and  according  to  thofe  orders,  there 
you  fee  your  well-match'd  couple,  (bows) 

Olm.  Oh  then  this  —  great  horfe  —  rafcal  Darby, 

(afide)  {Exit. 

"guiz.  Pleafe  your  Highnef*  —  Mabel  and  I  are 

now  man  and  wife  —  and  fo  Sir,  as  we  are  but  4 

young  couple  - 

Marjhal  F.   (fiercely)  Retire! 

[Exeunt  Quiz  and  Mabel. 

Darby.  Oh  !  I'd  beft  fneak  off,  or  I  may  knock 
my  head  againft  a  whipping-poft.  (afide)  [Exif. 

Marjhal  F.  Captain,  this  very  equal  match  is 
what  you  in  Ireland  I  fuppofe  call  a  good  joke,  as 
1  know  a  practical  jcft  is  the  leading  feature  of 

your 
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your  countrymen,  I'm  not  fo  ill-tempered  as  to 
quarrel  with  your  chara&eriftic  humour,  but,  Sir, 
the  young  woman  that  you  ordered  to  be  carried 
off,  muft  in  fafety  be  reftored  to  her  parents,  and 
I  hope  from  your  future  conduft  I  fhall  not  repent 
pf  my  defire  to  be  your  friend. 

Re-enter  DARBY,  looking  after  him. 

QUARTETTO, 

DARBY. 

And  is  he  gone  ?  O  !  bug  and  bounds, 

How  near  1  was  a  thrafhing ; 
But  there's  your  uncle,  Father  Luke? 

In  Berlin  chaife  come  darning. 

CAPTAIN. 
SMeath  !  perhaps  my  Norah  too  ? 

DARBY. 

We're  in  a  hopeful  hobble; 
But  I  muft  to  my  awl  and  end, 
The  matter  up  to  cobble. 

CAPTAIN. 
Difgrac'd,  I  cannot  face  my  wife, 

DARBY. 
Who  bid  her  now  to  come,  Sir  ? 

CAPTAIN. 
And  fuch  a  caufc,  them  Father  Luke, 


DARBY. 
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DARBY. 
Your  hand,  the  prieft  I'll  hum,  Sir, 

CAPTAIN. 

'Till  I'm  reftor'd,  amufe  'em  both 
Again  my  friend,  I'll  rank  ye ; 

DARBY. 

I  wonder  how  is  little  Quiz  ? 

Enter  Quiz  and  MABEL. 
Quiz. 

I'm  pretty  well,  I  thank  ye, 

tyly  Mabel,  by  the  god  of  war,] 

Is  a  celeftial  Houry  ; 
As  fine  a  bride  as  man  can  wifti, 

When  here  you  down  her  dowry. 

MABEL. 

Like  fcifiars  hung  in  apron  firing, 

Or  dangled  here  a  locket; 
But  touch  my  cam,  and  that,  and  you, 

I'll  put  into  my  pocket, 

CAPTAIN. 

Come,  come,  agree, 

Like  man  and  wife, 
And  very  well  you'll  both  do, 

MABEL. 
Ay,  by  the  god  of  war  we  will, 

Quiz. 

Already  got  my  oath  too. 

DARBY 
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DARBY. 

Friend  Quiz,  your  hani,  I  give  you  joy, 

Of  fpoufy  and  her  riches; 
This  comfort  ftill  is  your's  my  boy, 

She  ne'er  can  wear  the  breeches. 

Quiz. 

Then  let  the  chine  and  turkey  fmoke, 
Good  cheer  o'erfpre^d  the  table; 

DARBY. 

The  wedding,  fuch  a  merry  joke> 
Of  little  Quiz  and  Mabel. 


END  OF  THE   FIRST  ACX. 
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ACT    IL 


SCENE  I. 

A  fcoom  in  MABEL  FLOURISH'S  Houfe* 

Enter  MABEL  and  OLMUTZ. 

OLMUTZ. 

1RUE — all  prank — fcoundrel  Darby; 

Mabel  F.  And  really  it  was  you  his  Highnefs 
intended  for  me  ? 

Olm.  Yes, — curfed  Irifli  jokes — lofe  fortune 
(afiae}  bring  me— in  fcrape— run  off-'-girl  cap- 
ttfin — then  treacherous  thief  inform — Marflial. 

Mabel  F.  What  Flora  !  why  here's  the  poor 
girl  in  the  next  room  putting  on  a  fuit  of  officer's 
cloaths  that  I  ventured  to  lend  her — Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
the  fooliQi  child  vows  that  fhe'll  run  about,  the 
lord  knows  where,  till  Ihe  finds  her  fweetheart 
Rupert. 

Olm.  Then — don't    know — Rupert's   home- 
but  let's  mind  own  affairs — no   talking   here-— 
dear  Mabel  promile — meet  eight  this  evening—- 
foot 
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foot  (tone  bridge — near  old  centry  box — private. 

(Bell  rings. 

MalelF.  Coming  !— Hufh,  my  dear  OlmutZj 
if  you'll  be  difcreet,  I  don't  know  but  I  may 
Walk  that  way. 

Olm.  Kemember  eight — fine  woman,  (ki/es 
her  band. )  [Exit  Mabel  F. 

Hey !  Rupert— all  fire — flame,  lofs  of  damiel — 

fuppofe  try can't  bring  Darby — = — banging 

here  ? 

Enter  RupEkT; 

Rup.  Strange  that  nobody  can  give  me  any 
certain  intelligence  of  Fl6ra.--Ha,  my  old  friend 
Olmutz  ! 

Olm.  Rupert, — welcome  hbtrie. 

(Jhakes  bands. 

Rup.  Perhaps  you  can  tell  me— 

Olm.  Sweetheart  Flora  ? — poor  boy!  flic's— -* 

Rup.  What!  Speak!  Quick! 

Olm.  Han't  heard  Darby's  running  away  then 
— for  Captain  ? 

Rup.  What  captain  ? — Who  is  this  Darby  ? 

Olm.  This  way — tell  all  know— now  even — 
Mr.  Darby.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE    II. 

Another  Room  in  Mabets. 

No  RAH  d'f covered  at  a  toilet. 

Norab.  (rifmg)  There  I  have  got  tolerably  free 

from  the  dult  of  the  road,   without  the  aid  of 

3 1  olympian 
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olympian  dew ;  how  my  coming  muft  farprife 
my  Patrick,  but  the  lefs  expecVed,  the  more 
joyful  our  meeting. 

AIR— NORAH. 

Oh  come  my  foldier  meet  my  fight, 

Full  far  I've  come  to  thee ; 
No  foe  now  dares  you  to  the  fight. 

But  gentle  love  and  me  ; 
My  foldier  dotes  on  fierce  alarms, 

Where  foes  in  battle  join ; 
But  when  the  trumpet  founds  to  arms, 

Oh  let  him  fly  to  mine. 

In  camps  how  rough  by  Mars  array'd 

There  fate  attends  his  will, 
At  home  you  hear  each  tender  maid, 

"  Ah !   was  he  form'd  to  kill ;" 
In  charms  fecure  the  'fair  advance, 

And  e're  an  arrow  flies ; 
He  looks  around  and  at  each  glance, 

A  wounded  maiden  dies. 

Father  L.  (without)  Never  mind  honey,  I  fee 
the  door,  fo  I  can  find  out  the  room  myfelf. 

Enter  FATHER  LUKE,  and  MABEL  FLOURISH. 

Norab.  Well  uncle,  have  you  heard  any  thing 
of  my  hufband  ? 

Father  L.  Yes,  Pve  heard  more  than's  good 
of  him. 

Norab.  What  !  No  harm  ?  Dear,  Sir,  tell 
me.' 

Father  L.  Be  quiet ;   let  me  alone. 

Mabel  F.  Do  you  chufe  any  refremment, 
madam  ? 

Father  L.  Landlady,  you  feem  a  difcreet 
body ;  you  mud  know  that  1  am  Father  Luke, 
the  Pariih  Piieft  of  Carton,  ia  the  kingdom  of 

Ireland ; 
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Ireland  :  and  my  niece,  Norah  there,  was  left  by 
herhuftxnd  at  Berlin,  only  that  he  might  have 
Jus  full  fvung  here  among  the  women;  fo  we 
wou'd  not  have  him  fee  her  'till  flie  comes  ioufe 
upon  him,  in  the  middle  of  his  jukts. 

Enter  Quiz,  with  a  cafe  Bottle. 

£>t:iz.  A  bottle  of  Hibernian  ufquebaugh,  my 
beautiful  bride,  a  prefent  to  you. 

Mabel  F.  Will  )ou  keep  your  mouth  (hut. 

Quiz.  I'll  only  open  it  once  more,  (drinks') 

Father  £,  I'd  like  to  converfe  a  little  in  that 
way  myfelf. 

§aiz.  My  dear,  Darby  fent  it  you. 

Mabel  P.  Will  you  ha'  done. 

Quiz.  There,  I  fpike  my  cannon,  by  the  God 
of  War.  (corks  the  bottle) 

Father  L.  Landlady,  hav'n't  you  any  fnug  cor- 
ner that  the  child  here  might  be  free  from  appre- 
henfions. 

Norah.  Dear  uncle,  what  ihou'd  1  be  afraid  of. 

Mabel  P.  Madam,  will  you  ftep  into  my  own 
room— 

Quiz.  Ma'am,  pray  ftep  into  my  own  room. 

Mabel  F.  There's  only  a  young  girl  there,  that 
was  ufed  ill  by  the  foldiers. 

Quiz.  Soldiers  ufe  girls  ill !  wife,  Who's  man  of 
the  houfe  ? 

Father  L.  Aye,  where's  the  man  of  the  houfe  ? 

Quiz.  If  you  can't  fee  him,  Doctor,  on  with 
your  fpedtacles. 

Father  L.   Faith  they  wou'd  be  necefTary,  for 
you*re  fmall  print — Man  o*  the  houfe  ! — You're 
a  neat  couple    ha,  ha,  ha  !    Who  married  you  ? 
3  i  2  Quiz. 
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Quiz.  The  Chaplain.  But  I'm  oblig'd  to  Darby  ; 
'twas  he  help'd  me  to  a  wife. 

Father  L.  Upon  my  word,  and  he  help'd  you 
plentifully. 

Norab.  Come,  uncle  - 

Father  L  Norah,  child,  do  you  fift  the  land- 
lady about  Pat,  and  I'll  try  what  I  can  get  from 
the  landlord,  (apart)  I  han't  tafted  any  ufque- 
baugh  a  great  while.  [Exeunt  Norah  and  Mabel. 
(^z  going.  Father  L.  Jlops  him)  Stay  —  As  that 
young  creature  wou'n't  be  feen  as  yet  ;  now  don't 
you  go  fnearing  at  your  neighbours,  and  run  about 
the  town  bragging  and  boafting,  tbat  you've  got 
Father  Luke  in  your  houfe.  -  (approaching  him, 
By  degrees) 

Quiz.  Boaft  !  my  greateft  boaft  is,  that  I've 
myt  if  in  my  houfe. 

Father  L.  Indeed  !  (endeavouring  to  take  the 
bolt  I?  from  him"} 

Quiz    It  is,  by  the  God  of  War. 

Father  L.  Come,  come,  ha'  done  curfing  and 
fweariqg  before  me. 

<%uiz.  '  Servant,  (going) 

Father  L.  Stop  ;  tell  me,  is  that  ufquebaugfy 
orthodox  —  did  you  get  it  from  Drogheda  ? 

%/z  Drogheda  J  No.  Don't  I  tell  you  I  got 
it  from  D  frby. 

Father  L.  If  its  the  E>arby  I  once  knew,  you 
had  it  from  a  great  finner,  that  cou'dn't  give  you 
any  thin^  good 


H-;jy!  do  you  know  Parby  ?  —  try  it.— 
(offen  the  bottle) 

Father  L.  VVhar,  afk  a  clergyman  to  dr,ink 
drains  !  Arrah  boy,  what  fort  of  a  man  are  vou  ? 
I'm  lure  it  can't  be  good  —  (drinks)  nor  it  can't  be 
wjiolefome.  (drinks}  (bell'  rings) 
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Quiz.  Halt !   (to  Father  Luke) 

Oltn.   (without)  Landlord  Quiz ! 

Qu  z.  That's  Olmutz — Oh,  true ;  he  told  me 
he'u  g;ve  me  (ome  hints  about  my  fpoufe  and 
D  by,  that  I,  as  a  man  of  honor  ought  to  know. 
(bell  rings)  That  vile  bell !  by  the  God  of  War, 
I'll  foon  have  drums,  trumpets  and  drum-flicks  in 
every  room.  [Exit* 

Father  L.  You  little  guarlock,  how  full  of  prate 
you  are.  (fas  and  drinks)  That  Darby  is — 

Enter  DARBY. 

a  wicked  rogue — but  his  ufquebaugh's  a  heavenly 
cordial. 

Darby.  Father  J^uke  !  How  the  plague  did  he 
find  our  mefs-houfe  out  ?  Now  will  he  teaze  me 
with  enquiries  about  Pat;  but  I'll  flop  his  mouth 
wkh  a  round  lie  at  once. 

Father  L.  (chaunts)  Qh,  this  is  a  heavenly  li- 
quor ! 

Darby,  (ckaunts)  And  as  good  for  poor  me  as 
the  vicar. — Good  morrow  to  your  Holinefs ! 

Father  L.  Is  it — Darby  i 

Darby.  Yes  it  is — is  it — my  bottle  ! 

Father  L.  No  it  is  not !— ha,  ha,  ha !— Well, 
this  is  fo  ftrangely  comical  !  There  yo'u  left  me, 
telling  my  beads  in  Ireland ;  and  now  you  find  me, 
readii.g  my  book  here  in  Germany. 

Darby.  Why^  Sir,  1  think  its  my  book  you 
have  been  reading  j  but  if  your  Reverence  pleafcs, 
I'll  read  a  chapter  now  ;  for,  I  fuppofe,  by  this 
you  have  it  by  heart. 

Father  L.  It  will  do  you  no  goot',  as  you  don,'t 
know  Latin. 

Darby.  Oh,  yes ;  I  know  that  a  dram  is  Latin 
for  goofe ;  and  if  its  good  for  your  Reverence,  it 

muft 
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muft  be  good  for  me  j  for  what  is  faucc  for  the 
goofe  is  fa'Te  for  the  gander. 

father  L.   Why,  you're  in  liquor,  you  fellow. 

Darby.  You're  out  there —  r  it's  liquor's  in 
me. 

Father  L.  Who  are  you  here,  and  what  are  you? 
Oh,  you  unlucky  cur,  how  you  ran  cut  of  Carton, 
with  all  the  conftables  after  you  ;  befides,  you 
were  over  head  and  ears  in  dent. 

Darby>  Only  up  to  the  chin — fo  I  fwam  away. 
But,  Sir,  pleafe  your  Reverence,  now  vou  talk  of 
curs,  did  my  little  dog  go  back  to  Carton  ?  he 
followed  me  a  bit  of  the  road,  but  I  drove  him 
from  me;  you  remember  I  call'd  him  little  Uni- 
corn, becaufe  he  had  but  one  ear. 

AIR.— DARBY. 

I'll  (ing  you  a  fong,  faith  I'm  finging  it  now,  here, 
I  don't  mean  t'affront  either  fmall  or  big,  bow  wow,  here. 
The  fubjeft  I've  chofen,  it  is  of  the  Canine  race, 
To  prove,  like  ur.two  legged  dogs,  they  are  a  very  fine  race. 
Bow,  wcw,  wow. 

Like  you  and  I,  fome  other  dogs,  may  be  counted  fad  dogs, 
And  as  \ye  don't  drink  water,  foine  may  think  us  mad  dogs ; 
A  courtier's  afpaniel,  a  citizen's  a  dull  dog; 
A  foldier  is  a  maftiff,  a  lailor  is  a  bulUdog. 
BOW,  wow,  wow. 

An  old  maid  comes  from  church,  to  the  poor  no  lady  kinder, 
A  lufty  dog  her  footman,  with  prayer  book  behind  her; 
A  poor  boy  begs  a  farthing,  and  gets  a  handfome  kicking, 
But  little  Shock,  her  lap  dog,  muft  have  a  roafted  chicken. 
Bow,  wow,  wow. 

When  filly  dogs  for  property,  uncle,  fon,  and  brother, 
Grin  and  fnarl  mighty  gruff,  and  worry  one  another; 
Should  they  a  bit  of  equity  from  Juftice  beg  the  loan  of, 
That  cunning  dog  the  lawyer,  Snap,  carries  quick  the  bone  off. 
•  Bow,  wow,  wow. 

A 
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A  poet's  a  lank  grey-hound,  for  the  public  he  runs  game  down, 
A  crit'c  is  a  cur,  and  ftrives  to  run  his  fame  down; 
And  though  he  cannot  follow  where  tl.e  noble  fport  invites  him, 
He  flyly  iteals  behind,  and  by  the  heel  he  bites  him. 
Bow,  wow,  wow. 

You've  a  choice  pack  of  friends,  while  to  feed  them  you  are 

able, 

Your  dog  for  his  morfel  crouches  under  your  table, 
Your  friends  turn  tail  in  misfortune  or  difafter, 
But  your  poor  faithful  dog  will  ne'er  forfeke  his  mailer. 
Bow,  wow,  wow. 

But  when  did  you  come,  Sir;  and  how  did  yon 
find  out  this  houfe  ?  Dear  Sir,  where  is  Madana 
Norah,  your  niece  ? 

Father  L.  Oh,  then  they  don't  know  (he's  here. 
{afide)  VV'hy,  Darby,  I  left  her  at  Potzdam. 

Darby.  Here's  a  lying  old  thief;  b  it  I'll  match 
him  at  that  gime — whit  (hill  I  tell  him— I'll  tell 
him  Pat's  dead,  {afide) 

Father  L  You've  met  her  hufband,  Patrick,  in 
your  German  travels,  I  fupnofe? 

Darby.  The  Captain  ? — Oil  yes. 

Father  L.  It  feems  he  has  been  playing  pretty 
pranks  here. 

Darby.  Then  he  has  heard  all.  (afide) 

Father  L.  I  am  a  Prieft,  but  upon  my  function, 
were  I  like  him,  an  Itifh  Officer  in  a  foreign  fer- 
vice,  and  had  brought  fuch  a  difgrace  upon  my 
country,  I  verily  believe  nothing  but  my  own  blood 
cou'd  wafh  away  the  ftain  of  it. 

Darby.  A  good  hint  to  fend  the  Optain  off  like 
a  (hot.  (afide)  Then,  Sir,  you've  hear  J  of  Pat's 
blowing  his  brains  out. 

Father  L.  Me  !— Not  I !— Pat  dead  !— -Oh  derir, 
my  poor  niece  ! — Norah  !— Norah  ! (calls) 

Darby* 


440  LOVE  IN  A  CAMP; 

Darby.1  Lord,  Sir,  d'ye  think  fhe  can  hear  yoU 
at  Potzdam? 

Father  L.  But  how,  Darby  ? — When  ? 

Darby.  Laft  night — a  piftol — — 

father  L.  But  for  what  ? 

Darby.  Becaufe  Marfhal  Fehrbellin  fpoke  faucy 
to  him. 

Father  L.  Oh,  the  fhallow  fool !  Oh  dear ! 
Oh  dear !  Where  ihall  I  find  comfort  ? 

Darby.  In  the  book,  (points  to  the  bottle) 

Father  L.  What !  this  ?  You  unfeeling,  you 
hardened  foul,  to  give  me  fueh  advice,  (drinks  it 

«/)• 

Darby.  Ah  !  your  Reverence  won't  be  hardened^ 

if  a  drop  can  (often  you* 

DUET. 

Father  L.  And  oh  is  he  gone? — whirra  flrua!  poof  Pat  \ 

So  forry 

Darby.  (Jhe-ws  the  empty  bottle)   Look  here — 
Futher  L.  I'm  forry  for  that. 

My  grief  is  fo  great,  not  a  tear  can  1  cry ; 
Derby.       And  yet,  my  good  Sir,  you*vc  a  fup  in  your  eye. 
father  L.  Go  !  go!  take  your  liquor  away  from  me  j 
Darby.        Oh  !  oh  !  does  it  give  you  fuch  pain  ? 
father  L.  And  ne'er  bring  your  UiquebaUgh  bottle  again  to 

me, 

Darby.        No ! 
Father  L.  No,  no,  Darby,  no!  'till  you  fill  it  again. 

[Exit* 

Darby <  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Pat  muft  not  be  found 
alive ;  then  my  lie  is  all  a  flory — Eh  !— little  Quiz 
(looking  out)  and  Olmutz — Olmutz  takes  him 
under  the  arm,  and  to  my  certain  knowledge,  the 
hypocritical  knave  has  an  affignation  with  his  bride, 
this  very  evening,  at  the  foot  of  the  Oder  Bridge. 

Enter 
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Enter  Qriz. 

Quiz.  Hem  !— your  fervant — Sir  ! 

Darby.  Now  I'd  as  lieve  a  friend  wou'd  give 
tue  a  <nock  o'the  head  as  call  me  Sir. 

Quiz.  Aye  ?  Then  I'm  the  fnend  that  wou'd 
as  foon  do  one  as  t'other. 

Dar'.y.  Wou'd  you,  faith? 

Quiz.  I  wou'd,  by  the  God  of  War  I 

Darby.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  well  faid,  my  dapper  bride- 
groom. Do  you  know,  Qjiz,  that  i*ve  belpoke 
a  wig-box  as  a  cradle  for  yonr  fi  ft  child. 

Quiz.  What,  la  .gh'd  at  too  ?  Do  you  know- 
that  I  have  been  a  ,nan  of  fpirit  fiom  the  fhell  ? 
As  the  great  Quiz  Hercules  in  his  cradle  ftrangled 
a  ierpent,  1  in  m.ne  throttled  a  couple  of  kirtens. 
— When  a  bov,  to  practice  ftorming  a  town,  I  broke 
all  the  neighbour's  window  s-^-In  our  maurauding 
parties,  I  was  the  terror  of  the  ducks  and  gozlings 
*— tho*  in  red  breeches,  fcorn'd  to  run  away  from  a 
turkey  cock— (buck  fire  from  the  fl.fti  of  a  pan 
— roafted  our  booty  upon  a  ram -rod — flept  in  a 
mortar — :-uid  for  my  mufic  made  a  great  gun  my 
German-flute,  by  whi.llin^  in  tae  touch-nole  ? 

Darby.  Well? 

Quiz.  And  you  to  trick  a  man  like  me  into  a 
marriage  uich  this  Mabel — only  to  carry  on  your 
own  defign  upon  her. 

Darby-.  Who  the  devil  told  you  that  ? 

§jt  z    My  friend  Olmutz,  firrah. 

Dar^y.  Oh,  then  it's  he  that  has  prim'd  this 
pocket-  piftol. 

Quiz.  How  dare  you  ferve  me  fo,  you  little 
Jriih  rafcaLJ  I  only  want  an  occalion  to  fight 
you. 

VOL.  iv.  5  IT  Darby 
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Darfy.  Occafion  ! — Rafcal  will  do  well  enough 
for  a  P  ruffian  foldier. 

£>uiz.  I'll  fave  you  the  trouble  of  warning  your 
ugly  face — I'll  blow  your  head  off,  by  the  God 
of  War. 

Darby.  Well,  that's  very  kind — but  where  lhall 
I  bring  it  to  you. 

Quiz.  Aye,  where  ihall  we  meet. 

Darby.  I  have  a  flirewd  guefs  at  the  time  and 
place  of  Olmutz  and  Mabel's  appointment,  (ajide) 
What  think  ye  of  the  ftone  bridge  over  the  Oder, 
about  eight  ?  I'll  borrow  Captain  Patrick's  piftols, 
you  bring  yours,  and  with  our  backs  again  the 
centry-boxes,  how  we'll  thunder  away. 

^»/z.  We  will,  by  the  God  of  War.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  III. 

Injide  of  MABEL'J  Houfi. 
Enter  Father  LUKE  and  NORAH, 

Father  L.  And  fo,  niece,  this  is  the  young  wo- 
man your  hufband  had  dragg'd  out  of  the  boufe 
by  the  foldiers. 

Norah.  Yes,  Sir  ;  but  it  feems  it  was  all  owing 
to  Darby,  that  idle  foolifh  fellow,  that's  ever  in 
fome  mifchief. 

Father  L.  Darby  !  aye,  the  run-a-gate  fcape- 
grace,  what  a  ftory  did  he  trump  up  of  Pat's 
death.  But  bid  the  young  woman  there  come 
out 

Norah.  My  dear  uncle,  any  attempt  to  difuad^ 

her 
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her  from  going  in  fearch  of  her  lover,  is  fruitleft, 
for  go  Hie  will — And  here  (he  comes,  equipp'd 
for  her  travels. 

Enter  FLORA,  from  the  room,  in  Boy's  Cloaths. 

Father  L.  Oh  fie !  by  my  function,  child,  you 
don't  look  like  a  ChriftUn  woman. 

Flora.  Am  I  like  a  Chiftian  man,  that's  all  I 
want  to  look  like  at  prefent. 

Father  L.  Child,  child,  I',n  afliimed  of  you. 

Flora.  It  don't  fignify  talking,  Sir,  for  to  find 
out  my  Rupert  is  the  fixed  determination  of  my 
heart ;  and  this  drefs  will  fecure  me  from  the  in- 
folence  that  I  fo  lately  fufTered-— for  the  poor- 
hearted  wretch  that  has  courage  enough  to  infult 
a  woman,  ofren  wants  fpirit  to  attack  a  man — 
Aye,  and  as  well  as  the  braved  of  you,  woman 
can  defpife  danger  where  (he  truly  loves. 

Father  L.  Wei)  faid,  my  little  champion  of 
Chriftendom. 

Norah.  Hold — a  little  more  of  the  mafculine 
air  won't  be  amifs.  (places  her  hat)  There,  I 
queftion  if  your  lover  cou'd  know  you. — But  now 
tell  me, uncle,  when  (hall  I  fee  my  hu(b,and,  Flora's 
account  acquits  him  of  the  (mailed  intention  to 
violence  or  (eduction — Seek  him  out,  I  beg  of  you, 
and  bring  him  to  me. 

AIR.— NORAH. 

Shipwreck'd  on  the  foaming  wave, 

Sailor's  view  a  watry  grave  ; 

I  thus  wreck'd,  on  leas  or  fear, 

To  my  deareft  love  wou'd  fteer ; 

What  cou'd  then  my  peace  annoy, 

In  that  harbour  of  my  joy  ? 

Shoird  the  winds  rudely  whittle,  I'd  heave  a  fond  figb, 
And  wifli  thofe  on  the  billows  as  happy  as  I.      \ 

3  K  a  Love 
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Love  my  pilot    and  my  guide, 

Smile  and  foorhe  the  angry  tide  ; 

Calms  iucceeding  dread  alarms ; 

Let  me  anchor  in  thy  a-nis: 

\Vh  t  cnu'd  t!  e:i  mv  peace  annoy, 

Iii  that  havtn'of  n.y  j  v  ? 

Shou'd  the  winds  rudely  whittle  I'd  heave  a.  fond  figh, 
And  svifti  thv.fe  on  the  billows  as  happy  as  I. 

Cap.  P.  (without}  Is  the  young  woman  above  ? 

Norab.  Heavens  !   his  dear  voice. 

Flora.    H  nqu  ring  for  me. 

Nor  ah.  My  beloved  hufband  ! 

Father  L.  Be  quiet,  with  your  love — This  {lory 
of  Pat's  death  mutt  have  been  concerted  to  further 
fome  of  his  frolics — But,  P\e  a  thought  to  fit 
him,  ha,  ha,  ha  !  Hark'e,  honey,  who  knows  in 
the  houfe  hei\-  that  vou  have  put  on  thefe  clothes  ? 

Flora    Only  M.il^el,  of  whom  I  borrow'd  them. 

Father  L.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  well,  flep  in  there  both, 

Of  VOU. 

No>ak.  Sir — — 

Father  L.  Go,  go,  child,  and  don't  difpute 
my  clergy.  [Exeunt'  Nor  ah.  and  Flon. 

Ha,  ha,  ha  !  he  and  Darby  have  had  their  joks 
upon  me,  now  J'U  have  my  joke  upon  them. 

Enter  Captain  PATRICK. 

Captain  P.  Where's  Flora  ?  Ha  !  My  dear  Fa-, 
ther  Luke  ! 

Father  L.  Can  you  be  Pat  ?— Oh,  child,  if 
you're  dead,  tell  me  ? 

(  apt.  P.  My  go(  d  uncle,  how  glad  I  am  to  fee 
you  !  Is  my  wife,  my  dear  Norah,  come? 

Fathtr  L  Com< — -ah  Pat!  why  did  you  give 
out  that  you  weie  dead?  But  if  you  were  really 

fo 
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fo  (r»s  'till  this  inft-int  we  thought  von)  your  No- 
rah  wou'd  have  been  -another  man's  wife  in  halt* 
an  hour. 

Captain  P.  I  don't  underftand  you. 

Pat  her  L  Nay,  I  never  tliou  *ht  him  fo  hir^- 
fome  as  every  b<  Hy  fiys — to  me  he's  a  mod  effi- 
minate  milk-fojf — But  upon  his  journey  hither  he 
was  fo  full  of  his  complaifance  ;  lu  n  hanging  of 
your  wite  into  the  coaches,  and  out  of  rhe  coaches, 
and  u  •>  flairs  and  down  flairs ;  and  fo  hufy  at 
bucklirg  on  trunks,  and  fmart  at  paying  reckon- 
ings   

Capt.   What  is  this? 

Fu'^er  L.  And  then  here  the  moment  he  arrives 
in  the  camp,  the  firft  thi.  g  Ihe  hears  is  of  you, 
her  lawful  hufb.md,  running  away  with  the  gooie- 
berrv  girl  ;  and  then  Matflvi!  R  mh;llin  pulling 
the  cockade  out  of  your  hat — But  your  blowing 
out  your  brains  with  a  piftui — oh,  Pat,  Pat!  that 
did  your  bufmtfs  at  once. 

Capt.  P.   How  ! 

Father  L.  Way  you  know  that  made  your  wife 
a  wi  ,,ov\ — But  had  I  knoAn  that  you  were  ft  ill  alive, 
I'd  as  foon  have  let  fire  to  the  Chapel  of  Loretto, 
as  have  married  Norah  to  this  chap. 

Captain  P.   Married  Norah  ! 

Father  L.  Caild,  child  !  what  made  you  fhoot 
yourfelf  ? 

Capt  P.  Ridiculous !  who  cou'd  invent — Who 
told  you  fuch  an  a;>furd  faliehoou  ? 

Darbv.  (without}  Quiz,  go  co  the  ground,  Fli 
follow  you. 

Father  L.  Who  told  me!  only  your  beft  man, 
Darby,  and  here  he  comes.  And  now  the  young,  chip 
within  here  lhall  take  up  the  game.  (*fok)  [Exit. 

Capt. 
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Capt.  P.  And  have  I,  by  my  folly,  loft  my  No- 
rah's  heart,  or  worfe — has  it  receiv'd  the  impref- 
fion  of  another. 

Enter  DARBY, 

Darby,  Matter,  will  you  lend  me  your  piftols  ? 

Capt.  P.  I'll  piftol  you.  (collars  him) 

Darby..  Oh,  worthy  Pat !    Generous  Captain  ! 

Capt.  P.  What's  this  you've  been  telling  F  ither 
Luke,  you  mifcreant,  your  infernal  tricks  have 
been  the  caufe  of  all  my  ihame  and  diftrefs. 

Darby.  Here's  friendfhip !  Oh,  that  ever  I  fold 
ipy  farm. 

Entft  RUPERT. 

Rup.  (lays  hold  of  Darby)  You're  the  ruffian 
that  took  my  Flora  from  her  father's  houfe — No 
ftruggling — tell  me  this  inftant  where  (he  is,  or  I'll 
hue  you  to  pieces,  (draws) 

Darby,  (dropping  on  his  knees)  Sir,  fhe's — Oh, 
why  did  I  fell  my  farm 

Re-enter  FLORA,  in  her  difgulfe. 

Flora.  'Tis  indeed  my  Rupert,  (ajlde)  Hey  ! 
what  noife  is  all  this,  firrah  ? 

Darby.  Another  maftiff  fet  upon  me. 

Flora.  Gentlemen,  your  making  a  noife  at  the 
door  of  my  apartment,  is  what  I  don't  under- 
fland  —  Demme! 

Darby.  Oh,' this  is  indeed  a  fine  fellow — (rifes 
andflands  behind  Flora)  Yes,  making  a  noife  is 
what  I  don't  underftand — Demme  ! 

Flora.  You've  frightened  a  Lady  here  within, 
that's  under  my  protection,  and  let  me  tell  you  its 

very  unmanly 

Darby. 
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Darby.  Yes,  its  very  unmannerly — -Hem  ! 
Capt.  P.  'Sdeath,  he  cannot  mean  my  wife  ? 
Rup.  I'll  anfwer  you  prefemly,  Sir.    (to  Flora) 
No  more  trifling-  where's  Flora  ?  (to  Darby) 
Darby.  What's  that  to  you  ? 
Flora.  Flora  ! — Oh,  the  little  fruit  girl — She  is 
cur  fed  fond  of  me  ! 
Rup.  Indeed  ! 

Flora.  Oh,  yes ;  Ihe  had  once  fome  filly  notions 
of  a  fwaggering  puppy,  one  Rupert  I  think,  but 
they  are  all  fled  fince  I  have  been  her  devoted 

Have 

Rup.  Villain !  defend  yourfelf.  (draws) 
.   Capt.  P.  (interpofng)    Hold,  my  dear  Sir,  arc 
you  mad  ? 

Darby.  Ay,  are  you  mad,  Rupert,  you  rogue  ? 
Flora.  Thenlprefume  you  are  Rupert — your  par- 
don.  But  no  occafion  to  be  jealous  of  me  now,  for 
my  foul  is  intirely  devoted  to  my  Norah,  the  charm- 
ing widow  of  the  ridiculous  Captain  Patrick. 
Capt.  P.  (draws)  Draw  this  moment. 
Rup.  (interpofing)  Stop  Sir,  are  you  mad? 
Darby.  Are  you  both  mad,  you  rogues  ? 
Capt.  P.  Sir,  this  affair  demands  immediate  fa- 
tisfadion. 

Rup.  Sir,  my  claim  of  revenge  is  prior 

Flora.  Gentlemen,  I  don't  know  what  you  mean, 
only  give  me  fair  play,  and  I  think  I'm  a  match 
for  you  both. 

Darby.  Bravo  !  bravo  !  my  little  hero ! — Take 
them  as  the  boys  box,  one  down,  'tothercome  on. 

QUARTETTO. 

Flora.       The  lovely  fair  within  that  room,  my  wife  fliall  be  j 
Capt.  P.  And  how,  Sir,  are  you  fure  of  that  ? 
flora.  Ah !  (he  loves  me. 
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Capt.  P.  S'death,   Sir,   what's  that  you    fay,   quick  ahfwer 

fpeedily ; 

Hup.         What  of  mv  Flora  ? — tell  me  firft  , 
flora.  Oh  (he  loves  me. 

Roth.         She  love thee! 
Darby.      He  loves  flie 

Flnr*.       And  for  her  fvveet  fake,  you  Sir;  or  you,  I'll  fee. 
Darby*     To   'em,    mv   little   cock  a-nownSj    oh  you're    rtiT 

Gramaclwee; 

Both.        Whar.  my  love  loves  thee  ! 
Flora.       Aye,  thy  love  loves  me; 
Darby.     Knock  their  heads  together  ; 
Flora.       Haveatyoii,  one    two:  three. 
Darby.     Dear  Sir    leave  me  out ;  a  wicked  Rogue's  our  littlfe 

Gramachree. 

Stth.        Satisfaction  you  muft  give  moft  furely  now  to  me. 
Flora.       Fire  or  fword,  when    love's  the  word — have  at  you, 

f>ne,  two,  three. 
Darby.     Oh  what  a  tearing  hero,  our  little  Gramachree  / 

[Exeunt* 
Manent  DARBY. 

Darly.  I  come  on  well  here  in  the  German 
Kvars — Yefterdav  I  had  a  dozen  drummers,  out  of 
great  love  for  my  health,  {landing  about  me,  ready 
Vvith  a  crimfon  waiftcoat  to  keep  my  back  warm 
-—and  here  my  kind  countryman,  Captain  Paddy^ 
burries  his  knuckles  in  my  throat^  never  confider- 
ing  that  it  may  fpoil  my  Tinging — Another  Scla- 
Vonian  Mohawk  floUrifhes  his  (cythe  about  my 
cars-^and  there  little  Quiz  is  this  moment  waiting 
to  Blow  my  head  over  the  ftone  bridge — I'm  in  a 
good  thriving  way — -Thefe  two  men  of  war  have 
frightened  me  fo,  Quiz  will  certainly  difcomfic  me 
if  1  can't  hit  upon  fome  ftratageai  to  make  him 
him  more  afraid  than  myftlf. — Mabel  and  Ol- 
mutz  are  gone  to  their  appointment,  at  the  very 
fpot  where  I'm  to  meet  Quiz — I've  great  hopes 
of  his  finding  them  out ;  and  yet  whar  good  will 

that 
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that  do  me  ?— Heigh-ho  ! — poor  Darby  !— Why 
did  you  fell  your  farm  ?  [£#/'/. 


SCENE  IV :  and  loft. 

A  View  of  the  Oder,  two  Centiml's  Boxes  at  the 
Foot  of  the  Bridge. 

Enter  Quiz  with  Pijlolt. 

Quiz.  I  thought  I'd  be  firft— aye,  I  giiefsM 
the  fellow  wou'd  be  afraid  to  m-et  me — a  cow- 
aidly  poltroon  ;  oh  I  how  I'll  roatl  him  for  this; 
how  l*i)  iwig  him  r*>und  the  crimp  with  a  whale* 
bone  ram  roc! — L  ley  !  if  that's  he,  he's  plaguy 
pun  Anal 

Djrby.  (without)  Who's  there? 

Jgv/z.  Its  11 

Darby    (without)  The  enemy  ? 

Quiz.  Your  mortal  foe ! — fo  take  your  ground. 

Enter  DARBY,  with  Elunderbu/es. 

Darby.  Stop,  don't  be  rafh-— In  Ireland  we  al- 
ways take  thefe  things  cool. 

Quiz.  Yes,  I  believe  I've  cool'd  you. 

Enter  a  PEASANT,    with  a  Sack,    Pick-axe, 
Spade,  &c. 

Darby.  Lay  the  tools  down  there. 
Quiz.  Tools !  what  tools  do  we  want  but  the 
piftols  ? 

Darby.  Firft,  put  down  the  fack. 

Quiz.  Is  it  a  fack  of  oats ! 

YQL.  iv.  3  L  Darby. 
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Darby.  Here  fpread  the  faw-dufl. 

S-uiz.  Saw-duft!  for  what? 

Darby.  To  frak  up  the  blood. 

Quiz.  Soak  up  my  blood  1  (Peafant  fcattsrs  faw- 
dujt) 

D  irby.  Very  well — give  me  the  two  blunder- 
buffes,  charg'd  with  razor-blades.  (Peafant  gives 
them)  Retreat !  [Exit  Peafant. 

%iiiz.  (terrified)  BJunderbufTes  charged  with 
razor -blades  ! 

Darby.  Now  to  fettle  the  grand  point. 

Quiz.  But  pray,  what  do  we  want  with  the 
pick  axe  and  fhovel  ? 

Darby.  The  thing  I'm  going  to  talk  about — 
It's  our  cuftom  in  Ireland,  when  Gentlemen  fight 
without  feconds,  as  we  are  now  going  to  do,  if 
one  fhou'd  be  kill'd,  which  is  generally  the  cafe,  to 
jirevent  any  ill  confequences  of  the  law  to  the 
conqueror,  we  have  two  ways  of  difpofing  of  the 
dead  Gentleman. 

Quiz.  Dead  Gentleman  ! 

Darby.  One  method  is  to  dig  up  the  frefh  fod, 
arid  bury  the  body  there,  fweet  and  wholefome,  on 
the  fpot — that's  the  Galway  kick — the  other  is 
putting  it  into  the  fack  that  brings  the  faw-duft, 
arid  tipping  it  into  the  river — now  that's  the  Tip- 
perary  touch. 

Quiz.  Then  damme  if  I  have  either  a  Galwajr 
kick,  or  a  Tipperary  touch. 

Darby.  No  1 

Quiz.  D'ye  want  to  murder  me. 

Darby.  Sir,  if  you  object  to  thefe  decent  things 
its  hot  handfome  of  you. 

Quiz.  Well,  I'll  be  as  ugly  as  old  Nick  before 
yen  (hall  handfomely  touch  me  into  the  river — 
for  l'U  not  fight,  by  the  God  of  War. 
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Darby.  Nonfenfe  ! — take  up  the  piece,  and  off 
we  go — 

Quiz,   (going)  Yes,  off  I  go. 

Father  L.  (w.tbout')   Where  are  they  ? 

Darb).  And  here  now — fure  you  wou'd  not  be 
fo  ungemeel  as  to  difappoint  the  Piieft,  t'lat  I  be- 
fpoke  on  purpofe  to  bury  us  like  Ciiriil.ar.'S. 

Quiz.  I  won't,  I  won't  be  buried  like  aCuiiftian. 

Enter  Father  LUKE. 

Father  L.  No !  oh,  fie  you  profligate — arrah 
Darby  !— w.iat  are  you  going  to  do  with  the  little 
fellow? 

Quiz.  The  ruffian  had  a  criminal  defign  upon 
my  dear  and  virtiu'iis  wife;  and  b-caufe  I  civilly 
aiked  him  about  it,  he  wants  to  Ihoot,  Huff  ms 
into  a  fack,  and  either  bury  me  under  the  fod,  or 
tip  me  into  the  river. 

Darby.  Virtuous  wife  !  oh,  oh — (ajtde)  what 
have  I  nobody  to  fhoot  after  prailifing  the  whole 
evening — I'll  not  put  up  with  flander,  'twas  the 
fcoundrel  Olmiuz  fet  you  on  to  ab  ife  me. 

Quiz.  Olmutz  is  my  true  friend. 

Darly.  There,  fuppofe  your  true  friend  flood 
here  ^pointing  to  a  centineFs  box)  then  you'd  fee  how 
I'd  uie  him. 

Father  L.  You'd  have  a  rare  mark — fire  away 
Darby. 

Darby.  Then,  dafh  goes  a  brace  of  piftols  thro* 
the  centry-box  (prefe/ifs) 

Enter  from  the  Centinel's-bof^  OLMUTJ  and  MABEL 

(Jhrieking). 
There's  your  virtuous  wife  and  your  true  friend. 

Father  L.  Upon  my  word  they  are  a  qu^er 
couple  of  Piuflian  troopers. 

3  L  2  Quiz. 
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Quiz.  Oh!  I  fee  how  it  is — Darby  I  aflc  your 
pmlon  ;  do  you  give  Olmutz  a  Gilway  kick,  and 
I'D  £ive  my  wife  a  f  ipperary  touch. 

J).irby.  Ohnutz,  what  brought  you  here  ? 

Olm.  Come  cur — be  Quiz's  fccond. 

Qj  z.   Sir — I  want  no  iecond 

Cim.  Oh!  that  cafe,  Sir,  goodnight.       [Exit, 

Quiz,  Well,  Sir,  good  night — "Gentry  box,  Sir— - 
I've  a  mind  to  fend  a  brace  of  r  zor-b'ades  after 
you — So  wife,  you  come  here  to  be  feco*hd  too. 

Mabel  F.   No,  hufband — I  was  here  firft.  [Exit, 

Father  L.  I'll  be  bound  Ihe  was — But  Darby," 
boy,  have  you  fcen  the  Captain,  and  the  young 
Huffar  ? 

Darby.  Here  come  the  very  tygers. 

Enter  Captain  PATRICK  and  RUPERT. 

Rup.  Ou   lirtle  bully  has  given  us  the  flip. 
Copt.  P.  He  was  feen  coming  this  way. 

Enter  NOR  AH  and  FLORA. 

Flora.  Well,  Gentlemen,  here  I  am,  (prefents 
Norab)  here's  my  friend  too,  who  is  ready  to  hold 
the  Captain  in  plav  whilft  I  am  a  match  for  you, 
Sir  Rupert,  if  you've  ftill  a  heart  to  engage  your 
Flora. 

Rup.  Flora  !  is  it  indeed  ?  my  fweet — my  faith- 
ful ^irl  (embraces  A<r) 

Faiher  L.  Pat,  isn't  the  chap  a  tight  little  Hero  ? 

Capt.  P.  Flora,  the  dreaded  rival  in  my  wife's 

affections  • 

Norah.  No— only  in  my  Patrick's— ah  !  my 
naughty  hufbind 

father  L  Take  care,  Pat,  whenever  you  take 
a  fancy  to  die  while  you  live,  you'll  always  be  fure 
to  find  your  wife  a  widow. 

Caff* 
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Capt.  P.  All  the  mifchiefs  of  the  day  are  owing 
to  that  villain  Dai  by — 

Darby.  Be  quiet  with  your  knuckles,  Pat,  I  de- 
lirc — Lord,  I'm  afraid  to 

%/z.  You'ie  afraid  ! — Oh,  then  by  the  God 
of  War — I'll — (ftrutting  up  to  Darby) 

Darby.  Stop,  you're  not  a  Captain  Pat,  nor 
am  I  a  little  Quiz — I  defire  pardon  from  all,  for 
had  I  kn  wn  that  the  Captain's  regular  meal 
(points  to  Norab)  was  fo  foon  to  be  ferv'd  up,  I 
(houln't  have  provided  this  dam'fon  tart — (poins 
to  b\ora)  to  ftay  his  ftomach. 

Capi.  P.  But,  I  hope  my  Norah  will  take  an 
example  of  clemency  from  his  Pruffian  Majefty, 
who,  on  his  arrival  reftor'd  me  to  my  command — » 
whilft  in  d'fgrace  1  dared  not  approach  my  faith- 
ful wife,  but  henceforth  my  attention  to  her  ihall 
be  exemplary — Yet  man,  even  a%he(hould  be,  is 
fcarce  worthy  of  the  bleffiags  beftowed  on  him  by 
the  pofleffion  of  an  amiable  and  virtuous  woman. 

FINALE. 
CAPTAIN. 

Oh  now  let  the  drum 

Beat,  company  come, 
And  let  the  clarionets  play; 

And,  oh,  little  fife 

Now  whiule  for  life 
While  merry  we  foot  it  away  ; 

DARBY. 

For  Fortune  turns  her  wheel 
And  with  us  (he'll  danc*  a  reel ; 

The  late  whining  fellow, 

Now  jovial  and  mellow, 
To  jollity  ring  a  peal. 

Quiz. 
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Quiz. 

As  fure  as  a  gun, 

We'll  mew  you  fuch  fun, 
As  never  was  feen  before ; 

Like  officers  fwear, 

And  tatter  and  tear, 
And  like  a  cannon  we'll  roar 

DARBY. 
Quiz — 

Quiz. 

Darby  did  you  call? 

FATHER  LUKE. 
Ye  Devils,  how  loud  ye  bawl ! 

Quiz. 

To  houfe,  bed  and  table, 
Of  Quiz 

MABEL. 

And  poor  Mabel 
You're  heartily  welcome  all. 

CHORUS. 

Oh,  now  let  the  drum,  kc, 

FATHER  LURE. 

A  fad  wicked  place, 

A  very  fad  cafe  ! 
Here  nothing  I'll  get  to  do ; 

Child,  put  on  your  cap — (to  Flora) 

And  here  in  a  flap 
I'll  marry  that  younker  (to  Rupert)  and  you 

If  you  don't  take't  amifs,  (to  Mabel) 

I'd  like  to  bury  poor  Quiz 
Without  any  money, 
Your  hand,  my  dear  honey — 

So  much  I  like  your  phiz. 


FLORA. 
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CHORUS. 

Oh,  now  let  the  drum,  &e» 

FLORA. 

Oh,  maidens  take  care, 
By  example  beware, 
If  ruin  you'd  wifh  to  (hun ; 

NORAH. 

Nor  truft  tr>  your  charms, 
When  once  from  your  arms, 
You  fuffer  your  fpoufey  to  run. 

FLORA. 

Like  birds  held  in  a  firing 
Tiiey'll  hop  about,  then  take  wing. 

NORAH. 

From  twig  to  bough  firing, 
Your  fobbing  nor  crying, 

.Ne'er  back  can  the  wanton  briug. 

CHORUS. 

Oh,  now  let  the  drum,  Sec. 


THE    £ND, 


THE 
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OR, 

IN     TWO    ACTS. 

PERFORMED    AT    THE 

THEATRE-ROYAL,  COVENT-GARDEN, 

IN    1796. 


VOL.  IV.  3  M 
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PROLOGUE. 

«  WRITTEN   BY    A    FRIEND. 

SPOKEN    BY    MRS.    MATTOCKS. 

THIS  very  morning.('twas  in  Ruffel  Street) 
I  (coming  to  rehearfal)  chanc'd  to  meet 
A  figure  ftrange  !  who  mov'd  with  wary  pace, 
And  many  a  care  was  written  on  his  face  : 
On  Ihoulder  pois'd  he  held  a  cane  upright, 
The  cane  was  long,  the  head  was  round  and  white 
He  wav'd  it  thus,  for  much  he  feem'd  to  dread 
A  cheft  of  drawers,  upon  a  porter's  head. 
I  gueffing  'twas  our  bard,  for  once  was  right, 
(Our  bard  has  little  more  than  mental  fight) 
Without  my  curtfy  on  I  cou'd  not  ftir — 
He  bowing  faid—  *'  your  moft  obedient,  Sir." 
"  Is  Mrs.  Mattocks  from  your  mem'ry  gone  ? 
Said  I — "  why  venture  in  the  ftreets  alone  ?" 
"  This  Madam— he  replied—"  is  pleafant  talk, 
"  Yet  cou'd  I  ride,  I'd  ftill  prefer  a  walk : 
"  But  on  my  farce  to  fomebody's  reproach 
"  The  fpeculation  will  not  bear  a  coach." 
Cried  I  «  that  fomebody's  not  me ;  I  hope." 
Said  he — "  Old  claret  may  I  never  tope, 
«*  Ne'er  laugh  at  bright  ideas  in  the  dark, 
*'  Ne'er  fland  delighted  with  the  rifing  lark, 
"  If  you  I  meant ;  good  Madam  may  I  wail, 
"  That  like  my  fight,  my  other  fenfes  fail, 
•'  The  fault's  all  mine,  and  mine  to  bear  the  blame, 
"  My  mufe  is  dull,  or  elfe  (lie's  all  a  flame. 
"  The  grave  and  gay  I  can't  engage  by  half, 
*«  For  make  you  cry  I  muft,  or  make  you  laugh; 
'«  My  audience  I  can  never  keep  in  quiet, 
««  With  Off!  off!  offj  or  Ha!  ha!  ha!   they  muft  be  all 
a  riot." 

3  M  a  Said 
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Said  T  «'  for  their  off!  offs  !  no  more  !  no  more's  ! 

"  Have  friends  with  hands  to  clap  like  battledoors  !"• 

Quoth  he  "  alas  !  what  can  an  author  do  ? 

"  At  a  late. play*,  quite  old — but  fome  fay  new 

**  The  author's  order  was  refused — unkind  ! 

"  Tho'  William  Shakefpeare  was  the  order  fign'd* 

•'  To  night  my  fiddle  (I'm  upon  the  rack) 

'*  I've  wound  ip  high  I  fear  the  firings  mull  crack." 

Our  basd  is  right,  he's  in  a  fcrape — I  beg 

That  you'll  not  ralhly  let  him  down  a  peg ; 

As  broad  and  bold  his  drains,  they're  full  of  danger ; 

He's  an  old  friend — don't  ufe  him  like  a  ftranger. 


The  Tragedy  of  Voftigern,  produced  at  the  Theatre-Rpyal,  Drurjr 
Lane,  in  1796,  as  a  poft humous  work  of  Shake fpeare's. 


DRAMATIS 


DRAMATIS  PERSONA. 


Sir  Marmaduke, Mr.  MUNDEN. 

Septimus, Mr.  QUICK. 

Captain  Septimus,  Mr.  MIDDLETON. 

Captain  Slafh Mr.  HAYMES. 

Flam, Mr.  MACREADY. 

Gyp, Mr.  KNIGHT. 

Looby,  Mr.  SIMMONDS. 

Drummer  Boy,  Mafter  STAN  DEN. 

Emmeline, Mifs  MANSEL. 

Mrs.  Auburne,  Mrs.  MATTOCKS. 

PORTERS,  SERVANTS,  &c. 


SCENE,   Liadon. 
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OR, 
I  803. 


ACT    I. 

SCENE  I. 

SEPTIMUS'*  Houfe. 

Enter  Captain  SEPTIMUS  and  Mrs.  AUBURNE. 
Captain  SEPTIMUS. 

.AYE,  joy  indeed !  oh  I  never  liv'd  till  now, 
I'm  born  this  day  to  life,  and  its  moft  fupreme 
delights. 

Mrs.  Aub.  You  were  born  this  day  !  'pon  my 
honor  Captain  you're  a  very  fine  grown  child  of 
your  age. 

Captain  Sept.  Yes,  this  day  certainly  unites  me 
to  my  charming  Emmeline. 

Mrs.  Aub.  Maybe  fo — but — mind  Sir  I'm  going 
to  make  a  poetical  fimile.  Tho*  the  fun  of  felicity 
Ihines  full  upon  us,  I'm  afraid  fome  malicious 
cloud  will  drench  us  in  a  foaking  fhower  :  yes,  in- 
ftead  of  cinnamon  cordial  to  warm  ourhearts,  we 
mail  fup  peppermint  water. 

Captain 
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Captain  Sept.  Mrs.  Auburne  you're  always 
croaking. 

Mrs.  Aub.  Well,  Sir,  tho*  I  am  your  father's 
houfekeeper  and  have  the  charge  of  all  his  family 
affairs  during  his  abfence — tobefure  your  concerns 
are  no  bufmefs  of  mine — Croaking  !  now,  Sir, 
only  go  over  the  paft  ground,  and  fee  the  hopes  of 
your  future  profpect.  Your  father  and  Mifs 
Emmeline's  papa  as  they  were  fellow  wranglers  at 
college,  have  ever  fince  in  flri6t  friendfhip  fquab- 
bled  thro"  life,  and  to  extend  their  fpirit  of  con- 
tradiction to  their  pofterity  agreed  that  you  and  (he 
ihould  be  man  and  wife,  but  on  the  wedding  day 
before  you  cou'd  get  the  ring  on  her  finger,  up 
fprings  a  tiff  between  the  old  gentry,  becaufe  the 
Baronet  abus'd  the  change  of  government  abroad, 
my  mafter  woud'nt  believe  there  was  any,  to  be 
eonvinc'd  wou'd  go  over  to  France  himfelf. 

Captain  Sept.  Well — Since  my  divine  Emmeline's 
farher,  Sir  Marmaduke,  has  confented  this  day  to 
our  union,  I'll  not  let  a  difagreeable  thought  fully 
the  luftre  of  the  moment. 

JV/r*.  Aub.  Here  comes  the  old  gentleman,  for 
heaven's  fake,  Sir,  don't  contradict  him,  or  all  is 
broke  again — you  know  he  lives  in  a  difpute,  and 
if  he  can  bring  it  to  a  wager,  there  is  his  element. 

Captain  Sept.  True,  he  is  conftantly  on  the 
watch  fordifputes. 

Mrs.  Aub.  And  to  fecure  his  triumphs,  I'm  told 
he  carries  in  his  pocket  the  Red  Book,  Moore's 
Almanack,  and  Trufler's  Chronology,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Enter  LOOBY. 

Well  now,  what's  the  matter  ?  what  do  you  want  ? 
Looby.  Here  be's  Sir  Mermaid  the  Duke. 

<  Mrs. 


OR,    1803.  465 

Mrs.  Aub.  Sir  Marmaduke — you  booby  !  you ! 
go  along—  [Exit  Looby. 

Enter  Sir  MARMADUKE,  {reading  and  eating  fruit}. 

Sir  Mar.  Month  of  April — Moore  fliou'd  be 
more  particular  about  Mogul  plums — aye ;  this  is 
the  room  that  the  Captain  infifted  wasn't  twelve 
feet  high.  Taking  meaftrre,  and  nobody  know  it 
may  win  me  a  wager,  (welfares  with  his  cane)  now 
was  it  mine,  I'd  nave  the  top  painted  blue — azure 
— .lie  word  deling—  derived  from  Ciel — heaven—* 
French— f  with  Entick  had  got  etymologies.  (Mrs* 
Auburne  places  chairs')  Ciel  !— -heaven  ! — ( ft  Hi  look- 
ing up  ftumbles  over  the  chair)  the  Devii !  that's 
that  ?  * 

Mrs.  Aub.  Lord,  Sir,  I'm  afraid  you've  broke 
the  chair. 

Sir  Mar.  Chairs,  when  firft  invented  ? — let's  fe« 
Trufler.  (opens  book) 

Captain  Sept.  My  dear  Sir  Marmaduke  ! 

Sir  Mar.  An!  Captain  Septimus  ! 

Captain  Sept.  I  was  juft  going  to  wait  on  Em- 
meline. 

Sir  Afar.  But  the  filly  child  wou'd  get  into  a 
controverfy  with  me  ;  1  faid  it  wou'd  be  better 
for  you  to  be  married  our  of  town  ;  and  ihe  talk'd 
of  the  banns  and  Hanover  Square. 

Captain  Sept.  Sir,  you  know  they  were  proclaim'd 
there,  and  confequently 

Sir  Mar.  What's  that  ? 

Mrs.  Aub.  Oh  Lord  !  an  argument  will  fpoil 
all — Sir,  my  young  mafter  was  only  faying  what 
—you  faid. 

Sir  Mar.  What  did  I  fay  ? 

VOL.  IY.  3  N  Mr. 
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Mrs.  Aub.  Now  whatever  I  fay  it  was,  he'll  fajr 
it  was  not — (afide)  Sir,  I  think  you  faid 

Captain  Sept.  Aye — that  you  wou'd  have  our 
ma 'riage  celebrated — where  Sir  ? 
'   Mrs.  Aub.  I'll  venture  (afide*).  Yes,  Sir  Mar- 
maduke,  Mifs  Emmeline  wifh'd   it  to  be  in  the 
country,  and  you  will  have  it  in  town. 

Sir  Mar.  Eh  !   (jwjfag\) 

Cap  fain  Sept.  Well  then,  Sir,  we  will  have  it 
in  the  country. 

Sir  Mar.  For  many  reafons  you'd  better  be 
married  at  Hanover  Square. 

Mrs.  Aub.  Was  ever  fuch  a  mule !  neither  drag, 
nor  drive.  I  promis'd  Mr.  Flam,  the  valet,  to 
get  them  ou:.  of  'town  if  I  cou'd,  and  one  ftroke 
of  oppofition  fends  father,  Captain,  and  daughter 
all  into  the  country.  Then  we  lhall  have  the  whole 
hqufe  to  ourfelves  to  fee  our  own  company,  (ajiae) 
Sir,  the  Captain  inl:fts  on  being  married  in  Lon- 
don, (peremptorily) 

Sir  Mar.  Then  he  may  marry  you,  Madam,  for 
he  (han't  have  my  daughter. 

Captain  Sept.  S'death  !  we  fhall  have  no  marriage 
at  all. — Mrs.  Auburne  how  can  you  ? — 

Mrs.  Aub.  What,  Sir !  a  bride  and  bridegroom 
quit  the  dear  delights  of  the  metropolis,  and  let 
the  honey-moon  ihine  upon  blackberry  bulhest 
when  here  it  mould  illumine  Ranelagh,  Bagnigge 
Wells,  Kenfiogton Gardens,  and  Blackfriars-bridge. 
By  my  honor,  Sir,  J  will  not  go  out  of  town. 

Sir  Mar.  Then  you  may  goto  Jericho,  Madam, 
who  thinks  of  you  at  all  ? 

Mrs.  Aub.  Sboudn't  have  thought  of  always 
humoring  an  old  figure  that  has  no  more  generofity 
than  a  churchwarden,  that  wou'd  no  more  give  a 

guinea 
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guinea  to  a  fine,  nimble,  notable  clever  woman 
like  me,  for  all  my  attention  and  politenefs. 

Sir  Mar.  Not  I— -I'll  not  give  you  a  guinea 
woman — way  mou'd  I  give  you  a  guinea  ? 

Mrs.  Aub.  No,  nor  a  fixpence  j  I  faid  you 
woudn't  give  me  one  pound,  one  fhilling,  and  one 
fixpence. 

Sir  Mar.  Won't  I  ?  here's  a  guinea — for  you 
have  at  times  made  me  fome  whip-fyllabub  in  a 
pretty  manner. 

Captain  Sept.  Oh,  Sir,  no  occafion  to  give 
my  father's  houfekeeper  money. 

Mrs.  Aul.  Lord,  Sir,  don't  hinder  him — -Sir 
Marmaduke  there  is  occafion  to  give  me  a  guinea. 
(holds  out  her  hand) 

Sir  Mar.  There  is  not.  {puts  up  the  money") 
.    Mrs.  Aub.  Well,  Sir,  I'm  obliged  to  you  (curtjtes 
ironically  to  Captain  Sept.) — as  you  flay  in  town  I'll 
look  over  my  receipt  books,  and  chufe  a  handfome 
wedding  fupper. 

Sir  Mar.  Captain,  I  think  you  had  better  be 
married  by  fpecial  licenfe. 

Captain  Sept.  Ah  !  when  once  your  daughter's 
mine  we'll  be  feldom  troubled  with  you,  my  okj 
buck,  (afide) 

Enter  EMM  E  j.  i  N  E  ( in  riding  drefs ) . 

Ah  !  my  lovely  Emmeline  !  but  why  this  drefs  ? 

Emmeline.  Captain  Septimus!  why  are  not  you 
prepared  for  our  trip. 

Sir  Mar.  Who  may  you  be  going  to  trip  with  ? 

Emmeline.  Why,  Sir,  was  it  nor  your  wifh  that 
that  the  ceremony  (hould  be  performed,  in  the 
country  ? 

Captain  Sept.  Then  this  change  is  by  your  orders 
—Oh  we'll  comply—  here  Flam  !  (calls  off) 

3  N  2  Sir 
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Sir  Mar.  Once  for  all  you  fhall  be  married  in 
town  in  St.  Georges,  Hanover  fquare. 

Mrs.  Aub.  There  now,  again  ! 

Sir  Mar.  We'll  return  to  your  houfe  from  the 
church,  1*11  fup  here.  But  let's  fee,  Hanover 
Square  was  built  in  \ 

Mrs.  Aub.  (in  a  pajfion)  Sir  it  wasn't  built  till 
two  years  after  that. 

Sir  Mar.  What !  bavn't  I  my  Trufler  in  my 
pocket. 

Mrs.  Aub.  Yes ;  and  you've  your  guinea  in  your 
pocket  fo  you  know  nothing  at  all  about  it. 

Enter  LOOBY. 

Looly.  Did  you  call,  Sir  ? 

Captain  Sept.  Send  Flam  hither- 

Sir  Mar.  Young  folks,  I  want  to  fpeak  a  word 
with  you  both — -(takes  tkem  under  the  arm)  tell 
me  I  don't  know  when  Grovefnor  Square  was 
built— -pert,  fkuey  prating  Abigail. 

[Exit  with  Captain  Sept.  andEmmeline* 

Looby.  Here  be's  a  fine  ado;  Meafter  defires  me 
to  fend  Flam,  and  Flam  faid,  as  matter  wa^ 
going  out  of  town  he'd  dine  at  the  tavern. 

Mrs.  Aub.  Dine  at  the  tavern  !  what,  Flam  ?  oh 
then  in  the  Infh  way  he'll  bring  home  fome  friends 
to  take  a  bortle.  I'm  tired  of  a  batchelor's  houf<? 
— I'm  form'd  to  mix  in  company,  I'm  charm 'd 
with  cards— concerts — coach  f — Lobby  you  gen- 
teel wretch,  hand  me  down  flairs. 

\  Exit  Jinging — Looly  handing  her* 
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SCENE  II. 

"Leicejter  Square. 
Enter  FLAM,  from  Saolonlere's  Tavern. 

Flam.  This  Sablcniere  gives  good  dinners — lucky 
I  fat  by  that  Englifh  Gentleman,  or  the  devil  a 
>vord  fhou'd  I  have  had  to  talk  but  French— and 
that  I  can't  talk  at  all,  at  all.  What  a  curfe  my 
father  did'r.t  take  it  in  his  head  to  have  me  born  a 
Gentleman  !  Such  an  ornament  to  an  eftate  ! — 
Spank  my  phzton — privilege  of  the  Park— rattle 
up  Conftitution  Hill — hey,  gate! — or  dafli  thro* 
the  King's  Road,  on  each  fide  knock  the  foot  paf- 
fengers  up  againft  the  walls,  or  into  the  ditches. — 
Oh  !  here  comes  the  Gentleman  that  iat  by  me  at 
table.  As  he  thinks  me  a  Gentleman,  I  may  as 
well  keep  up  to  the  character.  By  Mrs.  Auburne's 
contradicting  Sir  Marmaduke,  as  fhe  proruifed,  my 
mafter  is  certainly  gone  out  of  town,  fo  I'll  take 
the  advantage  of  forming  a  genteel  acquaintance. 

Enter  GYP,/>O/«  the  Houfe. 

Gyp.  As  I  have  begun  my  fir  ft  day  in  London  fo 
like  a  man  of  fafhion,  I  (hou'd  rini(h  it  as  iuch — 
Go  to  the  opera,  had  I  company.  'Pon  honor  they 
make  exceeding  good  ragouts  at  this  ordinary,  very 
pretty  fallad,  but  dem  the  oil  ! 

Enter  a  PORTER. 

Porter.  Oh,  Sir,  the  chambermaid  at  the  Glou- 
^eflerCoffee-houfe,doefn't  like  to  wake  your  mafter, 

but 
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but  wifhes  to  know  if  he  engages  the  beds  -for  to- 
night ? 

Gyp.  Then  my  old  lethargic  Don,  from  the  fa- 
tigue of  our  journey  from  Dover,  has  flept  ever 
fince  I  left  him.  (afide)  Well,  I'll  call  at  your  inn 
and  fettle  all  that — But  take  care,  of  my  trunks, 
d'ye  hear.  [  Exit  Porter. 

Flam,  (advancing)  So,  Sir,  you  don't  muz  over 
the  bottle  after  dinner,  no  more  than  myfelf  ? 

Gyp.  Oh,  fervant  Sir — No,  my  way  to  turn 
the  evening  to  a  more  pleafant  uie,  I'm  for  Ra- 
nelagh. 

Flam.  I  think,  Sir,  this  is  a  very  good  tavern  ; 
but  the  worft  of  it  is,  the  mixed  company  one 
meets  with  at  an  ordinary. 

Gyp.  True,  Sir;  but  a  public  table  is  like  a 
ftage-coach,  you're  never  obliged  to  know  your 
fellow  paflengers  again. 

Flam.  Faith,  Sir,  I  never  cou'd  bring  myfelf  to 
travel  in  a  ftage-coach  ;  when  one  has  a  carriage  of 
one's  own,  it  quite  fpoils  one  for  vulgar  acquaint- 
ances. 

Gyp.  (afide)  A  man  of  fortune,  I  dare  fay. 

Flam.  Have  you  been  long  in  England,  Sir  ? 

Gyp.  Arriv'd  but  this  morning  from  France,  Sir 
—I  think  he  won't  fmoak  I'm  a  fervant  (ajide) — 
As  you  fay,  their  wine  was  palatable,  but  the  ruby 
K  not  to  be  expeded  at  taverns — nothing  like  a 
Gentleman's  own  cellar.  1  (hall  be  proud  to  fee 
you  at  my  houfe,  Sir — I  haven't  a  card  about  me, 
but — (pulling  out  his  handkerchief,  cards  fall} 

Flam.  I  believe,  Sir,  you  dropt  that  pack 

Gyp.  Eh  !  (confufed)  —Yes,  Sir,  I  did  long  ago, 
it  was  fo  expenlive. 

flam.  What,  Sir  ? 

Gyp. 
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Gyp.  My  pack  of  hounds. 

Flam.  Oh,  oh  !  he's  fond  of  gambling  ;  then 
if  I  can  get  him  a  little  corn'd,  I  may  flip  the 
Connowght-five  upon  him.  (ajlde)  Sir,  my  card. 
{gives  one') 

Gyp.  (reads}  "Pawn'd  ! — filver  watch — three 
"  Blue  Balls — Ram-alley  the  25th" — 

Flam.  Hold  1  hold  Sir  !  the  devil,  my  duplicate 
when  I  left  my  watch  at  my  uncle's !  (Me)  beg 
pardon  Sir — this  fell  out  of  my  fcoundrel  fervant 
man's  pocket — as  I  was  dufting — I  mean,  when  he 
was  brufhing — that  is — when  1 — Sir,  there  is  my 
compliment  card,  with  my  true  name,  and  place 
of  abode.  Now,  Sir,  if  you'll  do  me  the  honor 
to  ftep  to  my  houfe ;  if  you  don't  call  my  wine 
the  elivator,  and  the  exhilirator  fay  my  name  is 
not  Dennis  Flam,  Efquire  ;  and  that  I'm  neither  a 
member  of  parliament,  nor  a  high  IherirT,  when 
in  the  county  of a — hem  ! 

Gyp.  A  member  of  parliament  and  high  fheriff! 
a  great  man,  but  an  intolerable  fap  (afide) — Why, 
Sir,  I  was  engaged  to  meet  my  Lord  Bobs,  (looks 
at  his  watch) 

Flam.  And  I  was  to  have  met  the  Duke  of 
Nobs. 

Gyp.  But  I  don't  care  if  I  do  lounge  away  half 
an  hour  with  you.  (yawns) 

Flam.   Much  obliged  to  you.  (yawns) 

Gyp.  Do  you  live  in  this  vicinity,  Sir  ? 

Flam.  No,  Sir,  in  a  houfe  of  my  own — I  or- 
dered my  fpalpleen  fellows  to  bring  my  curricle, 
but  I  fuppofe  they  have  ftopt  to  drink  porter — 
porter  1  think  they  call  that  common  liquor  ? 

Gyp.  Yes,  Sir,  thefe  fervants  arc  impudent  raf- 
cals,  ha,  ha,  ha! 

Flam. 
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Flam.  Aye,  Sir,  they  take  as  many  airs  upoii 
them  as  if  they  were  Gentlemen — the  conceited 
puppies. 

Gyp.  So  they  do,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Flam  Suppoie  Sir  we  walk,  towards  my  hoiife  ? 
— I  pay  a  pretty  tight  rent— -but  as  I  am  yet  ah 
unmarried  Gentleman,  and  have  fuch  a  plague 
with  keeping  twenty  or  thirty  idle  pamper'd  fcoun- 
drels,  I'll  give  up  houfe-keeping,  and  for  the  few 
weeks  of  the  fafhionable  town  feafon,  I'll  have 
apartments  in  Pall  Mall. 

Gyp.  Then,  Sir,  you  mud  be  in  Town  in  the 
winter?  Tome  appointment  at  Court? 

Flam.  Oh,  yes  Sir,  I've  a  great  many  appoint- 
ment to  court  the  girls. 

Gyp.  I  mean — eftablifhment — place — 

Flam.  Yes,  Sir,  I'm  in  a  place — that  is  I'm  upon 
a  pod. — You  muft  know,  Sir,  I've  been  vifiting 
on  horfcback  all  this  morning. — I  firft  took  a 
f  cam  per  into  Hyde  Park,  then  call'd  on  Lady 
Simper — my  way,  Sir,  to  walk  up  {lairs,  and  while 
I  chat  with  the  charming  creatures — loll,  throw 
my  boots  upon  a  white  fopha — my  groom  walks 
my  horfes  up  and  down  before  the  door,  and  then 
people  cry  "  isn't  that  Mrs.  Ahem's  houfe  ?  a 
"  devil ilL  gay  woman  !  But  whole  bit  of  blood 
"  is  that  ?  lure  I  know  the  livery — Oh  it's  young 
•'  Flam's,  then  he's  her  friend  now  !  dem  that 
•*  fellow  !  he  has  all  the  fine  women  about  town  !  * 
and  to  be  fure  I  haven't,  ha,  ha,  ha  !  Shall  we 
walk,  Sir? 

Gyp.  With  all  my  foul,  Sir — it's  pleafant  to  make 
Jremarks  on  your  plebs  and  common  people,  as  we 
iaunter  up  Piccadilly  ;  and  to  ogle  the  fine  girls 
that  fpoit  their  lovely  faces  in  the  St.  James's — Pall* 

Mall— 
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Mall — and  Bond-ftreet  promanade,  Sir,  and  eat 
peaches  and  cold  ices  at  Kennet's. 

Flam.  Oh,  Sir 

Gyp.  By  heaven,  Sir 

Flam.  Indeed,  Sir,  I — coudn't. 

[Exeunt  ceremonioujly. 


SCENE  III. 

SEPTIMUS'.?  Houfe. 
A  Drawing  Room  (Piffures). 

Flam,  (without}  Pray,  Sir,  walk  up  flairs — I'll 
be  with  you  in  an  inftant. 

Gyp.  (without)  Oh,  Sir,  no  ceremony. 

Enter  GYP  and  LOORY  (admiring  him) 

This  worthy  Greek  muft  have  a  capital  fortune 
yet  feems  no  better  deferving  of  it  then  myfelf. — 
His  houfe  here  is  fplendidly  furniflied.  Eh!  that 
picture  is  very  like  my  old  mailer,  Mr.  Septimus  ! 
(looking  at  it — fits  on  a  fop  ha,  and  takes  tip  a  book) 

Looby,  One  of  Mr.  Flam,  the  valet's  fine  ac- 
quaintances ;  one  fhou'd  be  civil  to  one's  fellow- 
fervant's  friends.  (Jits  by  him)  Weil,  and  how 
are  you  ? 

Gyp.  (furpriz'd)  Eh !  Why,  pretty  well — how 
are  you  ?  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Looby.  Our  valet  keeps  woundy  fmart  company. 

Gyp.  Does  he,  indeed  ? 

Looby.  You  may  put  on  your  hat  before  me — let's 
VOL.  iv.  3;  o  fee 
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fee,  (puts  Gyp's  hat  on)  I  look  fmart  in  cock-and- 
pinch. 

Gyp.  My  new  friend  muft  be  a  good-natur'd 
matter,  or  his  fervants  are  very  impudent. — Whofe 
picture's  that  ? 

Looby.  Our  matter's  father — He  is  a  learned  man, 
therefore  you  fee  he's  drawn  with  a  book  in  his  hand, 
reading  out  loud. 

Gyp.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  and  I  fuppofe  that  white  dra- 
pery hanging  from  his  coat  pocket  is  a  perfum'4 
handkerchief. 

Enter  SERVANT  MAID,  finging  and  dujling  the 
furniture. 

Maid.  Looby,  there's  your  matter  wants  either 
you  or  Flam.  [Exeunt  Looby  and  Maid. 

Enter  Captain  SEPTIMUS. 

Capt.  Sept.  This  rafcal  to  run  out  at  fuch  a  time ! 
We  mould  be  ready  now  to  lead  my  Ernmeline  to 
the  altar.  If  we  mifs  this  lucky  opportunity  that 
Sir  Marmaduke  is  in  the  mind  for  our  marriage— 
Eh !  who's  this  ?  (fees  Gyp,  takes  off  his  hat — 
Gyp  makes  a  flight  bow>  then  reads)  I  aik  pardon, 
Sir,  do  you  want  me  ? 

Gyp.  You  f  No,  Sir — (reads)  Ira,  fea,  ha !  I 
fhou'd  like  to  fee  this  play  acted.  Our  friend,  Sir, 
has  got  a  fine  fituation  here;  I  admire  it  exceed- 
ingly-— Elegant  furniture — charming  houfe — fine 
pictures — but  the  matter,  between  you  and  I,  is  a 
confounded  blockhead. 

Captain  Sept.  Indeed !  And  pra1}',  Sir,  to  whom 
does  the  confounded  blockhead  owe  the  very  great 
honor  of  feeing  you  in  his  houfe  ? 

Gyp.  I'm  here  by  his  own  invitation. 

Captain 
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Captain  Sept.  He  really  invited  you  ? 

Gyp.  Yes — Very  nice  about  his  wine — woudn't 
truft  his  iervant — gone  himfelf  into  the  cellar  to 
bring  us  up  a  bottle  or  two — If  good,  as  I  dare  oe 
iworn  it  is,  we'll  help  him  off  with  a  batch. 

Enter  FLAM,  finglng^  with  wine. 

Flam.  Tol,  lol,  lol!  Oh,  zounds!  mailer  not 
gone  out  of  town  !  (lays  the  bottles  on  the  table) 

Captain  Sept.  Where  have  you  been,  firrah  I — 
Get  me  my  things  to  drefs — r-make  hafte  !  fly  ! 

\_Gyp  fntaks  off. 

Flam.  The  devil  take  me  if  I  ever  faw  any  tiling 
fo  unlucky — Have  a  man  expos'd  fo,  Sir. 

Septimus,  (without)  All  the  doors  open  ? 

Captain  Sept.  How  !— -by  heaven  !— 'tis— r-my 
father 

Flam.  Oh,  gracious !  that's  his  voice,  Sir. 

Captain  Sept.  Return 'd  from  France  Ir—I'm  re-? 
joic'd— yet — I  wifh  he  had  but  ftay'd  till  Emme- 
line  was  fecur'd  to  me.  Flam,  run  and  leek  Mrs. 
Auburne,  tell  her  I  want  to  fpeak  to  her  inftantly. 

[Exit  Flam. 
We  mud  call  a  council  of  operations.  [Exit. 

Enter  SEPTIMUS,  in  a  travelling  drefs. 

Septimus.  No  !  I'll  not  truft  my  trunks  in  halls' 
and  parlours,  with  ftreet  doors  open-mouth'd — as 
if  bawling — "  walk  in,  and  take  what  you  pleafe." 

Enter  PORTERS  (with  trunks) 

Go  back  to  the  Gloucefler  Coffee-houfe,  where  I 
put  up,  and  if  you  fee  my  man,  bid  him  come 
here. 

302  Porter 
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Porter.  Sir,  I  fpoke  to  your  fervant  in  Leiceften 
fields,  juft  now,  and  he  faid 

Septimus.  Well,  don't  ftand  prating  to  me. 

[Exeunt  Porters. 

As  I  pick'd  up  this  Englifh  fervant  (who  was  but 
a  valet  de  place)  at  Paris,  he  may  not  know  my 
houfe  in  London.  So  then  here  I  am,  once  more 
at  my  own  dear  home — All  my  furniture  fafe — 
and  there's  the  picture  too  of  my  own  pretty  felf — • 
aye  there  you  are,  Mr.  Septimus,  in  your  crimfon 
velvet  coat,,  with  flam  cuffs  and  vellum  button- 
holes  1  wonder,  does  my  fon  ftill  love  proud 

Sir  Marmaduke's  daughter — I  wonder  how  my 
houfekeeper,  Mrs.  Auburne,  has  manag'd  matters 
iince  I've  been  gone — •!  wonder — but  I  ihquld  won- 
der at  nothing  after  the  wonderful  changes  I  have 
been  witnefs  to  in  Paris.  I  had  a  nap  at  the  inn, 
but  I'm  ftill  drowfy— My  fon's  gown !— what,  does 
he  make  a  dreffing  box  of  the  drawing-room  ! — ? 
why  did  the  flovenly  camels  bring  the  trunks  in 
here — However,  I'll  take  out  my  cap  and  flippers. 
Ho !  is  nobody  within  ?  (takes  a  cap,  &c.  out  of 
the  trunk,  and  puts  them  on) 

Re-enter  F^AM  haftily. 

Flam.  Oh,  my  noble  old  Squire !  welcome 
home  ! — Made  your  efcape — been  exchang'd  ? — • 
got  into  the  Captain's  gown — -Welcome,  welcome 
— I'll  wrap  and  I'll  few  you  up  in  it. 

Septimus.  Boy,  be  quiet,  and  get  me  a  boot- 
jack. 

Flam.  No,  faith,  you  mail  have  a  boot  Pat,  and 
a  boot  Flam,  (drags  his  boots  of}  Arrah,  isn't 
this  big  houfe  all  your  own  ?  Sit  down  and  take 

your 
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your  eafe  on  your  own  fopha.  (pi/Jkes  him  on  the 
fopha) 

Septimus.  Deuce  of  your  welcome!  Fling  a 
Gentleman  about  like  an  old  goofe  feather-bed ! 

I, lam.  Here  Jenny  !  Nancy  !  Thomas,  Looby ! 

[Exit. 

Septimus.  Murder  !  He  has  given  me  a  wel- 
come to  the  other  world. 

Re-enter  GYP,  cautiovjly. 

Gyp.  The  Captain  gone  ! — Pleafant  enough,  my 
flamy  friend  only  a  knight  of  the  flioulder-knot, 
like  myfelf !  .  Gadfo — here's  the  wine — and  un- 
cork'd.  As  it  was  brought  for  me  to  carry  off,  no 
matter  to  the  owner  whether  in  my  pocket  or  my 
noddle,  (puts  the  bottles  in  his  pocket) 

Septimus.  What,  is  that  you,  Gyp? 

Gyp.  My  old  matter  !   ( furpris'd) 

Septimus.  Then  I  may  thank  the  porter  for  your 
being  here  ? 

Gyp.  Porter !  No,  Sir ;  you  may  thank  the 
wine,  (touching  his  pocket) 

Septimus.  Account  for  your  conduct,  or  I'll 
difcharge  you. 

Gyp.  Reafon,  dear  Sir ! — from  the  fatigue  of 
your  paffage  from  France,  and  journey  from  Dover, 
you  required  to  be  refrem'd  with  a  nap — fo  lay 
down  in  the  hotel  where  we  fat  up  this  morning : 
but  my  youthful  fpirits  not  wanting  fuch  recruit,  I 
vifited  a  few  old  fiiends,  went  to  dine  at  a  tavern, 
thought  to  get  back  before  you  waked,  and  here  I 
find  you  in  a  ftrange  houfe,  juft  going  to  fleep. 

Septimus.    Strange  ! — this   is  my  own  houie. 

Gyp.  Our  own  houfe  !     Stranger  (till  ? 

Septimus* 
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Septimus.  Shifting  might  refrcfli  -,  you'll  find 
things  to  (have  me  in  that  drefling-room,  turning 
to  the  left.  [Exit  Gyp. 

I  can't  think  what's  become  of  Mrs.  Auburne. 

Re-enter  FLAM. 

Flam.  Sir,  my  mafler  is  gone  out,  but  he'll  be 
back  in  an  inftant. 

Septimus.  Where's  my  houfekeeper  ? 

Re -enter  GYP,  with  Jhaving  things. 

Flam.  Then  is   that!   (flares  at  Gyp)— "  I'm 

engag'd  to  my  Lord  Nobs."  (yawns) 

Gyp.  "  And  I  to  the  Duke  of  Dobs."  (yawns) 
Septimus.  How  dare  you  ftand  prating  before  me 

of  your  Dobs  and  Nobs.         [Rifing^tbey  run  off. 

Enter  Sir  MARMADUKE. 

Sir  Mar.  Ah,  friend  Septimus  !  welcome  back 
to  England. 

Septimus.  Thanky,  Sir  Marmaduke,  I'm  glad 
to  fee  you  ;  (foakes  hands)  you  and  I  will  never 
quarrel  again  ;  you  fhall  have  all  your  own  way — 
Whatever  you  advance  I'll  believe. 

Sir  Mar.  And  fo  you've  been  ever  fince  a  pri- 
foner  in  France  ? 

Septimus.  Yes,  they  had  me  fafe — I  afTure  you  its 
a  tois  up  whether  I  ever  faw  my  head  and  myfelf 
in  one  room  together.  Such  a  variety  of  difguifes 
J've  been  in,  from  poft  to  pillar.  Once  I  tried  to 
effect  my  efcape  like  a  Dutch  dancing-mafter— • 
then  as  a  great  American  fhip-carpenter 

Sir  Mar.  Ship,  (ta^es  out  a  book) 

Septimus.  But  at  lafb  I  got  away  difguifed  like  a 
beautiful  young  lady. 

Sir 
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Sir  Mar.  Ships — the  hint  taken  from  the  Nauti- 
lus, hence  we  fay  Nautical.  My  friend,  the 
thought  of  fails  proceeded  from  obierving  their 
little  wings — But  you're  return'd  in  good  time, 
for  your  ion  and  my  Emmeline  are  to  be  married 
to-day.  The  filly  fools  fear'd  that  we  fhou'd  get 
into  a  difpute,  and  fo  their  wedding  vvou'd  be  fruf- 
trated  again — but  no  fear  of  that. 

Septimus.  Pihaw  !  to  put  it  beyond  a  doubt, 
they  (hall  be  united  this  very  day. 

Sir  Mar.  Eh! — didn't  you  fay  fomething  of 
(hall  ? 

Septimus.  Na,  I  dicln't — I  didn't  mention  fuch 
a  word— I'll  never  contradict  you. — Your  daugh- 
ter's a  good  fortune — but  I  defpiie  money — How 
much  do  you  intend  to  give  with  her  ? 

Sir  Mar.  I  think  no  more  of  gold  than  old  brals 
buttons — You  fettle  a  jointure  of  five  hundred  on 
my  daughter,  don't  you  ? 

Septimus.  Aye ;  and  you  give  Emmeline  twenty 
thoufand  pounds — Eh  ? 

Sir  Mar.  But  by  her  grand-aunt's  will,  (he  is 
not  to  have  that  fame,  twenty  thoufand  pounds 
till  fheVfive  and  twenty — but  its  only  feven  years, 
that  will  foon  roll  over. 

Septimus.  Oh,  why  mould  they  wait  tho*  ?  they 
mall  be  married  immediately. 

Sir  Mar.  At  his  ihalls  again-— they  (hall  not. 

Septimus.  What  ! — well  then,  they  (hall  not. 

Sir  Mar.  They  (hall. 

Enter  Mrs.  AUBURN E. 

Mrs.  Aub.  Oh  !  my  dear,  dear  Sir  '  welcome — • 
I  wiih  you  were  at  Jerufalem.  (afide} 

Septimus. 
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Septimus.  Ah,  Mrs.  Auburne  ! 

Mrs.  Aub.  Lord,  we  are  fo  happy — &nd  you  look 
fo  well-"- You  look  divinely — to  find  you  here 
when  we  thought  you  eighty  miles  off,  is  fuch 

a  difappointment.  (afide)  The  Captain,  your 

fon,  is  juft  come  in  ;  we  wou'd  not  furprize  him 
with  the  fudden  news  of  your  arrival,  left  the  joy 
Jhou'd  caufe  him  to  fall  down  in  a  fit. 

Septimus.  Ah,  Mrs.  Auburne,  you're  as  prudent 
as  ever — But  tell  my  fon,  that  he's  to  be  married 
to  Emmeline  before  fun  fet. 

Sir  Mar.  And  tell  my  daughter  the  fame. 

Mrs.  Aub.  What !  are  both  of  your  minds  of 
one  colour?  Indeed  now  you're  a  couple  of  fen- 
fible  Gentlemen,  as  wife  as  old,  as  kind  as  mellow. 

[Exit. 

Septimus.  Mrs.  Auburne  is  a  very  civil  woman. 

Sir  Mar.  Very  civil— but  now  I'm  all  impatience 
to  hear  what  happened  to  you  fince  you  went 
abroad  ?  (they  fit} 

Septimus.  Then  I'll  tell  you,  my  cordial  old 
foul! 

Sir  Mar.  DC — Pm  all  attention. 

Septimus.  Well — You  know  I  landed  at  Dieppe 
• — now  eight  months — The  inftant  I  fet  my  foot 
on  the  Continent,  I  felt  my  bofom  glow  with  a 
kind  of  a  wild,  ftrange,  enthufiaftic — rapturous 
— : — (paufes)  why  do  you  ftare  at  me  fo  ? 

Sir  Mar,  What  a  long  hair  you've  got  in  your 
eyebrow — it's  grey,  and  will  turn  like  a  horn  into 
your  eye. 

Septimus.  Eh  ! 

Sir  Mar.  (looks  in  book)  Two  hundred  and  fixty 
years  fince  tobacco  firfl  came  into  England. 

Septimus.  *W hat's  that  ? 

Sir. 
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Sir  Mir.  Trufler's  Chronology. 

Septimus.  The  devil,  Sir!  what  d'ye  mean?  I 
begin  a  naration  and  relation  of  the  mod  memor- 
able events,  epochas,  and  sera's  that  ever  happened 
in  Europe,  and  you  tell  me  I've  a  horn  in  my  eye, 
and  read  about  tobacco 

Sir  Mar.  Yes  two  hundred  and  fixty  years. 

Septimus.  Hearkye,  Sir  Marmaduke,  you  were 
at  Oxford  an  empty  bottle  Gentleman-Commoner, 
with  a  Baronet's  title,  but  not  an  acre  at  one-and- 
twenty — I  (from  the  clofe  fift  of  my  father)  was 
a  fervitor  with  a  fnug  rent-roll  at  my  elbow,  you 
were  conceited  then  and  have  been  faucy  ever  fince 
to  me — but  till  I  fee  your  pride  pull'd  down,  I 
difclaim  all  connection,  my  fon  mall  have  no 
daughter  of  yours. 

Sir  Mar.  But  my  daughter  mall  have  your  fon> 
becaufe  you  fay  he  fhan't. 

Enter,  at  the  Back,  Captain  SEPTIMUS,  EMME- 
LINE,  and  Mrs.  AUBURNE. 

Mrs.  Aub.  Why,  here  has  been  another  quarrel 
-— deuce  take  their  foolim  old  heads. 

Captain  Sept.  My  father  ! — 

Sept.  Ah  Edward  ! 

Emmeline.  My  dear  Sir,  accept  my  heart -felt 
congratulations  on  your  fafe  arrival. 

Enter  DRUMMER-BOY. 

Boy.  (/<?  the  Captain]  Sir,  the  Serjeant  defired 
me  to  tell  you,  that  Captain  Slafli  wifhes  to  fee 
you  at  the  Salopian. 

Captain  Sept.  Very  well.  [Exit  Boy. 

Sir  Mar.  I'll  touch  my  young  fon-in-lawfor  five 
VOL.  iv.  3  p  .  guineas 
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guineas  at  a  wager — 1'!.   -nuke  him  guefshow  man^ 
button^  there  are  ori  his  coat. 

Septimus.  I'm  weary  and  fleepy,  teiz'd,  tir'd, 
plagued,  and  perplexed — No  attendance — Gyp  \ 

Enter  FLAM  and  GYP  running. 

Flam.  Here  Sir !     Here  ! 
Gyp.  Sir !    Here  am  I  ! 

Sir  Mar.  Eight  on  the  cuffs — now  for  the  fkirts 
(Counting  them,  and  walking  round  the  Captain) 

Mrs.  Aub.  I  wifh  we  cou'd  get  the  old  fellow 
out  of  the  ViayHflJtde')  you  faid  you  were  fleepy, 
fuppofe  you  go  to- bed  ? 

Septimus.  Well,  ma'am,  and  I  fuppofe  I  can  go 
to -bed  in  my  own  houfe. 

Gyp.  Aye,  ma'am,  and  to  blanket. 

Flam.  Yes,  ma'am,  and  to  pillow-cafe. 

Septimus.  I'll  have  fome  fupper. 

Flam.  Yes,  Sir,  you  fliall,  here  Cook !  gef 
fome  fupper. 

Gyp.  Supper  diredlly — for  my  old  mafter ! 

Mrs.  Aub.  Here's  a  cdnfufion  he's  made  (afide) 
Sir,  you  rnuft  have  no  fupper. 

Septimus.  What ! 

Mrs.  Aub.  A  poflet  will  do  you  more  good, 

Gyp.  My  mailer  fup  upon  a  pofiet ! 

Flam.  You  wou'd  n't  poflet  my  mafter  in  his 
own  houfe  f 

Sir  Mar.  (apart)  Four  on  the  bread  and  fkirts. 
(afide) — Captain  I'll  bet. you  fix  guineas 

Fliim.  Lean  on  me,  Sir. 

Gyp.  No,  Sir,  on  me. 

Captain  Sept..  Begone!  take  my  arm,  Sir.  ' 

Septimus.  I'll  have  no  arm  ;  get  along  all  of  you; 
I'll  take  a  nap  on  the  fopha  ;  nut  one  of  you  come 

to 
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to  difturb  me,  for  whilft  I'm  afleep  I'll  fpeak  to, 
nobody  vvhatlbever. 

Sir  Mar.  Captain,  I'll  lay  you  ten  guineas— not 
fix  on  the  cuffs. 

Septimus.  Gyp,  take  thofe  plants  and  exotics 
from  that  trunk— and  come  with  me.  (Gyp  opens 
the  trunk)  Now  good  people  I'll  fend  you  a  mef- 
fage  which  you'll  be  pleafed  to  take  notice  of — Go 
before  me.  [Exeunt  Sept.  and  Gyp, 

Captain  Sept.  Sir  Marmaduke,  what  can  my  fa- 
ther mean  ? 

Sir  Mar.  Captain  I'll  go  nearer  than  you  to 
guels  how  many  buttons  are  on  your  coat — Come 
a  wager. 

Captain  Sept.  P(ha ! 

Sir  Mar.  He's  afraid !  Oh,  the  ignorance  of 
this  world,  that  a  man  doefn't  know  how  many 
buttons  are  on  his  own  coat. 

Re-enter  GYP. 

Gyp.  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  my  matter's  com- 
pliments, and  folemnly  forbids  any  marriage  tak- 
?ng  place  between  the  Captain  and  Mifs  Emmeline 
— ^As  the  young  Lady  is  hot  entitled  to  her  fortune 
till  (he's  five  and  twenty  years  of  age,  he'll  not 
confent  till  then ;  and  Mifs  being  now  only  eigh- 
teen, he  defers  the  wedding  to  this  day feven 

years. 

All  Indeed  !. 

Emmeline.  So  runs  my  relations  will. 

Captain  Sept.  But,  my  lovely  Emmeline,  wills 
and  money  are  no  objects  to  us. 

Emmeline.  Edward,  as  I  declare  againft  giving 

piyfelf  away  contrary  to  my  father's  concurrence, 

3  p  2  you 
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—you  (hall  not  offend  yours  by  an  ad  of  dilbbe-i 
dience. 

Captain  Sept.  How  unlucky  his  coming  home  at 
fucli  a  juncture. 

Mrs.  Aub.  Aye,  there  you  fee  he  can  difturh 
your  peace,  yet  lays  himfelf  quietly  down  to  take 
a  nap. 

Captain  Sept.  Seven  years  ! — The  lapfe  would  be 
a  non-exiftence ! 

Flam.  I  wim  you  cou'd  fleep  it  over,  Sir. 

Sir  Mar.  (looking  at  a  book)  Why  here  in  Moore 
—Eh  ! — Oh,  no,  in  my  collection  of  memorable 
events — are  feveral  inftances  of  people  fleeping 
months,  ay,  and  years. 

Mrs.  A.  Let's  fee —  (takes  the  book  and  perufes) 
I  proteft  here  is  one-—  (reads) — "  Inftahce  .of 
"  rema;kable  fleeping — John  Smith,  gardener  to 
"  Thomas  Pendargarft,  Eiq.  fell  afleep  on — and 
"  did'nt  wake  till" — What !--"  upwards  of  two 
"  years,  eleven  months !"  If  this  is  true,  as  I 
make  no  doubt  but  it  is,  coudn't  we  impofe  upon 
your  fimpleton  of  an  old  father,  and  make  him 
believe  that  his  one  night's  fleep  has  been  feven 
years  ? 

Sir  Mar.  Gad  he's  fuch  a  fool,  that  1  dare  fay 
he'll  believe  it. 

Mrs.  Aub.  Why,  if  you  tell  him  he  did  not 
he  may — but  I  perfift  in  it,  that  if  we  make  the 
trial,  my  old  mafter  confents  to  your  being  mar- 
ried before  this  time  to-morrow. 

Captain  Sept.  Oh,  impoflible  !  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Gyp.  I  can  anfwer,  that  my  mafter  is  very  cre- 
dulous ;  befides,  we've  fo  many  materials  to  work 
upon  his  fancy,  we  may  give  thofe  plants  a  feven 
growth,  and  he  juft  now  declared,  being 

diipleafed 
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difpleafed  with  our  attendance — that  he'd  buy  the 
little  drummer  boy,  he  faw  juft  now,  out  of  the 
army,  and  bring  up  a  valet  himfelfj  he  maybe  out 
of  his  apprenticefhip  to-morrow. 

Emmelim.  Well,  we  muft  all  take  a  part  in 
the  farce. 

Flam.  We  have  the  whole  night  for  preparation. 

Mrs.  Aub.  It  (hall  be  a  long  night,  for  I'll  put 
a  few  drops  of  laudanum  in  his  poiTet.  Our  chief 
engine  muft  be  a  violent  change  of  manners  and 
faQiion  ;  the  revolutions  he  has  witnefled  in  Paris, 
will  incline  him  to  credit  any  thing. 

Captain  Sept.  This  is  a  grand  conflict  between 
Jove  and  fortune.  [Exeunt, 
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ACT     II. 


SCENE  I. 

SEPTIMUS*  HOUSE. 

d  Chamber— the  fa/kes  out— Large  trees  in  tubs ~ 
a  watch-light  burning — the  furniture  changed  and 
mtfplaced — a  wig  on  4  block^-a  coat  with  ajiar 
en  a  chair, 

SEPTIMUS  differed  afleep  on  a  couch — EMMELINE 
fitting  by  him,  her  drefs  extravagantly  altered. 

Enter  CAPTAIN  SEPTIMUS  witb  caution. 
CAPTAIN  SEPTIMUS.' 

EMMELINE  \  is  he  awake  ?    (in  an  under  tone) 

EmmeUne.  No— Mrs.  Auburne's  poffet  has  had 
its  effect 

Captain  Sept.  We  s}re  all  ready. 

EmmeUne.  You  are  not— don't  let  him  fee  you 
'till  you've  chang'd  your  drefs. 

Captain  Sept.  It  is  fettled  that  I'm  to  be  juft 
returned  from  Italy  with  Gyp.  He  will  perfo- 
nate  the  Italian  nobleman  capitally. 

EmmeUne. 
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Emmeline.  How  does  Mrs.  Auburne  feel  her- 
felf  in  the  female  doctor  ? 

Captain  Sept.  Oh  flie  is  clever — and  I  don't 
doubt  Gyp's  fuccefs  in  his  firft  character  of  a  tra- 
velling fhewman,  but  I'm  afraid  your  father  Sir 
M  irmaduke  will  get  to  his  contradiction  and 
wagers :  He  is  to  act  the  part  of  my  father's 
ftewi-d — Ha,  ha,  ha  !  I've  hid  his  Trufsler  and 
Red  book. 

Emmeline.  Hufh,    your  father  ftirs 

Captain  Sept.    Our    changes  in  this   room  will 
put  him  all  upon  the  furprize. 
Emmeline.  He  wakes. 

Captain  Sept.  Then  I'm   gone — Adieu  Emme- 
line, remember  your  parr. 

[Exitfoftly.  Emmeline  retires. 
Sept.  (waking}  Blefs  my  foul  !  did  I  fall 
afleep  here  ?  Why  they  didn't  wake  me  to 
go  to  my  bed — Mrs.  Auburne's  famous  poilet 
quite  ft u pitted  me.  I  believe  I've  flept  all  night, 
and  ihis  is  next  morning  ?  'tis — eh  !  (looks  about) 
have  they  brought  the  great  tree  out  ot  the  fields  I 
What  an  odd  couch,  not  the  fame  I  laid  down  on 
yefterday.  What  have  they  been  at !  Gyp  I'll  fend 
that  fellow  to  the  devil  if  it  cofts  me  half-a- 
crown,  and  the  little  drummer-boy  that  I 
hired  laft  night,  (hall  attend  me.  In  the  name 
of  Jupiter  who  are  thefe — Eh  !  I'll  feem  to  be 
(till  alleep,  and  overhear  what  they  are  abbut. 
(Emmeline  advances)  Something  like  Emmeline, 
only  thinner,  and  looks  moft  wretched. 

Emmeline.  I  doubt  my  own  acting,  I  wifh 
they'd  make  hafte — Can  this  be  my  father,  and 
Gyp!— -Ha,  ha,  ha!  Then  now  to  begin  our 
deception,  (afide)  No,  no  hopes  of  his  ever 
waking— never,  never  !  (pretends  to  weep] 
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Septimus,  (looking  out)  Who  the  plague  are 
thefe  fellows  ?  (aftde) 

Enter  SIR  MARMADUKE   and  Gyp  in  extravagant 
and  ridiculous  drejffes. 

Sir  Mar.  Stop— Gyp — what  aril  I  to  be  ?  (apart) 

Gyp.  Mr.  Solid  the  Steward,  Sir. 

Emmeline.  Softly— he's  awake— and  on  the 
liften  (apart) 

Sir  Mar.  No,  he  fleeps.  (apart) 

Gyp.  Aye  like  a  fox — Come  Sir,  begin,  (apart) 

Sir  Mar.  (in  a  feigned  voice)  Four  years  now 
Mifs  Emmeline  here,  has  had  the  care  of  my 
fleeping  matter's  affairs,  fo  that  tho'  I'm  his  care- 
ful fteward,  you  muft  put  your  propofals  to 
her  honeft  man. 

Gyp.  (alters  voice)  Madam  the  fame  of  the 
great  wonder  this  houfe  contains,  has  brought 
me  hither 

Emmeline.  Who  is  this  Mr.  Solid  ?  (to  Sir 
Marmaduke) 

Sir  Mar.  Aye,  who  are  you  Mr.  Solid  ?  (to 
Gyp) 

Gyp.  Lord  Sir  you  are  he.  (apart) 

Sir  Mar.  No  I'm  not.  (apart) 

Gyp.  There  Mifs — got  at  his  contradictions 
again — he'll  certainly  knock  it  all  up.  (apart) 

Emmeline.  WelJ,  well,  never  mind,  let  him  be 
what  he  chufes.  (apart) 

Gyp-  (Loud)  and  in  bis  a/fumed  voice)  Madam, 
I  have  travelled  all  England,  the  principal  country 
fairs  and  towns;  Portfdown,  Morning-Hill, 
Lynn-Mart,  Prefton-guild,  Harlowe-Bum ;  with 
Uie  firft  colkcliun  of  curiofities,  that  ever  pleafed 

the 
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the  learned,  orftruckwith  admiration,  both  pea- 
fant  and  phi!ofopheK. 

Sir  M.  Didn't  Newton  mention  fomething  about 
philofophy — Where's  my  book?  (feels  bis  pockets) 

Gyp.  Lc.rd,  Sir,  never  mind  your  book  now. 
{apart} 

Sir  M.  I  will,  you  rafcal. 

Gyp-  (Loud)  Hem!  Madam,  it  is  well  known 
the  picfent  ftate  of  your  right  honorable  father-in 

.law What  this  is  he?    Prodigious  rarity  !     If 

you'ii  only  lend  him  to  me,  to  place  and  fhew 
him,  anongft  my  other  aftoniming  productions, 
I'll  U";e  him  my  circuit  thro'  Exeter,  Plymouth, 
Chetter,  Mancheflter,  Bath,  Briftol,  Southamp- 
ton, Rowampton,  Chichefter,  Colchefter,  Pool, 
Liverpool,  Soulpool,  Blackpool,  Birmingham, 
Nottingham,  Effingham,  Luffingham,  York, 
Cork,  Norwich,  Ipfwich,  Greenwich,  Bluewich, 
Lym- Regis,  Beer-Regis,  Boar-Regis,  Melcomb- 
Regis;  and  to  crown  all,  the  Mufeum  in  Exeter- 
Change,  where  he'll  be  more  an  objecl:  of  admi- 
ration, than  all  the  Kangaroos,  Buffaloes,  two- 
headed  cows,  and  fix-leg'd  pigs,  that  ever  were 
fhewn  in  that  celebrated  repofitory. 

Emmeline.  Infult  the  family  of  my  abfent  Ed- 
ward  

Gyp.  Madam,  only  hear  the  honorable  mention, 
how  I  fliall  defciibe  him  in  my  advertiiements  and 
hand-bills—  the  aftoniihing  deeper-— My  Lord 
Septimus 

Septimus.  Lord  Septimus !  (afide) 

Gyp.  "  Who  went  afleep  at  feven  in  the  even- 
ing, the  28th  of  April,  1796;  and  has  flcpt 
from  that  moment,  to  this  prefent  28th  of 
April,  1803;" 

VOL.  iv.  3  Qi  Sir 
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Sir  M.  What  do  you  talk  of  1 803  ? 

Emmeline.  Do,  Sir,  now  be  quitt. 

Sir  M.  I'll  hold  you  a  guinea 

Gyp.  I'd  rather,  Sir,  you'd  hold  your  tongue. 
Hem!  Lord  Septimus  !  who  was,  while afleep, 
created  a  Baron,  for  fervices  done  to  his  coun- 
try during  that  momentous  interim.  Now's 
your  time !  The  genuine  fleeper !  To  prove 
he's  no  deception,  any  gentleman  may  tweak 
him  by  the  nof'e,  ladies  may  tickle  him  with 
their  bodkins,  and  pretty  maflers  and  mifles 
may  pinch  and  run  pins  into  the  ball  of  his 
great  toe.  Now's  your  time  !  the  real  noto- 
rious fleeper !  when  awake,  allow 'd  by  all 
connouTeurs,  to  be  the  uglieit  little  gentleman 
in  the  parifli  of  St.  James's. 

Septimus.  How  I'll  have  this  bawling  rafcal 
beat,  whoever  he  is.  (afide) 

Gyp.  Lady,  let  me  have  him,  I'll  give  you  a 
hundred  guineas  for  two  months,  on  condition 
he  doesn't  wake  in  the  time ;  for  when  his  Lord- 
Ihip's  awake,  nobody  wou'd  give  two-pence  to 
fee  him. 

Emmeline.  Mr.  Solid,  how  could  you  agree  to 
fuch  a  fhameful  propofal  ? 

Sir  M.  Me  !    I  didn't  agree  to  any  fuch  thing. 

Gyp.  What !  Sir,  I  fay  you  did  not  confent 
to  hire  him  to  me. 

Sir  M.  I  fay  I  did. 

Emmeline.  I  beg  you  will  leave  the  room. 

Gyp.  Why,  Madam,  the  Dormant  Noble  mail 
have  every  gentility  (hewn  him,  he  mall  now  "be 
taken  out  of  his  own  houfe  by  my  two  firft  men  ; 
'twas  they  that  carried  and  defcrib'd  my  tyger, 
elephant,  and  archbiftiop  of  the  baboons.  Hey  ! 
(tails  off.) 

Emmeline. 
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Emmeline.  Lord  !  here  comes  Mrs,  Auburne, 
in  her  character  of  a  female  doctor — Ha,  ha,  ha  I 
(apart)  ' 

Sir  M.  But,  Madam,  the  mew-man  here  muft 
have  him,  for  it  is  my  duty,  as  his  Lordfhips* 
fteward,  to  improve  his  eftate. 

Enter  MRS.  AUBURNE  (difguifed.) 

Mrs.  Aub.  But  I,  as  his  Phyfician,  have  the 
care  of  his  perfonal  eftate. 

Sir  M.  Pho !  you  and  your  Phyficians  !  don't 
you  think  he  11  know  your  voice  ? 

Mrs.  Aub.  No,  he'll  not. 

Sir  M.  I'll  lay  you  a  pot  of  coffee  he  does. 

Mrs.  Aub.  Done — (Suddenly  cbanges  her  voice  to 
the  French  dialect)  Ah,  Monfieur  Solid  !  Com- 
ment fe  porte  il  ?  Mamfelle,  je  fuis  votre  tres 

humble Vat,    my  patient,    ftill   afleep  ?    Ah 

malheureux  !  No  effeci  from  de  laft  dofe  I  gave 
him? 

Emmeline.  But  Docflor 

Mrs.  Aub.  Plait  it  Madame  ? 

Emmeline.  This  is  not  your  affair. 

Septimus.  A  female  Doctor  !  (ajide) 

Mrs.  Aub.  Quoi !  not  my  affair !  I  dat  have 
defe  fix  years  exercis'd  the  grande  fcience  of  mc- 
decin  on  his  corps  miferable,  and  all  to  little  de 
purpofe — have  I  no  perforate,  fcarify,  excorify, 
lenify,  deify,  jolly  fy,  and  mollyfy  him,  and  all 
to  little  de  purpofe  ?  Mamfelle,  quand  vous  firft 
fent  for  me,  feven  years  ago,  which  vas  in  de 
year  96,  I  vas  vat  you  call  une  Countefs  en 
France — loft  all  my  title  and  fortune.  Mes  rela- 
tions Le  Comte  de  Vervuille,  ct  Le  Marquis  de 
Lamont — one  did  turn  de  Taileur,  and  vork  vid 
3  CL  2  Aiguille 
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Aiguille  and  Timble— and  de  oder  did  make  dc 
fhoes  vid  lift,  for  bread.  Pardi!  I  vas  flail  in 
phyfic,  and  depending  now  all  fur  mon  own  ta- 
lent, je  me  confidere  not  degraded  from  mon  dig- 
mte.  I  have  viiit  dis  grande  mon  Seigneur  now 
feven  year,  did  I  no  pronounce,  a  1'inftant  dat  I 
did  hear  him  ronfler,  dat  gemilhomme  is  afleep, 
il  dorme— -His  cafe  is  fo  fingulier,  dat  on  a  con- 
fultation,  ven  we  did  all  meet  to  confider,  could 
de  whole  Faculte  of  Medecins  even  fix  a  nomme 
for  his  maladie,  did  I  no  confound  dem  all,  by 
pronouncing — it  is  a— -Doldrum. —  Did  I  no 
begin  mes  operations  pour  L'eveilier,  vid  bring- 
ing cle  army  band  of  mufic,  and  beating  de  caiffe, 
et  le  grand  tambour,  within  an  inch  of  his  tym- 
panum ?  Den  did  1  not  fire  a  brace  of  de  double- 
barrePc  moufquetons,  intode  large  looking  glafs 
over  his  he*d,  and  all  to  little  de  purpofe  ?  Et 
quand  you  did  tell  me,  Mamfelle,  dat  he  yas 
always  imbecille — flupide  man-— 

Emmeline.  Dear,  Mrs.  Auburne,  what  do  you 
fay  that  for  ?  (apjtrfy 

Mrs.  Aub.  Did  I  no  conclude  dat  the  dofe  muft 
be  trebled  to  awake  fuch  a  vieux  old  noble  Seig- 
neur de  Don  Dunderman— and  den  did  I  no  ad- 
minifter  my  grande  remedie  of  two  ounce,  four 
drachms,  and  39  fcruple  of  Cayan  pepper,  pound- 
ed bottle-glafs,  and  pulveriz'd  cockle  fliells  up 
hisnofe,  and  all  to  little  de  purpofe?  ' 

Sir  M.  Lord  how  fhe  has  furpriz'd  me  !  Was 
ever  fiich  a  famous  actrefs!  Why  you  good-for- 
nothing  mum-chance — why  don't  you  fay  fome- 
thing?  Are  we  to  let  Mrs.  Auburne  have  all  the 
prate  to  herfeif  ?  (afarf  fo  Gyp)  and  my  coffee 
to  boot,  (afide) 

Gyf. 
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Gyp.  (bows')  Lady,  fhall  I  have  him  ? 

Sir  M.  Yes,  yes,  he'll  never  wake,  and  its  time 
either  to  bury  him  at  once,  or  turn  him  into  money 
for  the  good  of  his  heir. 

Mrs  Aub.  Quoi !  fell  de  Seigneur  de  Septimus? 
oh,  fie,  fie,  done  !  vat  vill  fon  fils,  de  Captain,  fay 
ven  he  returns  from  Italic. 

Septimus.  Edward  return  from  Italy  !  oh,  this  is 
fine  fudge,  (afide) 

Gyp.  You,  Mr.  Solid,  made  a  bargain  with  me, 
and  1  will  have  him. 

Sir  Mar.  Me  !  I  made  no  bargain  with  you. 

Mrs  Aub.  There  !  at  his  contradictions — mam- 
felle  vous  Savez  bien,  dat  I  have  phlebotomiz'd 
him  in  de  every  vien,  I  ave  take  feven  touch 
at  his  arterie,  yet  je  confeffe  dat  I  could  have 
wake  him  vid  my  grande  cauterizing  fpecific.  But 
tender  of  torturing  de  pauvre  miferabJe,  mais  en 
verite,  barbare !  avant  qu'i  leroit,  made  a  ga- 
lanti-lhew  of — arretez  un  inftant — let  nobody 
touch  my  patient.  [Exit  bafiily. 

Sir  Mar.  Ma'am  this  man  offers  a  fair  price, 
and  I  muft  take  his  money. 

Gyp.  Is  the  cart  ready  ?  come,  and  bear  his 
Jordfhip  head  and  heels. 

Re-enter  MRS.  AUBURNE. 

Mrs  Aub.  Alons,  venez  mon  apoticaire  ! 

Emmeline.  Oh,  dear  doctor  !  Sir  !  gentlemen ! 
reftore  him,  and  only  name  your  reward  ! 

Gyp.  What,  wake  him!  fpoil  the  fineft  (hew  I 
ever  exhibited !  confider  ma'am  what  money  he'll 
bring. 

Enter 
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Enter  LOOBY,  with  a  red  hot  fska 

Mrs.  dub.  Come — perform  de  operation,  givef 
de  animating  touch.  (They  furround bimy  Emmeline 
feigns  fright,  Looby  puts  the  poker  to  Septimus,  •who 
ft  arts  up-,  Emmeline  affefts  to  faint t  Looby  jumps 
about. 

Mrs.  Aub.  Huzza !  he's  cured !  (he  have  cought 
de  Doldrum — it  belong  to  de  famile — elie  et  char- 
mante — I  vill  cure  her  fans  fee. 

Septimus.  Burn  the  people  you  villain  !  I'll  give 
you  all  a  Doldrum,  with  the  devil  to  you. 
(Snatches  the  poker ,  fouri/hes  it — they  run  off,  he 
flings  it  out  of  window)  Come  into  my  room,  talk 
their  fluff,  1  deep  feven  years!  a  fine  hum  indeed 
—double  blunderbu  fifes,  pounded  bottle  glafs,  and 
cockle-fhells  !  this  the  year  1803! — Who  the 
plague  were  thofe  mountebanks — perhaps  this  is 
what  they  call  private  theatricals.  Aye,  whilft  I 
was  in  France,  I  warrant  my  houfe  here  was  one 
fcene  of  fuch  buffbnery.  A  letter  (lakes  a  letter 
from  off  the  table)  direcled  to  me — open  !  now  who 
dar'd  break  open  my  letters,  (looks  at  it)  "  Ed- 
'*  ward  Septimus!"  'tis  indeed  my  fon's  hand, 
"  Florence,  i6th  of  March,  1803."  Why,  what 
is  all  this !  eh !  vifiting  cards  ?  (reads)  <f  Lord 
"  Brentford's  compliments.  Glad  to  know  if 
"  any  alteration  in  Lord  Septimus's  malady.— 
"  The  Duke  of  Batterfea  waited  on — Lord  Brigh- 
"  ton — Dutchefs  of  Brompton-— Earl  of  Highgate 
€t  and  Hampftead — 'Lord-mayor  of  Southwark 
"  did  himfelf  the  honor  to  call  on  Lord  Septimus." 
— Oh,  fome  children  have  been  at  play  here,  and 
I  to  mind  their  nonfenfe. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Aub.  (without)  Flam !  has  the  French 
do&or  been  to  his  Lordfhip  today  ?  It's  near  her 
hour  of  vilit. 

Septimus.  Why  this  can't  be  Mrs.  Auburne — 
it  is — and  Edward's  fervant,  Flam — but  hovr 
they're  chang'd.  (retires) 

Enter  MRS  AUBURNE  in  her  own  drefs,  fomewhat 
altered,  and  FLAM. 

Mrs.  Aub.  Now  to  be  myfelf  in  the  plot,  (afde) 

Ham.  Mrs.  Auburne 

Mrs.  Aub.  Hufh— hulh 

Flam,  (in  a  low  tone)  I  don't  nnderftand  you, 
and  Gyp  and  old  Marmaduke  and  all  of  you, 
taking  the  whole  game  to  yourfelves,  and  not 
letting  me  play  my  part  in  it. 

Mrs  Aub.  But  do  you  confider  the  difficulty 
of  periuading  a  man  he  has  (lept  feven  years — if 
not  managed  with  the  greateft  nicety,  all  is  up 
with  us. — We  muft  pretend  that  he's  not  yet 
awake,  (apart) 

Flam.  Sure  I  know,  only  mind  me.  (apart) 
Mrs.  Auburne  lend  me  your  fchTars  it  you 
pleafe?  (loud) 

Mrs.  Aub.  There,  (gives  them)  for  what  ? 

Flam,  (loud)  Ma'am  you're  often  wrong,  you 
know  feven  years  ago,  when  my  young  mafter 
went  abroad  upon  his  travels,  for  grief  that  his 
father  there  wou'dn't  let  him  marry  Mifs  Emme- 
line — you  perfuaded  him  that  I  was  an  idle 
drunken  fellow — and  fo  he  left  me  behind.  You 
were  out  in  that  bufinefs — and  now  here  again, 
you  and  all  the  family  will  have  it  that  his  Lord- 
iaip's  only  afleep  j  but  I'm  certain  it's  a  fleep 

he'll 
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he'll  never  wake  from,  (advances  towards  thefopla) 

Mrs.  Aub.  Stop,  what  are  you  going  to  do? 

Flam.  Why  Ma'am  its  a  received  opinion,  that 
nothing's  fo  good  a  cure  for  the  night-mare,  as 
a  dead  man's  eye- brow — I  cut  off  one  of  our  old 
matter's  laft  Sunday.  (Septimus  feeh  his  brow} 

Mrs.  Aub.  Blundering  booby  ! — Yes  I  believe 
Flam  it  was  as  you  fay  about  laft  Sunday  four 
years.  But  fince  his  eye-brow  has  grown  again, 
you  (hall  touch  him  no  more  with  your  iciffars  you 
impudent  fellow — the  dear,  dear  gentleman,  ly- 
ing fo  long  infenfible,  the  very  fervants  have 
loft  fight  of  all  refpe&to  him. 

Flam.  Why  Ma'am  he's  no  more  now  than 
the  trunk  of  an  old  tree. 

Septimus,  (advancing)  You  feel  one  of  my 
twigs.  (  ft r ikes  him} 

Mrs.  Aub.  (ajfe  fling  furprize}  Awake !  a  thou* 
fand  joys  for  your  recovery  ! 

Flam.  Oh  my  gay  little  old  Lord  ! 

Septimus.  Lord!  a  ftar !  Whofe  coat's  this? 
thefe  odd  fellows  too,  juft  now  call'd  me  Lord. 
Mrs.  Auburne  why  did  you  let  me  fleep  all  night 
upon  the  Sopha  to  catch  cold  ?  ( freezes)  Where 
are  the  plants  that  I  brought  from  France,  and 
put  down  myfett  in  thofe  very  tubs  ? 

Mrs.  Aub.  Ah  my  Lord,  becaufe  it  was  you 
that  planted  them,  they  have  been  poor  Mifs 
Emmeline's  chief  cire  ever  fince,  and  fee  how 
they  have  grown  and  flouriftied. 

Septimus.  What !  grown  in  one  night ! 

Flam.  One  night ! 

Mrs.  Aub.  One  night — ah  !  (looking  at  each 
ether,  and  /baking  their  heads} 

Septimus.  How  dare  you  make  me  a  but  for 
your  gambols  ? 

Flam. 


OR,    1803.  497 

flam.  Amazing  !  then  he  doesn't  believe  that 
he  has  flept  feven  years.  Why  he  is  n't  awake 
yet. 

Mrs.  A.  Pfha  !  has'nt  he  been  talking  to  us  ? — . 
Eh  !-^-I  proteft  I  think  too  he's  not  fenfible 
of  it — I've  heard  of  people  walking  in  their 
Deep  and  doing  ftrange  things. — Was'nt  there  a 
Squire  Something,  a  great  fportfman  that  got 
out  of  the  window  at  the  Mermaid  in  Hackney, 
and  rode  for  three  hours  together  upon  the  fign- 
poft  ? 

Flam.  A  coufin  of  mine  in  Dublin  once,  Mr. 
Charley  Wynne,  a  King's  meffenger,  ufed  every 
night  to  get  out  of  his  bed,  put  on  a  filvcr  hiked 
i'word,  a  gold-laced  hat,  his  greyhound  to  his 
breaft,  and  in  a  great  tie  wig—- there  he  wou'd 
dance  minuets  before  the  looking-glafs  in  his  din- 
ing-room. Faith  I  think  I  fee  Coufin  Charley 
now.  (looking  at  Septimus) 

Mrs.  Aub.  His  eyes  are  open. 

Flam.  Wide  open. 

Mrs.  Aub.  If  he  mould  wake  by  a  fudden 
flartle  it  might  be  dangerous.  (they  walk  with 
caution  and  take  the  chairs  out  of  the  way.) 

Septimus.  I'm  mad  with  rage  ! 

Mrs.  Aub.  Obferve  how  his  lips  move. 

Flam.  He's  dreaming  this  moment  that  he's 
playing  bob-chern  4 

Mrs.  Aub.  I  wifti  the  doctor  was  here. 

Flam.  I'll  fee  if  fhe's  come,  (going.} 

Septimus.  Call  your  fellows  to  burn  me  with 
their  pokers  and — I  don't  know  what's  the  matter 
with  the  world,  and  the  people,  one  would  think 
that  fomebody  had  given  the  globe  a  twirl  under 
my  feet,  or  that  I  had  taken  a  fudden  jump 

VOL. iv.  3  R  round 
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round  it   arid  dropt  down  on  the  other  Iierm-. 
fphere. 

Flam.  Oh  if  he  talks  of  the  world  turning  round 
he's  daggered  at  leaft.  (apart.) 

Mrs-  Aub.  I  fee  a  dawning  of  fuccefs  j  he  be- 
gins to  confider  upon  it.  {apart.') 

Septimus.  Mrs.  Auburne — youfeem — to  have 
fomething — of  importance — to — to — com  muni- 
cat  e  ? 

Mrs.  Aub.  Alas  !  a  grievous  truth,  yet  how- 
ever diftrefiing  you  fliould  be  told. 

Flam,  No,  its  beft  not  to  tell  him.  (half  apart) 

Mrs.  Aub.  Why  he  muft  know  it  by  the  won- 
derful changes  that  have  taken  place  fince. 

(half  apart) 

Septimus.  Since  when  ?— What  ? 

Mrs.  Aub.  Moft  melanchocy!— My  lord  you've 
loft  many,  many  years  of  your  precious  life—- 
you've Qept 

Flam.  Now  pray  don't  tell  his  lord fliip-— *t will 
break  his  poor  dear  heart,  (half  apart) 

Septimus*  Hold — ^fo  many  circumftances-— 
but  it's  no  fuch  thing. 

Flam.  Right  Sir — don't  think  of  ic. 

Septimus.  I  have  heard  of  people  fleeping — 
my  brains—but  it  can'c  be — there  are  certainly 
a  number  of  inftances — we  can't  be  fenfible  our- 
ielves — Boyle  obferves,  and  Locke,  that  time 
is  only  afcertain'd  by  afucceflionof  ideas. 

Mrs.  Aub.  He  feems  in  moft  excellent  train—* 
we  have  Ltm.  (apart) 

Enter  SIR  MARMADUKE. 

Sir  Mar.  My  lord,  you  don't  know  your 
1-  '"Aid.—- 1  wifh  you  joy  of  your  iccovery. — • 

Here 
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Here  are  the  newfpapers ;  your  fenfes  have  been 
fo  long  dormant,  you  may  wifh  to  know  what 
the  folks  have  been  doing  fince. 

Mrs.  stub.  Aye,  and  he'll  know  what  we're 
doing  now.  (afide)  He'll  find  all  out  by  the 
date?  (apart) 

Sir  Mar.  You  think  nobody's  clever  but  your- 
felf,  mind  me.  (apart) 

Septimus.  Let's  fee  how  they  go  on  in  Paris—- 
Look out  the  Morning  Chronicle. 

Sir  Mar.  Ah,  my  lord,  how  little  you  know 
of  the  world,  or  the  variety  of  newfpapers  that 
have  come  out  within  the  laft  five  years,  (prelends 
/o  read)  Will  your  lordlhip  fee  the  Finger  Poft, 
or  the  Goffip,  or  the'Tis  Indeed,  or  the  Alarm 
Bell,  or  the  Humbug,  or  the  Croaker,  or  the  Spy 
Glafs,  or  the  This,  That,  and  T'other? 

Mrs.  Aub.  Let  me  fee  the  This,  That,  and 
T'other,  (takes  a  xewfpaper)  Oh,  joy  1  here  in 
the  arrivals;  your  fon,  Captain  Septimus,  is  re- 
turned. 

Flam.  My  matter  come  home  !  Huzza  ! 

Septimus.  What,  has  he  been  taking  a  walk  ? — 
Where  is  my  fon,  Edward  ? 

Mrs.  Aub.  Biefs  me,  Sir,  didn't  you  fee  by  his 
letter  there,  that  he  has  been  abroad  thefe  feveral 
years  ? 

Septimus.  You  mean,  that  I  have  been  abroad, 
and  that  I  returned  from  France  yeiterday. 

Flam.  Very  right,  Sir,  'cwas  only  yefterday  you 
came  home. 

Sir  Mar.  What  do  you  mean  you  villain  ? 
(apart) 

Flam.  Mrs.    Auburne,    let  him  think  fo — the 

jnoment   he  finds  he's   fo  much  nearer  to  his 

3  R  2  grave 
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grave,  grief  will  tumble  him  info  it.  (half  apart') 

Septimus.  Make  breakfaft,  while  I  go  up  flairs 
to  my  bureau. 

Mrs.  Aub.  We  mnft  keep  him  on  this  floor,  or 
thefirft  he  meets  that's  not  in  our  plan- (apart] 

Flam.  I'll  keep  him  here,  (apart)  Then  I  find 
xve  muft  explain  all  to  his  iordihip.  (half  apart) 

Septimus.  I'll  go  up  flairs. 

Flam.  Ah,  my  lord,  we  don't  fatigue  ourfelves 
now  a-days  with  running  up  and  down  ftairs-r— 
if  you  want  to  go  up,  fit  down.  (Septimus  fits) 
don't  be  furprifed,  on  your  iordlhips  touching  the 
fpring,  the  chair  will  rife  with  you  ;  there's  a  fquare 
over  it cutin  the  ceilingthat  will  open,  and  without 
the  leaft  trouble,  there  you  are  in  thefecondftory, 

Septimus,  Ha,  ha,  ha'l  afineflory  ! 

Mrs.  Aub.  Thank'y  Flam,  your  chair  is  a  good 
lift. 

Sir  Mar.  (Sits)  Hah!  here's  a  new  edition  of 
Moore  coming  out.  (looking  at  anewfpaper) 

Mrs.  Aub.  Hang  you  and  Moore !  (taking  it 
from  him) 

Flam.  I  hear  a  carriage,  faith  there's  a  Bam- 
boo Whegee  ftopt. 

Mrs.  Aub.  It  is  he  !  It's  he!  I'll  go  and  re- 
ceive the  dear  captain  at  the  door.  (Jits,  then  ri- 
fes)  No,  I'll  go  down  by  the  elbow  chair  in  the 
next  room — but  I  muft  make  inyfelf  tolerable. 

(Puts  blue  powder  in  her  hair.) 

Septimus.  Blue  powder !  well  if  we  muft  change 
the  natural  colour  of  our  hair  there  may  be  as 
much  fenfe  in  a  blue,  as  a  white  head. 

Sir  Mar.     But  my  lord. 

Septimus.  Damn  it  what  a  lording  you  keep. 

Sir 
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Sir.  Mar.  You  had  better  look  over  your  fon's 
letter,  that  you  may  be  prepar'cl  to  meet  him 
properly,  after  his  long  abfence  from  his  native 
country. 

Septimus.  (Perufes)  "  Dear  Father— no  anfwers 
"  to  my  many  letters— »languifh  to  fee  you — Se- 
"  peration  from  my  divine  Emmeline — if  wind 
"  permits,  foon  return — made  acquaintance  with 
"  Italian  nobleman — he  vifits  England  in  my 
<f  company — been  at  feveral  Courts  Germany — 
"  Berlin — Flanders" — What  is  the  meaning  of 
all  this  ? 

Enter  LOOBY. 

Looby.  Here  be's  two  fine  gentlemen  coming 
up  flairs. 

Flam.  Aye,  there  coming  up  chairs. 

Mrs.  Aub.  Never  mind  delicacy  with  me,  Sir, 
ladies  to  attend  gentlemen  is  now  all  the  fafhion. 

Septimus.  Why  what  are  you  going  to  do  with 
me  ?  (They  put  the  coat  and  wig  on  him) 

Septimus.  (Bawling)  Get  along !,  where's  my 
fervants — my  fon  ?. 

Mrs..  Aub.  Here  he  is. 

Flam.  And  the  Italian  nobleman. 

Sir  Mar.  Aye,  and  Emmeline  coming  to  meet 
her  Captain.  Now  do  you  all  keep  up  to  your 
characters,  and  expect  me  foon  with  the  clincher. 

[Exit. 

Septimus.  Blefs  me  !  if  this  fhou'd  be  real — 
I  might  have  been  buried  alive — I  fhudder  at  the 
horrid  thought — I  can't  be  feventy  feven.  (ftamps) 
Do  they  ever  go  up  flairs  upon  a  table  ?  (bits, 
Flam  far s  the  table — be  ft  arts} 

Mrs.  Aub. 
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Mrs.  Aub.  Here  they  come,     (apart) 

Flam.    I   tell   you    what — -.you'll    go   too   far 

with  your  gig,    and   crack,    the  fiddle  firings. 

(apart) 

Mrs.  Aub.  No,  no,  we  may  venture  to  make 

the  change  of  manners  as  violent  as  we  pleafe,  it 

helps  the  diiguife  of  our  voices  and  perfons.   (They 

Jleal  of.) 

Enter  CAPTAIN  SEPTIMUS  and  GYP,  (fantaftically 
drefsed,  and  EMMELINE  at  the  c/ppofitefide.) 

Captain  Sept.  Oh  my  melifluous !   7 

Emmeline.  My  beloved  myrtle  !   j 

Captain  Sept.  My  father  ! 

Septimus,  You  are  my  fon,  but  I  don't  under- 
fland  why  you  have  made  a  jack  pudding-  of  your- 
fclf. 

Captain.  Sept.  Give  me  leave,  my  Lord,  to 
prelcnt  Count  Zingoni,  with  whom,  as  1  think 
1  mentioned  to  you  in  my  laft  letter,  I  became 
acquainted  at  Turin.  (Introducing  Gyp.) 

Gyp.  Grand  Peer,  I  am  proud  of  an  introduc- 
tion to  the  father  of  a  gentleman  whom  I  have 
long  ranked  amongft  the  cleared  of  my  friends. 

Captain  Sept.  Take  care  of  the  Whegee.  (call- 
ing off.) 

Sept.  Whegee  ! 

Gyp.  A  new  fort  of  carriage,  my  Lord,  invented 
about  a  couple  of  years  back.  Foimerly,  in  a 
coach,  a  gentleman's  nofe  came  fir  ft  into  town — 
then  in  your  long-coach,  you  eibow'd  your  way 
—but  in  the  Whegee,  you  lie  all  along,  go  .feet 

forcmoft 
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foremoft,    or  head   foremoft,   juft  like    a   goat 
againft  .1  looking  glaTs. 

Septimus,  (looking  out)  A  fhe  coachman  !  Is 
their  fiafhing  four  in  hand  come  to  this. 

Re-enter  MRS.  AUBURNE,  (difguifed.) 

Mrs.  Aub.  (In  Welch  dialeft)  Look  you  lam, 
blefs  hur  and  fave  hur>  a  poor  coach -woman,  or 
a  driver,  and  whipper,  and  flalher  of  very  nople 
peafts  j  for  look  you,  the  horfe  is  a  nople  peaft  : 
is  hur  to  wait,  or  do  you  difcharge  hur  ? 

Gyp.  What  a  watch  is  it  ? 

Septimus.  What  a  watch  is  it !  Not  amifs  that, 
as  we  don't  carry  clocks  in  our  pockets. 

Mrs.  Aub.  Hur  don't  mind  fitting  on  hur  box 
hurfelf,  look  you,  becaufe  hur  is  a  two-leg'd 
chriftian  foul ;  but  confider  the  poor  dumb  four- 
leg'd  peafts — only  no  harm  to  drink  your  health 
in  a  glafs  of  capillaire,  with  Jenny  the  poftillion. 

Septimus.  Jenny  the  poftillion  ! 

Captain  Sept.  You  drove  us  well— there's  a 
fifty  penny  piece  my  Pinkindindy.  (Gives  money 
with  a  low  bow) 

Septimus.  Then  no  rank  in  life  can  deprive  a 
woman  of  our  refpeft,  that's  an  improvement. 

Mrs.  Aub.  Gentlemen,  from  the  Stone's  End, 
to  the  extremity  of  Penimunmawr,  look  you,  up 
hill,  or  down  dale,  thro'  ftreet,  ford,  crofs  way  or 
King's  high  road,  hur's  the  tighteft  knot,  look 
you,  of  your  moft  grateful  whipcord — "  Di  me 
*'  amorc — Di  me  amore."  \_Exitftnging. 

Septimus.  What  is  the  meaning  of  all  this  ? 

Gyp.  No  wonder  grand  Peer  you  are  furprifed. 
— ;he  fafhions  have  grown  gradually  upon  us, 

but 
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but  by  your  Lordfhips  waking,  they  have  fud- 
denly  ftarted  upon  you.  (Septimus  looks  round 
•walks,  fits,  ft  arts  up,  meditates, then  burfts  into  tears.) 

Septimus.  Have  I  then  Joft  feven  years  of  my 
poor  old  worn  out  tag  of  life  ? 

Captain  Sept.  My  father  feems  ftrangely  af- 
fected, I  fhant  have  courage  to  go  through  with 
it.  (afide) 

Septimus.  I  dare  not  fit  down  for  fear  of  being 
hoifted  thro'  the  roof  of  the  houfe,  or  being 
dropt  down  into  the  cellar  j  but  I  wo'n't  believe 
it. 

Re-enter  FLAM,  (difguifed). 

Flam.  (In  broad  Tor kjhire  dialect)  Yow  have 
paid  the  Welch  coachwoman  her  fee,  but  d'ye 
yow  now  pay  a  compliment  to  the  guard. 

Septimus.  Guard  !  and  pray  is  this  your  blun- 
derbufs  ?  (pointing  to  an  opera  glafs  at  bis  breaft) 

Flam.  For  zartain  !  wo'd'It  ha  us  blow  a  rob- 
ber's brains  out !  then  we'd  ha  na  uze  vor  law, 
jury,  or  juftice — noa  zeting  a  cafe,  if  footpad  flops 
coach,  I  point  my  glafs  at'n,  and  fharp  as  a 
midge,  watch  every  morfel  of  his  bad  actions, 
then  you  knows  I  be's  evidence  on  his  trial,  and 
zo  I  and  hangman  and  judge  tuck'n  up  like  a 
haunch  of  a  unicorn. 

Septimus.  Hearkye!  go  on  with  your  capers, 
and  you  too  you  fcoundrel.  (to  Captain  Sept.) 

[Exit  Flarn^ 

Capt.  Sept.  Father  this  is  a  reception  I  didn't 
expect  after  fo  long  an  exile,  and  your  promife 
this  day  of  giving  me  Emmeline. 

Septimus.  Then  Ned,  you  have  actually  been  in 
Florence  ?  and  fent  me  that  letter. 

Gyp. 
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Gyp.  Oh,  true — I  remember — you  borrowed 
tny  feal — ha,  ha,  ha!  do  you  recolle<5l  the  fame 
morning  our  tiffing  a  mug  ot  claret  with  the  Ger- 
man ambafiador — i  can  of  canary  with  the  Grand 
Signior  at  Venice,  and  attending  a  Quaker's  meet- 
ing at  St.  Peter's  cathedral  at  Rome. 

Capt.  Sept.  Ay,  and  buying  a  pattern  of  a  lady's 
cap.  invented  by  Marfliall  Soloutenberg  the  Ruf- 
fian General — drinking  a  bottle  of  porter  with  the 
Englifh  Durchefs  of hem  !  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Gyp.  At  Palermo?  do  you  remember  Signora  Af- 
fetuocelli,  the  finger,  playing  a  match  of  cudgels 
before  the  Pope,  for  a  pair  of  buckfkin  breeches  ? 

Septimus.  But,  Sir,  how  came  you,  an  Italian 
nobleman,  to  fpeak  Englifh  fo  well  ? 

Gyp.  Oh,  grand  peer— French  was — but  Eng-> 
lifli  now  is  the  univerfalh  ngunge. 

Enter  LOOBY. 

Looby.  Sir,  here  bc's  one  Captain  Slafh  (fo  Capt. 
Sept.) 

Capt.  Slajh.  (without)  Are  you  above,  Ned  ? 

Capt.  Sept.  Curfe  on  this  hot-headed  fool,  he'll 
blow  all — I'm  not  at  home. 

Enter  CAPT.  SLASH,  FLAM,  and  MRI.  AUBOURN* 
in  her  own  drejs. 

Capt.  Sla/h.  I  fhou'dn't  have  believed  any  body 
but  yourielf.  Do  you  forget  your  engagement  at 
the  Salopian? — An  affair  of  honor  you — muft 
be  my  fccond — the  furgeon  and  piftols  are  below  in 
a  coach. 

Capt.  Sept.  Put  him  out.  (apart  to  Flam) 

Flam.  I'll  kick  up-  a  quarrel,  (apart) 

VOL.  iv,  33  Septimus. 
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Septimus.  There  muft  be  flairs,  or  how  did  that 
officer  come  up  ? 

Flam,  Come  up  my  lord  !  the  common  people 
afcend  and  defcend  in  a  bafket. 

Septimus.  An  officer  common  people  !  but 
where's  my  o\vn  fervant,  Gyp  !  the  drummer,  my 
little  foot-boy. 

Mrs.  Aub.  Hufli,  Sir,  you'll  affront  him  ! 

Septimus.  Him !  who  ? 

Mrs.  Aub.  1  hat's  he,  the  little  drummer,  you 
faw  the  night  before  you  went  to  fleep. 

Flam,  Aye,  my  lord,  regularly  promoted,  now 
d  captain. 

Septimus.  What — this  ? 

Capt.  Slajh.  Eh,  mafquerade  night— trying  on 
your  drefies  ? 

Septimus,  (taps  Capt.  Slajh  on  the  Jhculders,  wb* 
turns',  Why>  what  a  great  big  fool  it's  grown  up. 
Ah,  you  never  rofe  by  mtrit,  my  Lctle  drummer- 
boy. 

' Slajh.  S'death  !  Sir,  what  d'ye  mean  by  that  ? 

Mrs.  Aub.  There,  Sir,  1  laid  you'c  affront  him, 

Ham.  Arrah,  Sir,  how  cou'd  you  be  fo  unman- 
nerly. 

"Enter  DRUMMER-BOY. 

Boy*  Sir,  the  ferjeant  has  fent  me— 

Flam.  The  devil  take  you  and  the  ftrjeant. 
(Tbey  bide  the  'boy  and  Jhove  h>m  off.) 

Septimus.  Whoever  n  anag'd  my  domelffc  con- 
cerns during  my  dire  Doliirum,  fhou'd  ruve  clapt 
a  livery  on  that  ft  How.  (flajh  walks  i-t  a  rage) 
You  ihou'd  hav  been  drill'd  well  in  at  the  fide- 
boaid  and  the  knife-board. 

Capt.  Slajh.  Sir,  1  don't  know  who  you  are— bac 
that  your  age  protects  you— 

,  Sept. 
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Capt.  Sept.  Sir,  that's  my  father;  and  I 
him  — 

Septimus.  Boy,  you  (huVtfi^ht  fuch  a  mumroom 
fungus  — 

Capt.  Slajh  You  are  privj'  dg'd  old  blue  head. 
Put  Sir,  i'm  now  going  dowa-r—  toilow  me  (to  Capt. 
Septimus) 

Septimus.  As  you're  now  a  gentleman,  fit  down, 
touch  the  fpring,  an-;  go  to  the  devil. 

[Exit  Capt.  Slajb. 

There,  can't  forget  his  mean  origin  —  Gone  down 
in  the  balket  —  What  Knighthood  is  this  ?  to  the 
ribbon  ? 

Mr*.  Aub.  The  new  Manx  order,  the  order 
of  the  three  legs. 

Stpiimus.  What's  my  title  ? 

Gyp.  Baron  Dumb'edon,  is'nt  it  friend  ? 

I'latn.  We  have  Ib  confounded  and  bother'd 
the  poor  old  gentleman,  that  he  neither  knows 
what  we  lay  to  him,  or  whir  he  fays  to  us. 

Septimus.  Whac  lump  of  chalk  is  this,  (taking 
ttfnm  the  coat  pocket) 

Flam.  Unlucky  !  Looby's  piece  of  whiting  to 
clean  the  plate  !  (apart) 

Mrs.  Aub.  Strange,  you  cou'dn't  fearch  the 
pockets  before  you  le  t  the  coat  here.  (t<fide) 
That  my  Lord  is  one  of  your  grand  implements. 

Septimus.  Implements  1  for  what  ? 

Mrs.  Aub.  Why  my  lord,  the  Italian  opera  in 
thefccays  is  in  higher  vogue  than  ever,  fo  much 
fo  that  all  the  pcrlons  of  the  firft  fafliion  an  \  for- 
tune, have  formed  themfclves  into  a  club,  called 
the  Rubbarache,  of  which  you,  th->'  alleep  were 
fome  years  back,  balloted  in  a  number  during 
the  feafon.  My  Lord,  thofc  ladies  and  gentlemen, 
opera  ibbfcribcrs,  enter  upon  office  in  rotation, 
3  p  2  you 
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you  have  long  miffed  the  honor,  but  in  hopes  of 
your  Lordfhip's  waking,  I  myfelf  placed  the  im- 
plement ready  in  your  pocket,  for  this  is  the  firft 
flight  of  a  new  grand  ballet. 

Septimus.  But  what  is  the  duty  of  this  office  ? 

Mrs.  Aub.  Sir — my  Lord,  they  (land  at  the 
iide  of  the  ftage,  and  juft  as  the  Hrft  dancer  ileps 
on  they  chalk  the  fole  of  his  or  her  fhoe. 

Septimus.  What  I  chalk  a  dancers  fhoes  ?  I'll  be 
no  Rubberache,  it's  an  honor  1  defpife— but  I 
want  my  breakfaft  ? 

Captain  Sept.  Ah  how  many  hundred  break- 
fafts  has  my  poor  father  loft  ? 

Septimus.  Why  1  have  an  appetite.  Come  it's 
paft  two,  get  me  fomething,  I'm  ftarved.  Get 
me  a  mutton  chop  and  a  pretty  French  brick, 
well  rafped— -Great  fluctuation  in  the  price  and 
fize  of  bread,  fince  1  fuppofe — When  I  went  to 
fleep,  the  quartern  loaf  1  believe  was  15  pence. 
1  dare  fay  penny  rolls  are  now  got  to  the  bignefs 
of  gingerbread  nuts,  bring  me  a  dozen. 

Mrs.  Aub.  You  mean  a  Qice  off  one  my  Lord  ? 

Septimus.  Zounds  madam  don't  mean  for  me, 
I  that  have'nt  eat  for  feven  years — bring  me  my 
breakfaft — befides  I  want  to  fee  how  you  go  on 
in  the  good  things.  I'll  be  bound  theftaffof  life 
is  dwindled  into  a  mere  fwitch,  with  your  curft 
improvements. 

dipt.  Sept.  Well  humour  my  father,  order  a 
loaf  in. 

Enter  LOOBY, 

L'oly    Here  bes  the  baker. 
Mrs.  Aub.  Oh  !  going  his  rounds— tell  him  to 
bring  the  loaves  hither  ?  [£#/'f  Looby. 

Enltt 
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with  loaf,  three  feet  in  diameter. 

Here,  Sir,  is  theftaff ofltfe. 

Septimus.  What  this  a  penny  roll,  huzza  !  rare 
times  in  this  fame  1803.  My  dear  Mrs.  Au- 
burne,  how  has  this  been  done?  how  has  this 
amazing  plenty  come  about  ? 

Mrs.  Aub.  Very  (imply,  my  Lord,  only  by 
hanging  a  couple  of  corn  monopolizers. 

Septimus.  Oh  dear  how  lucky  it  was  I  flept,  I 
had  fome  thought  of  fpeculating  a  little  in  corn 
myfelf ;  fo  inftead  of  being  throttled — here  I  am 
alive  to  enjoy  this  bleffing — (Embraces  it.) — but 
am  I  to  have  nothing  to  eat — come,  never  mind 
a  cloth,  is  my  mutton  chop  ready  ? 

Enter  LOOBY,  (witb  a  large  rib  of  beef.) 

Looby.  Here  it  be's  Sir. 

Septimus.  A  firloin  of  beef!  So  becaufe  your 
loaf  is  made  larger  than  formerly,  your  fheep  are 
grown  into  oxen.  Shut  the  doors,  don't  let  the 
cat  come  in,  for  {he,  I  fuppofe,  is  by  this  grown 
into  a  tyger — Now  I  fee  its  all  a  hum. 

Mrs.  Aub.  This  is  the  confequence  of  over- 
doing things,  (afidi) 

Septimus.  Are  not  you  afliam'd — to  play  your 
pranks  upon  me— get  along  all  of  you. 

Enter  SIR  MARMADUKE,  (in  bis  own  deaths.) 

Sir  Mar.  Now  for  my  clincher,  (apart) 
Septimus.  Oh  my  clear   Sir   Mannaduke,  did 

you  ti  o  join  in  this  ridiculous  plot  againft  me  ? 
Sir  Mar.  No,    1  come  to  warn  you  againft  a 

moft  infernal  icheme  your  ion  and  my  daughter 

have 
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have  laid.  to. obtain  your  confent  to  their  mar- 
riage. 

Flam    What  is  rie  it.     (apart) 

Sir  Mar.  Didn't  they  ceil  you  that  you  had 
flept  feven  years,  and  consequently  the  tiine  is 
expired  for  your  promile  ? 

Septimus.  Yes  they  did, 

6ir  A*ar.  It's  all  a  moil  abominable  f^f.h  )od. 

Mrs.  /f    Is  this  your  clincher  ?  (apart) 

Sir  Miir.  \  cu  went  to  fle*  p  latt  night,  my 
friend,  and  this  is  ftill  the  year  1796. 

Septtmus.  What,  you  lay  1  have  not  flept  fa 
many  years  ? 

Sir  Mar.  J  do  pofitively. 

Septimus,  t  had  my  doubts  before,  but  now 
I'm  convinc'd  1  have  been  in  a  fcven  years' 
Duldrum — 1  never  beiiev'd  it  t>li  now. 

Sir  Mar.  There — what  d'ye  fay  to  my  clinch- 
er? Ha,  ha,  ha! — (apart) 

Mrs,  Aub.  Speak  abouc  the  marriage — (apart) 

Septimus.  (Looking  at  them)  Eh,  \vhifpering  !  I 
ftill  fufpect. 

(Church  clock  Jtrikes  two.) 

I  have  it— I'll  put  their  humanity  to  the  teft — 
(afide)  Didn't  the  church  clock  ftrike  two? 
(jlarts  iv  th  tokens  of  exit  erne  horror.)  The  28th  of 
April,  1803  ! — my  children,  at  the  hour  of  two, 
this  very  day,  I  have  been  foretold  I  (hou'd  die 
— you  h<ive  long  loft  me — but  now  muft — lofe 
me  for  ever — I'm  faint — and — feel — the  ftroke — 
(•pretends  to  faint) 

Emmeline.  Oh  Sir—be  not  alarm'd — 

Mrs.  dub.  Lord,  if  the  conceit  of  dying  mould 
kill  the  old  gentleman. 

dipt.  Sept.  Mv  dear  father !  Courage- — its  all 
a  ridiculous  jokt — forgive  the  deception  we  have 

ufed 
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ufed  to  make  you  keep  a  promife  thatmuft  fe- 
cure  happinels.  to  your  fbn  in  the  poficflion  of  his 
Emmelinc. 

Sir  M.  My  worthy  friend,  if  you're  not  to  die 
till  1803,  you've  yet  feven  years  to  be  alive  and 
merry. 

Septimus.  Then  you  own  your  trick  upon  me  ? 
but  Edward,  as  your  fault  was  love,  and  your 
confeilion  generofity,  I  forgive  you. 

Emmcline.  Thanks,  Sir,  how  little  we  deferve 
your  pardon. 

Capt.  Sept.   M  y  kind  father. 

Septimus.  Your  farce  is  too  whimfical  a  piece 
of  humour,  to  put  a  wife  man  out  of  temper — 
well,  here  we  are  all  (till  in  96,  and  may  we  ice 
1803  happy. 

GYP. 

At  our  fmall  joke,  kind  friends  take  no  offence, 

SIR  MARMADUKE. 
And  happy  be  ye  all  in  feven  years  hence, 

FLAM. 
Pray  join,  kind  mafter,  in  forgiving  me, 

MRS.  AUBURN E. 
Clap  hand*,  and  prove  you're  from  th£  Doldrum  fret. 


FINIS. 
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